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THE    FORTUNES    OF    GODOLPHIN. 


**  An  extraordinuy  work. — We  speak  from  onr  own  feelings^ 
and  without  the  slightest  knowledge  of  the  Author.  As  a 
novel  or  romance,  we  pronounee  it  one  of  the  most  powerful 
we  have  read  for  a  length  of  time,  its  interest  is  sustained 
throughout  in  the  most  skflful  manner. — Blackwoad't  Ladies' 
Magazine, 

*'  We  have  certainly  taken  up  three  Tolumes  of  intense 
interest ....  Much  eredit  ia-due  to  the  Author  for  his  happj 
delineations  of  Cornish  habits  and  mannerst  and  they  are  .very 
amusing  and  startling.  The  Author  is  a  very  imaginattTe  and 
vigorous  writer;  he  possesses  an  ardent  and  cultivated  mind: 
and  we  have  not  for  a  long  time  perused  a  novel  with  such 
gratification  as  this  has  afforded  us." — Sundny  Timei. 

"  The  Faialitt  evinces  in  the  conduct  of  its  story,  and  the 
developementof  its  characters,  powers  of  no  ordinary  kind.  It 
is  a  novel  which  will  be  popular." — Weekly  Chronicle. 

**  This  romance  contains  passages  and  scenes  of  extraordinary 
beauty  and  vigour,  and  will  be  gladly  welcomed  by  those  who 
delight  to  wander  in  the  fascinating  maies  of  fiction." — Argus, 
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INTRODUCTION. 


TsE  son  of  Italy's  glory  has  set,  yet  its 
beautiful  twilight  still  lingers  over  the 
land.  Each  scene  awakens  recollections 
of  the  immortal  past.  Each  dim  remain 
of  antiquity  appeals  to  days  of  power  and 
magnificence.  The  very  air  seems  fraught 
with  luxury  and  loTe ;  and  every  foot  of 
ground  is  classic ;  every  grey  and  moss- 
grown  ruin  is  dear  to  the  antiquary  and 
scholar. 


INTRODUCTION. 

No  period  in  the  history  of  modem 
Italj,  perhaps,  is  more  interesting  than 
the  fourteenth  century.  It  was  then  that 
literature,  which  seemed  to  have  ex- 
pired during  the  long  night  of  Gothic  bar- 
barism, suddenly  revived,  like  a  phoenix, 
from  her  ashes.  Dante,  Petrarch,  and 
Boccaccio,  the  matohless  '  Etruscan  three,' 
flourished.  Naples  was  in  the  height  of 
her  prosperity  under  the  sway  of  the 
Angevine  Princes :  Florence,  Genoa,  and 
Venice,  were  rivals  in  commerce  andglory. 
The  Popes,  it  is  true,  had  transported  the 
chair  of  St.  Peter  from  the  Tiber  to  the 
banks  of  the  Rhone ;  but,  during  their 
absence,  arose  that  brilliant  character,  that 
wonder  of  his  age  and  country,  Nicola 
Kienzi,  who,  during  his  brief  tribunate, 

restored  the  republican  form,  and  half 
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rerived  the  Blumbering  spirit  of  ancient 
Ilome* 

Joannap  Queen  of  Naples  and  Countess 
of  Provence,  occupies  a  prominent  place 
ID  the  history  of  those  times.  The  career 
of  this  woman,  who  is  described  as  one  of 
ihe  most  beautiful  females  that  the  '*  sunny 
goath**  has  ever  produced,  is  as  extraor- 
dinary as  it  is  interesting.  Some  histo- 
rians hold  her  up  to  infiuny ;  but  others 
defend  her  character,  declaring  her  to  be 
*'  as  wise  and  as  virtuous  a  Sovereign  as 
ever  graced  a  throne.'' 

This  discrepancy  in  opinion  may  be 
attributed  to  strong  political  prejudices. 
The  contention  for  her  kingdom,  and  the 
great  schism  of  the  west,  raised  against 
bar  innumerable  enemies.  The  most  de- 
fiunatory  of  her  commentators  are  Nostra- 


INTRODUCTION. 

damus,  Collenuccio,  and  the  two  Villani 
of  Florence;  and,  among  other  crimes, 
they  accuse  her  of  the  assassination  of  her 
husband  Andrea.  To  these  authorities  are 
opposed  Boccaccio,  Petrarch,  who  were 
her  contemporaries,  Bouche,  Costanzo, 
with  the  impartial  and  profoundly  learned 
historian  Giannone.  The  last  named 
writers  express  themselves  fully  satisfied 
of  Joanna's  innocence  with  regard  to  the 
imputation  of  murder :  at  the  same  time» 
they  extol  her  in  language  perhaps  over- 
wrought, and  injudidously  panegyrical, 
their  encomiums  being  dictated  in  oppo- 
sition to  the  sarcasms  and  calumnies  of 
her  foes. 

From  what  has  been  adduced,  an  infer- 
ence may  be  drawn  that  the  guilt  of  Queen 
Joanna  is  a  matter  of  extreme  doubt ;  and 
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if  we  judge  her  by  the  testimony  of  her 
most  respectable  coiitemporarie8»  and  weigh 
the  ability,  and  scrutinize  the  characters 
of  her  accusers,  we  shall  scarcely  hesitate 
to  acquit  her.  The  author  of  these  pages, 
therefore,  feels  himself  fully  justified  and 
supported  in  the  view  which  he  has  taken 
of  the  question.  He  considers  Joanna  a 
woman  slandered  by  the  malignity  of  an 
adyerse  faction ;  and,  without  passing  on 
h^  the  high  eulogies  of  Bouche,  who  calls 
her,in  his  history  of  Proyence,  ''charmante 
en  tons  ses  discours,  et  ravissante  en  ses 
actions — prudente  en  ses  procedures,  mo- 
deree  en  sa  prosperity,  et  constante  en  ses 
sdrersit^z" — he  would  do  justice  to  her 
memory;  and,  while  he  endeayours  to 
giye  a  feint  delineation  of  manners  as  they 
then  existed,  he  would  detail  in  his  nar- 


CHAPTER  I. 

THB    INTBRVIEW. 
Bear  DM,  76  gods,  to  Baia's  gentle  letti ! 

Bbtwbxk  the  ancient  town  of  Baiae,  and  the 
promontorj  of  Miseno,  stood,  in  the  fourteenth 
century,  one  of  the  delightful  summer  villas  of 
the  Neapolitan  kings.  The  mansion  was  situ- 
ated on  the  side  of  a  hill,  which,  covered  with 
oliTes,  sloped  to  the  water's  edge.  It  overlooked 
the  isles  of  Ischia  and  Procida;  and  while  it  was 
protected  irom  every  rougher  wind  by  a  range 
of  mountains  on  the  north,  it  was  fisuined  by  cool 
delicious  breezes  from  the  sea. 

Groves  of  myrtle  and  orange  trees  surrounded 
the  royal  reudence.    Here  walks,  strewn  with 
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shells,  led  the  stranger  to  grottoes  and  bowers, 
alike  favourable  to  contemplation  and  love. 
There  fountains  threw  up  their  diamond  jets, 
sprinkling  the  terraces  with  their  silver  dew. 
Statues,  the  chefs  dCouores  of  ancient  Roman 
sculptors,  met  the  eye  at  every  turn :  flowers, 
from  the  sweet-breathed  mignionette,  to  the 
gorgeous  rose  of  Psestum,  perfumed  the  air. 
Birds  sang  their  happy  summer  notes  among  the 
blossomed  trees ;  while  a  softer,  a  more  aerial 
melody,  arose  from  that  bay  over  whose  glassy 
bosom  once  glided  the  pleasure-barks  of  Augustus 
and  Cicero.* 

Such  was  the  situation  of  the  royal  retreat  at 
BaiaB ;  and  here,  in  preference  to  the  villas  at 
Portici  or  Amalfi,  did  the  Angevine  princes 
enjoy  their  viUeggiatura,  during  the  hot  summer 
months. 

Within  the  shade  of  an  alcove  that  stood  in  a 

*  Augustus  had  a  villa  near  Bais ;  Cicero's  academ j  was 
close  b  J  the  shore ;  and  LucaUus  occupied  a  mansion  on  the 
Promontory  of  Miseno. — Eustace. 
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retiied  part  of  the  orangery,  a  solitary  female 
was  seated.  Her  dress  betokened  high  rank. 
Her  countenance,  although  gentle  and  frank  in 
its  expression,  was  charaeterized  by  a  dignity 
setdom  seen  in  a  face  so  young.  A  copy  of  the 
"  Divina  CcNnmedia"  of  Dante,  lay  beside  her  : 
she  had  been  perusing  the  immortal  Tuscan  poet, 
but,  in  a  fit  of  abstraction,  had  dropped  the 
rdume,  and,  motionless  as  death,  was  now  gazing 
on  a  statue  that  stood  on  a  marble  pedestal  before 
her.  So  thoughtful,  so  young,  so  melancholy,  a 
fay-stander  might  have  imagined  that  pensive 
being,  imitating  the  conduct  of  her  whom  that 
atatoe  represented — the  nymph  Egeria  waiting 
in  the  woods  for  her  royal  lover,  Numa, — ^nor 
voold  his  conjecture  have  been  altogether  false. 
The  lady,  from  her  stooping  posture,  suddenly 
arose.  She  approached  the  entrance  of  the 
alcove,  and  gazing  anxiously  on  a  sun^dial, 
sighed  audibly, — "  The  time  is  not  arrived 
~4ie  most  not,  he  dare  not  come  before  the 
hoar  I  mentioned — ^the  stars  only  must  witness 
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our  interview."  She  seemed  for  a  few  minutes 
much  agitated ;  but  shortly  recovering  her  tran- 
quillity, she  retired  to  her  seat,  and  sank  again 
into  her  melancholy  reverie. 

And  this  was  Joanna,  the  youthful  queen  of 
Naples,  who,  from  her  extreme  loveliness,  gained 
and  well  merited  the  appellation  of  the  "  Beauty 
of  the  South." 

Many  and  enthusiastic  are  the  encomiums 
which  the  quaint  chroniclers  of  a  past  age  bestow 
on  this  celebrated  female.  Old  Bouche  and 
Brantome  seem  beside  themselves  while  painting 
the  charms  of  her  person,  and  the  perfections  of 
her  mind.  Petrarch  and  Boccaccio  represent  her 
as  a  paragon  of  innocence  and  virtue ;  while  the 
grave  historians,  Costanzo  and  Giannone,  defend 
her  triumphantly  against  the  aspersions  of  her 
enemies.  But  whether  she  were  a  guilty  thing, 
and  whether  her  hands  were  imbrued  with  blood, 
let  not  the  reader  decide,  until  he  has  reached 
the  last  page  of  this  history. 

It  was  the  fate  of  this  young  queen  to  have 
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been  wedded  to  one  she  was  unable  to  love, 
ladeed,  we  have  reason  to  wonder  that  a  similar 
ndilTerence  does  not  oftener  attend  roval  allian- 
ees,  since  political  interest,  and  not  the  heart>  is 
ihnost  invariably  consulted.  Joanna,  it  is  true, 
bad  been  brought  up  with  the  Hungarian  prince 
Andrea  from  infancy :  they  had  been  affianced 
even  when  the  former  was  but  five  years  of  age. 
Yet  king  Robert  the  Wise,  although  acting  from 
the  best  motives,  had  not  by  this  union,  promoted 
Us  grand-daughter's  happiness ;  but  his  bones 
were  now  cold  in  the  convent  of  St.  Clare,  and 
be  was  spared  the  knowledge  of  the  misery 
whidi  his  policy  had  entailed  upon  his  gentle 


Joanna  sat  in  the  alcove,  while  her  husband 
Andrea  was  draining  the  wine-cup  with   his 

courtiers  in  the  villa.  But  wherefore  was  she 
there  unattended  by  her  maids  of  honour  1  and 
whom  had  she  appointed  to  meet  1 — an  answer  to 
these  interrogatories,  it  may  be  presumed,  will 
be  a  reference  to  some  imprudent  assignation, — 
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but  no ;  to  perform  a  deed  of  Tirtue — ^to  sacrifice 
ardent  affection  to  honour,  was  Joanna's  intent ; 
and  her  spirit  was  heavy  indeed,  but  strung  to 
heroic  firmness. 

A  rustling  among  the  trees  awoke  Joanna  firom 
her  meditations;  her  heart  fluttered,  and  the 
colour  mounted  to  her  cheek.  A  light  step  was 
now  heard,  and  a  cavalier  of  noble  bearing 
entered  the  alcove.  ^ 

The  stranger,  in  person,  was  above  the  common 
height ;  he  was  arrayed  in  the  garb  of  peace.  A 
dark  velvet  embroidered  cap,  with  a  white 
feather  nodding  on  one  side,  adorned  his  head. 
His  doublet  or  surcoat,  bordered  with  miniver, 
was  drawn  closely  around  him,  and  displayed  a 
figure  of  perfect  symmetry.  His  hose  was  of 
rich  crimson  silk,  and  tight  to  his  leg;  while 
his  shoes,  mounted  with  knots  of  rose-coloured 
ribbon,  were  formed  in  the  quaintly  pointed 
fashion  of  the  tiroes.  A  short  Milan  sword  was 
his  only  weapon. 

A  greeting,  at  once  embarrassed  and  affection- 
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ate,  betrayed  too  plainly  that  a  feeling  more  deep 
tlMa  friendship  existed  between  the  lady  and 
the  cayalier.  The  symptoms  of  love  are  never 
to  be  mistaken — ^the  timid  air,  the  averted  eye, 
the  whispered  word,  the  coUhu  that  comes  and 
goes — all  are  eloquent  in  revealing  that  sweetest, 
but  most  dangerous  of  human  passions. 

"  I  fear,  my  fair  cousin,  I  may  have  kept  thee 
waiting,"*  said  Louis;  for  such  was  the*name  of 
the  gallant  who  stood  in  the  presence  of  the 
young  queen. 

"  Nay,  nay ;"  replied  Joanna,  as  she  bade  him 
take  a  seat  by  her  side ;  "  thou  art  here  even 
before  the  time  I  specified — it  is  scarcely  yet 
dusk ;  and  shouldst  thou  be  seen  by  any  person 
in  the  villa,  thy  enemies  and  mine  might  work 
our  mutual  ruin." 

"  Doubt  not  my  discretion,"  answered  Louis, 
"  ton  rather  would  I  die  than  give  malice  and 
falsehood  an  opportunity  to  cast  a  shade  of  error 
on  your  conduct "* 

A  pause  ensued;    the  dark  and  expressive 
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eyes  of  Joanna  were  fixed  on  the  fountain,  as 
though  she  counted  the  drops  as  they  fell  into 
the  marble  basin  beneath.  Her  hand  lay  uncon- 
sciously in  that  of  her  lover's.  The  cavalier,  who 
had  removed  his  plumed  cap,  bent  over  her,  and 
his  raven  locks,  worn  long,  according  to  the 
custom  of  the  day,  fell  on  her  ivory  neck. — 
Martini^  should  have  been  present  to  have 
sketched  in  that  attitude  those  bright  imperson- 
ations of  valour  and  beauty. 

"  Why  do  I  hesitate  1"  said  Joanna,  raising 
her  eyes;  "Wherefore  do  I  feel  this  struggle 
between  affection  and  duty  1  Oh,  heaven !  grant 
me  strength!  the  task  which  I  have  under- 
taken is  a  difficult  one,  but  it  must,  it  shall  be 
performed !" 

"  What  mean  you  V  exclaimed  Prince  Louis  r 
"  Holy. Madonna!  what  hath  happened!  your 
billet,  delivered  to  me  by  your  page,  declares 

*  The  celebnted  Simon  Martini,  who  flouriihed  at  this 
period,  held  the  same  station  among  painters,  as  Petnrch 
maintained  among  poets. 
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tbat  you  have  something  this  evening  of  import- 
anoe  to  communicate." 

**  True,  Louis,  most  true;*'  returned  the  Queen 
with  animation ;  "  and  I  hasten  at  once  to  dis« 
chwe  the  object  of  this  interview.  I  am  aware, 
that  as  relatives,  we  might  have  been  allowed 
to  cherish  esteem  for  each  other ;  but  since  you 
have  dared  to  avow  another  sentiment,  and  I 
have  been  culpable — ^mad  enough  to  listen  to 
you — and.  Oh !  believe  me,  tongues  already  are 
busy  with  our  fame — ^there  remains  but  one 
ahemative-^or  Andrea's  honour — for  my  own 
peace,  we  must  meet  no  more." 

There  was  a  decision  in  Joanna's  manner,  yet 
sudi  kindness,  such  tenderness  characterized  her 
look  and  voice,  that  Louis  could  only  reply  by 
pressing  more  ardently  the  delicate  hand  which 
he  held. 

''This  is  presuming  too  much, — I — I — Louis, 
though  you  be  myuncle'sson,  Icannotpermitthis!" 
and  the  Queen  hastily  withdrew  her  hand,  while  her 
cheek  flushed,  and  her  eye  betokened  displeasure. 
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Looisi  in  an  instant,  was  on  his  knee,  and 
craved  forgiveness  if  his  ardent  feelings  had 
prompted  him  to  the  commission  of  any  thing 
that  was  incompatible  with  the  respect  he  owed 
her.  "  I  know/'  he  cried,  "  I  feel  that  I  am 
unworthy  of  you — unworthy  of  your  esteem, 
much  less  your  love — yet  my  heart  does  not 
adore  you  the  less.  Must  we  part  ?  I  was  indeed 
unprepared  for  this ;  but,  Oh !  send  me  not  from 
your  presence  in  anger !" 

"  Rise,  Louis,"  whispered  Joanna ;  "  I  for- 
give thee."  The  noble  lover  again  placed  him- 
self by  her  side.  The  evening  star,  like  the  eye 
of  an  angel,  began  to  look  forth  from  the  blue 
windows  of  heaven.  The  moon  slowly  rose  over 
the  woody  hills  of  Castel-a-Mare ;  the  fisherman 
trimmed  his  latine  sail  for  his  home  at  the  foot 
of  Vesuvius ;  and  on  Mount  Posilippo,  that  bears 
the  laurelled  tomb  of  Virgil,  the  nightingale 
began  her  clear  but  not  melancholy  song. 

Under  any  circumstances,  the  parting  of  those 
who  love  sincerely,  passionately,  cannot  but  be 
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tdended  with  bitterness — ^bitterness  of  which 
they,  who  have  not  experienced  the  trial,  can  ^ 
fana  bat  a  feeble  conception.  At  such  a  moment 
Philosophy  may  exert  her  influence,  and  a  sense 
of  duty  urge  the  noble  mind  to  bear  its  fate ;  yet 
the  pleadings  of  affection  will  not  the  less  be 
heard,  nor  the  lacerated  heart  the  less  severely 
Ueed. 

Louis  and  Joanna,  although  culpable  in  ad- 
mitting feelings  beyond  those  of  friendship,  when 
their  peculiar  situation  is  considered,  must  have 
a  claim  upon  our  sympathy.  Joanna  was  not 
yet  twenty  years  of  age ;  and  her  mother,  Maria 
of  Yalois,  having  followed  her  father,  as  well  as 
her  grandfather  to  the  tomb,  she  possessed  few 
advisers.  It  is  true,  the  upright  bishop  of  Ca- 
vailhm  formed  one  of  the  regency  appointed  by 
the  late  king  Robert,  during  her  minority ;  and 
the  famous  Petrarch  was  her  domestic  chaplain 
and  almoner  :  yet  these  persons  Tvere  too  removed 
in  their  situation  to  exercise  an  influence  on  her 
individual  feelings,    or  to  direct  her  private 
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actions.  This  responsible  task  devolved  on  a 
female  named  Philippa ;  she  was  Joanna's  bosom 
friend  and  confidant ;  but  Philippa,  who  had  been 
raised  by  king  Robert  from  the  lowest  class  of 
society,  having  been  even  a  laundress  at  Catania  in 
Sicily,  is  described  as  both  illiterate  and  unprin- 
cipled. It  might  be  expected,  therefore,  that  the 
path  which  such  a  woman  would  point  out  to  the 
young  queen,  would  be  widely  divergent  from  a 
correct  one. 

Philippa  was  aware  of  Joanna's  imprudent 
attachment  to  Louis,  and  instead  of  repressing, 
endeavoured  to  give  it  every  impulse  in  her 
power.  Each  circumstance  then,  being  weighed, 
we  must  admire  the  resolution  which  Joanna  had 
formed,  of  bidding  the  object  of  her  affection  fare- 
well for  ever. 

They  sat  in  silence ;  their  hearts  were  too  flill 
to  give  language  to  their  emotions.  They  now 
conversed  in  broken  sentences,  whispers,  and 
si^hs,  all  indicative  of  the  agitated  state  of  their 
feelings.    They  gazed  on  the  glorious  landscape 
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tiouDd:  it  was  &st  fading  into  night.  They 
heard  the  hymn  to  the  Virgin  chanted  by  the 
peasant,  as  he  wandered  heedlessly  among  the 
ruins  of  Roman  baths,  and  Greek  temples  which 
line  that  shore.  They  listened  to  the  deep 
toll  of  the  abbey  bell,  as  it  echoed  over  the 
waves  from  the  grqen  isle  of  Procida.  All  nature 
seemed  sinking  into  Ju^rarious  repose.  It  was  the 
hour  toft  love,  and  not  for  the  indulgence  of  des- 
pondency or  sorrow.  They  felt  its  influence ; 
tears  stood  in  Joanna's  eyes ;  and  Louis  pressed 
more  closely  to  the  side  of  the  being  he  adored. 

They  spoke  for  a  few  minutes  eagerly,  but 
their  words  were  indistinct  Louis  seemed  ear- 
nestly pleading,  while  Joanna  appeared  indisposed 
to  grant  the  object  of  his  suit  At  length  she 
exclaimed : 

"  Urge  me  no  further !  I  qannot,  I  dare  not  agree 
to  such  a  measure.— "-Although  I  am  conscious 
of  the  imbecility,  and  licentiousness  of  Andrea, 
he  is  still  my  husband.  We  were  publicly, 
snd  solemnly  wedded,  although  at  an  age  when 
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neithe?  of  us  was  capable  of  forming  an  estimate 
of  each  other's  character.  No,  Louis,  I  will 
never  disgrace  the  crown  of  Naples  by  petitioning 
the  Pope  for  a  divorce !" 

*'  Such  a  petition,  gentlest,  dearest,"  observed 
the  cavalier ;  "  could  in  no  wise  incur  censure, 
or  derogate  in  the  slightest  degree  from  your 
honour.  Nature  and  justice  are  on  your  side. 
The  ill  advisers  of  the  revered  king  Robert,  by 
ui^g  your  union  with  Prince  Andrea,  took 
advantage  of  your  tender,  unconscious  infancy ; — 
your  will,  if  at  that  period  you  can  be  said  to 
have  possessed  one,  was  totally  unconsulted — Is 
it  just,  is  it  consistent  with  the  dignity  of  your 
station,  that  the  Countess  of  Provence,  and  the 
Queen  of  this  fair  land,  should  be  the  puppet  of 
political  machinations ;  the  victim  of  a  Hungarian 
faction  1" 

*'  Alas  !"  sighed  the  queen ;  "  my  subjects 
would  ascribe  a  far  different  motive  to  my  conduct 
than  the  wish  of  exercising  queenly  prerogative, 
or^of  benefitting  my  country,  were  I  to  obtain  a 
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Uratce  from  my  husband  Andrea.  Are  you  not 
awmre — "  she  trembled  and  turned  pale  as  she  pro- 
ceeded— "  are  you  not  aware  that  suspicion  and 
malice  have  fixed  their  withering  eyes  upon 
OS? — ^what  then  of  such  a  procedure  would  the 
people  of  Naples,  would  all  Italy  say  1 — no,  my 
resolution  is  taken ;  and  if  you  respect  me — ^if — 
Oh !  if  you  love  me !  you  will  no  longer  hesitate, 
but  retieve  me  for  ever  of  your  presence." 

Louis  anticipated  this  conclusion,  yet  did  not 
the  less  deeply  feel  the  bitterness  which  her 
words  conveyed.  There  was  a  virtue  in  Joanna's 
eye,  a  dignity,  a  determination  in  her  demeanour, 
which,  while  they  annihilated  every  hope,  bade 
him  no  longer  urge  the  step  which  he  had  pro- 
posed  ^With  a  look  where  disappointment  was 

Uended  with  affection,  he  addressed  the  Queen. 
"  Be  it  so — since  your  dignity^  honour,  and 
happiness  demand  my  departure,  at  the  court  of 
Naples  I  will  be  seen  no  more.  Yet  never  shall 
1  be  able  by  the  utmost  effort  of  the  cold  world's 
philosophy,  to  efface  your  memory  from  my 
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heart.    Would  that  I  had  never  beheld  you ! — 

I  had  contemplated  futurity,  and  fondly  imagined 

^^  that  the  course  of  my  life  would  be  one  of  glory 

and  felicity. — ^What  have  I  now  in  the  dreary 
vista  of  coming  years  ? — ^yet  I  would  not,  by 
fruitless  complaint,  occasion  you  one  moment's 
uneasiness;  think  not  of  my  sorrow,  or  of  the 
wound  you  have  inflicted, — ^yet,  selfish  that  I 
am !  I  would  not  have  you  altogether  forget  me — 
no,  ere  we  part,  dear,  dear  Joanna,  say  that  you 
will  not  forget  me  !** 

The  young  Queen  fixed  her  eyes,  swimming 
with  tears,  upon  the  impassioned  cavalier.  For 
a  minute  she  was  unable  to  speak :  she  sobbed 
audibly,  and  then  covered  her  face  with  her 
hands.  At  length  she  murmured  in  that  soft 
and  thrilling  tone  so  peculiar  to  love  in  moments 
of  deep  emotion :  "  Nay,  Louis  I  will  never — 
I  can  never  forget  you !" 

They  arose  to  say  farewell;  Joanna  leant  upon 
the  shoulder  of  Louis;  her  long  auburn  hair, 
disordered  by  the  evening  dew,  and  wet  with 
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her  own  tears,  streamed  like  waves  in  the  golden 
flunseL  She  felt  how  hard  it  was  to  part,  yet 
her  resolution  was  not  shaken.  He  supported 
her — he  clasped  her  to  his  breast^;  and  it  may 
be  forgiven,  if,  at  that  moment  he  imprinted  on 
her  pale  cheek  his  first — must  it  be  his  last  kiss! 

"  Farewell,  Louis,  for  ever!"  sobbed  Joanna/ 
and,  tearing  herself  from  the  arms  of  her  lover, 
in  a  moment  was  lost  amidst  the   surrounding 
fidiage.    Louis  stood  alone.    Reflection  and  con- 
scioasness  seemed  awhile  to  have  forsaken  him. 

"  Is  she  gone,"  at  length  he  exclaimed ;  *'  Is 
all  that  I  prize  on  earth  lost  for  ever  1' 

He  leant  against  the  marble  image  of  a  Diana 
that  stood  in  the  centre  of  the  alcove.  His  brow 
was  sternly  contracted — ^his  eye  fixed — ^his  teeth 
were  set,  and  his  hands  clasped  together.  He 
speared  endeavouring  to  master  the  pa<«sions 
that  were  raging  in  his  bosom.  He  raised  his 
foot,  then  struck  it  again  on  the  ground.  He  half 
drew  his  sword  as  if  he  wished  to  wreak  ven- 
geance on  some  object ;  then  with  a  quick,  dis- 
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ordered  step,  paced  the  marble  floor  of  the 
alcove. 

"  He  must  die !"  he  muttered  and  laughed; 
but  that  laugh  was  one  of  bitter  agony. — He 
paused,  and  shuddered,  for  his  mind  was  too 
noble  to  entertain,  beyond  a  passing  moment, 
the  fearful  thought  which  agitated  him.  Base 
as  Andrea  was,  and  the  only  bar  to  his  felicity, 
he  will  never  raise  his  hand  against  his  life.  No, 
he  will  rather  bear  his  fate ;  he  will  rather  wan- 
der over  the  world ;  he  will  rather  rush  on  the 
spears  of  the  foe,  and  meet  that  death  which 
only  can  bring  him  oblivion. 

He  gazed  a  minute  up  the  avenue  where  Joanna 
had  vanished;  then  wrapping  his  mantle  around 
him,  hurried  away  from  the  gardens  of  the  villa. 
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CHAPTER  11. 

THE    BANQVBT. 

FeMt  on  and  rerel,  dotards  of  an  hour ! 
Ah !  me,  the  motet  that  gport  in  morning'B  beam, 
The  butteiflies  that  haunt  the  noontide  bower* 
Employ  life's  moments  nobler  far  I  ween. — 
God !  hast  thou  giren  to  man  his  lordly  mien. 
His  towering  faney,  and  his  soul  of  fire. 
Thus  to  the  gross  delights  of  sense  to  lean. 
And  bmCe-like  wade  in  Epicurus'  mire  t — 
Thus  sings  the  moral  muse*  but  ah !  who  heeds  her  Ijre  t 

Mm    Sm     POttltm 

Joanna,  on  parting  with  Louis,  avoided  the 
Yidnity  of  the  banquet-hall,  where  her  husband 
Andrea  feasted  with  his  courtiers.  In  the  solitude 
of  her  chamber,  she  gave  way  to  a  flood  of  tears. 
But  a  conviction  of  the  inutility  of  sorrow,  and 
the  proud  consciousness  of  having  acted  rightly, 
restored  her  in  a  short  time  to  tranquillity. 
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There  is  i^o  baliDi  perhaps,  so  holy  to  a  bleed- 
ing heart,  as  the  assurance  that  the  anguish 
which  it  suffers,  is  occasioned  by  the  sacrifice  of 
some  dear  but  forbidden  treasure  to  the  shrine 

of  virtue  or  duty Joanna  felt  this,  and,  drying 

her  tears,  summoned  her  confidant,  the  aged 
Philippa,  who  had  recently  been  dignified 
by  the  title  of  countess.  Amalia,  Louis's 
youngest  sister,  lately  received  by  the  Queen  as 
her  companion  of  honour,  entered  at  the  same 
time  her  camerella  or  boudoir.  Joanna  seated 
herself  at  her  embroidery-frame, — for,  in  that 
age,  the  use  of  the  needle  was  not  considered 
unbecoming  a  queen — while  Amalia,  to  enliven 
her  task,  chanted  to  a  cithern  one  of  the  sweet 
mountain  songs  of  Calabria. 

We  must  now  take  a  view  of  the  banquet- 
room,  where  Prince  Andrea  made  merry  with  his 
friends.  The  apartment  occupied  the  right  wing 
of  the  building,  and  was  designed  by  Massuccio, 
the  great  architect  of  the  period.  Gay  arabesques 
and  rich  friezes  adorned  the  slender  Corinthian 
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pillars.  The  floor  was  marble,  and  strewn  with 
odoriferous  herbs,  a  custom  universal  in  that  age* 
Paintings  by  Giotto,  and  Bufiiedmaco  of  Florence, 
were  displayed  upon  the  walls ;  and  lofty  Venetian 
mirrors  glinted  back  the  light  of  countless  lamps, 
which  were  suspended  from  the  ceiling  by  silver 
chains. 

A  long  table  of  cedar-wood  occupied  the  centre 
of  the  hall,  and  at  which  some  fifty  guests  were 
seated.  Behind  the  chair  of  each  knight  and 
baron,  stood  his  page  or  his  esquire,  ready  to 
minister  to  the  wants  of  his  master.  He  carved 
lor  him,  replenished  his  goblet  when  empty,  and 
held  the  ewer  and  napkin  when  he  chose  to 
cleanse  his  hands :  such  offices,  now  considered 
menial,  those  young  aspirants  of  chivalry, 
whatever  their  rank,  esteemed  as  honorary. 

In  modern  times,  this  evening  meal  would 
have  been  called  a  dinner ;  but,  in  the  fourteenth 
century,  kings  as  well  as  peasants,  dined  gene- 
rally at  mid-day :  it  was  therefore  la  cena,  or  the 
supper.    Venison  and  wild  boar,  capon,  heron. 
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and  peacock,  under  which  the  board  lately 
smoked  and  groaned,  had  been  removed;  and 
figs  from  Mount  Massicus,  apricots  and  luscious 
pomegranates,  that  once  hung  tempting  in  the 
gardens  of  the  Terra  di  Lavoro ;  with  sparkling 
Falemian,  and  exhilirating  Lachryma  Christi, 
called  on  the  guests  to  do  them  justice ;  nor  did 
they,  with  the  exception  of  one  individual,  appeal 
to  any  in  vain. 

The  jest,  the  laugh,  the  song,  in  spite  of 
the  presence  of  Prince  Andrea,  soon  became 
general. — Oh!  wine!  thou  generous,  thou  glorious 
elixir !  how  soon  is  thy  spirit  transferred  to  the 
heart  of  man !  how  many  sparkling  ideas  wilt 
thou  summon  into  existence !  thou  gives t  eloquence 
to  the  stammerer,  and  chasest  like  sunshine  the 
shadows  from  the  brow  of  care. 

Elevated  on  a  dais,  and  beneath  a  canopy  of 
cloth  of  gold,  Andrea  was  seated  at  the  head  of 
the  convivial  board.  The  consort  of  the  Queen 
was  the  youngest  son  of  Carobert,  King  of 
Hungary,  the  alliance  having  been  formed,  as 
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ve  have  already  stated ,  when  the  parties  were 
mere  diildren.  It  was  imagined  that  the  ques- 
tioD  of  saccessiou  to  the  throne  of  Naples,  which 
bid  been  agitated  in  favour  of  the  second  branch 
of  the  &mily  of  Charles  of  Anjou,  would,  by  this 
intermarriage,  be|for  ever  settled ;  the  connexion, 
however,  did  not  produce  the  results  anticipated. 

Andrea  had  gained  man's  estate ;  his  appear- 
ance was  neither  dignified,  nor  prepossess- 
ing: his  stature  was  small,  and  his  features 
were  coarse :  but  his  deeply-sunk  dull  eye 
indicated  neither  ferocity  nor  cunning.  Sensuality 
was  stamped  on  his  low  brow,  and  broad  lips ; 
indeed  his  air  was  that  of  a  consummate  libertine; 
bat,  at  the  same  time,  he  totally  wanted  the 
grace  and  exterior  polish  which  oftentimes 
accompany  dissolute  manners. 

On  the  right  hand  of  Joanna's  consort,  as 
next  to  him  in  rank,  sat  the  Duke  of  Durazzo. 
This  individual,  of  whom  frequent  mention  will 
be  made  in  the  course  of  our  narrative,  was  a 
monber  of  the  royal  family,   and  one  of  the 
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greatest  plotters^  and  cabaUers  of  the  age.  In 
person  he  formed  a  striking  contrast  to  the  Hua<* 
garian  Andrea.  He  was  of  Herculean  propor- 
tions; his  limbs  had  no  superfluous  flesh,  but 
seemed  to  be  all  bone  and  muscle.  On  his  brow 
thought  and  withering  passions,  rather  than  time, 
had  drawn  deep  lines.  His  eye,  which  glowed 
beneath  shaggy  brows«  like  that  which  Orientals 
emphatically  denominate  ''  evil,"  betokened  a 
spirit  sinister  and  cruel.  He  was  a  man  whom 
people  courted  through  dread,  and  not  from  mo- 
tives of  attachment — a  being  who  was  hated 
yet  not  despised. 

On  Andrea's  left  were  stationed  his  ghostly 
preceptor  Friar  Robert,  and  his  tutor  Nicola  the 
Hungarian.  These  men,  by  virtue  of  their 
office,  were  generally  near  the  person  of  the 
prince,  and  such  a  restraint  must  needs  have 
been  irksome  to  a  young  man  of  Andrea's 
habits.  Nicola  had  little  to  distinguish  him  beside 
ineffable  conceit,  and  a  ridiculous  affectation  of 
book-learning.     But  Friar  Robert,  from  the  au- 
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tliority  which  he  assumed  over  his  royal  charge, 
and  from  the  weight  which  he  possessed  in 
public  affidrs,  was  a  personage  of  considerable 
inportanoe. 

This  ambitious  and  extraordinary  man  was  a 
Brother  of  the  Cordeliers.  By  political  intrigue, 
sod  &voiired  by  the  appearance  of  extreme 
sanctity,  he  had  succeeded  in  almost  crushing 
the  power  of  the  Regency,  which  consisted  of 
fair  individuals  authorized  to  control  the  public 
sctioDS  of  Joanna  until  she  should  have  attained 
the  age  of  twenty-five.  Thus  the  reins  of  govern- 
meot  were  virtually  in  the  Friar's  hands.  Pe- 
trarch's description  of  this  intriguing  monk, 
though  graphic  and  striking,  is  probably  over- 
wrought, the  poet  giving  a  deep  colouring  to 
the  pctore  for  the  sake  of  effect.  But  he  is 
represented  by  most  of  the  chroniclers  of  the 
times,  as  a  creature  loathsome  in  body,  and  ma- 
lignant in  mind.  He  had  a  hunch-back,  bleared 
and  ferret-Iike  eyes ;  his  beard  was  matted  and 
vioombed;  and,  on  all  occasions,  in  evidence 
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of  his  superior  godliness,  he  dressed  in  the  most 
filthy  and  ragged  habiliments. 

The  remaining  individuals  who  composed  the 
convivial  party  were  high  in  rank,  and  a  few  of 
them  distinguished  by  superior  talents.  Such 
were  Charles  Artus,  grand  chamberlain  of  the 
kingdom :  the  celebrated  Count  Minervino,  who 
had  lately  been  liberated  from  prison ;  the  author 
Boccaccio,  although  his  immortal  Decameron 
had  not  yet  appeared ;  Martini  the  painter  :  and 
others  whose  names  we  need  not  enumerate. 

Prince  Andrea  raised  his  coppa  d^6ro,  brim- 
ming with  Falemian.  His  potations  already  had 
been  ''  pottle  deep  ;**  but  be  was  one  of  those 
whose  thirst  increases  with  every  draught  they 
pour  into  the  gulfs  of  theur  stomachs. 

''  Fair  courtiers,  and  friends !"  he  cried,  with* 
out  rising  from  his  seat ;  ''  welcome  to  Baiee !  if 
it  so  please  ye,  thus  will  we  spend  our  time — 
we  will  hawk  in  the  morning," — here  he  spilt 
some  of  the  wine  on  the  table—-''  we  will  have 
glorious  galley-races  over  the  bay  at  noon"- 
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Idocap  cat  short  his  harangue  for  a  moment ; 
bat  he  resomed,  leering  upon  Friar  Robert, — 
"  and  spite  of  holy  San  Antonio  at  my  elbow, 
ve'D  have  wine  and  wassail  in  the  evening." 

'' Right!  right!  gallantly  spoken!"  exclaimed 
sereral  of  the  guests.  Friar  Robert  alone 
looked  grave,  and  placing  his  hand  on  his  bosom, 
tad  raising  his  eyes  to  Heaven,  he  muttered 
with  a  profound  sigh :  *'  0  oblectationes  inanes 
adoleaoentiae  ignorantis !" 

It  may  be  a  matter  of  surprise  that  one  so 
austere  as  Robert,  should  have  been  present  at 
this  haochanalinn  meeting.  His  professed  mo* 
tive  was  to  check  the  intemperance  of  Andrea ; 
int,  in  reality,  he  feared  lest,  in  his  absence,  a 
cabal  fllioald  be  raised  against  him.  He  knew, 
also,  that  when  heated  with  wine,  men  more 
freely  express  their  feelings  and  opinions,  a  tho- 
rough acquaintance  with  which,  as  regarded  the 
present  company,  would  enable  him  the  better  to 
ferm  his  fine  of  conduct 

"  The  Virgin  prosper  Robert  of  Tatanto,  now 

ca 
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battling  in  Greece!"  continued  the  Prince; ''  and 
may  he  make  good  his  claim  to  the  Byzantine 
empire !" 

This  was  cheered  with  enthusiasm.  Even 
the  holy  Friar  could  not  refuse  to  honour  the 
toast ;  and  down  his  ample  throat  he  poured  a 
bumper  o£— cold  water ! 

The  Duke  of  Durazzo  arose:  there  was  a 
moyementy  a  something  like  a  shudder  among 
the  party,  as  all  eyes  for  a  moment  glanced  at 
that  savage-looking  man.  Something  he  said 
in  compliment  to  the  Prince,  hoping  that  his 
enjoyments  at  Bais  would  daily  increase ;  then, 
asking  in  an  under  tone  that  was  meant  to 
awaken  suspicion,  why  young  Louis  of  Taranto 
had  not  joined  their  party,  he  resumed  his  seat 
amidst  profound  silence. 

A  grsceful  stranger  waved  his  haqd — ^his 
brow  was  all  benignity,  and  his  eye  all  mirth. 
His  rich  chesnut  hair  clustered  about  his  cheeks» 
and  fell  in  sunny  curb  upon  his  shoulders.  It 
was  Boccaccio :  as  yet  he  was  known  only  as 
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an  aspirant  to  the  poetic  laurel,  and  the  platonic 
admirer  of  Maria  of  Sicily,  the  natural  daughter 
of  king  Robert  He  spoke  briefly,  but  with 
grace  and  energy — "  and  now/'  he  concluded, 
"  an  humble  bard,  San  Marco  pardon  his  pre- 
sumption! would  say, — ^long  life  to  our  liege 
Queen  r 

'^  The  Queen !  the  Queen !  the  Virgin,  and 
every  saint  bless  her  r  burst  from  the  assembly ! 
it  was  observed,  however,  that  neither  Durazzo, 
nor  the  chamberlain  Charles  Artus  arose ;  and 
that  Prince  Andrea  looked  sullen,  rather  than 
gratified. — **  Ah !"  thought  the  Hungarian  Ni- 
cola at  bis  elbow^  "  had  the  name  of  Joanna's 
pretty  little  bower-maiden,  flametta,  been  sub- 
stituted for  her  own,  Andrea's  eye,  I  warrant, 
would  have  sparkled  brightly  enough;"  and 
Nicola's  conjecture  was  correct. 

Again  and  again,  the  bacchanalians  drained 
their  goblets.  It  was  in  vain  that  fiiar  Robert, 
ever  and  anon,  would  lilt  his  lore-finger  in 
caution  to  the  Prince.    In  vain  he  said*  with  a 
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devout  shake  of  the  head, — "  My  son,  be  tem- 
perate; let  not  Satan,  who  taketh  ambush  in 
the  wine-cup,  oveipower  thy  reason.  Heaven 
only  knoweth  what  I  suffer  by  remaining  here, 
and  witnessing  the  profligacy  of  these  unholy 
men.  Yet,  iuiffrcUia,  it  is  for  thy  sake,  my  son, 
my  son ! — Nevertheless,  I  do  not  wish  thee  to  be 
as  abstemious  as  myself — "  here  he  divided  a 
shrivelled  raisin,  and,  with  his  bony  fore-finger 
and  thumb,  guided  the  fragment  to  his  mouth ; 
it  opened  to  a  portentous  width,  and  displayed 
two  rows  of  masticators  that  resembled  tusks 
rather  than  teeth. — "  No,  no,  my  son ;  to  follow 
thy  field  pastimes,  and  civil  duties,  thou  requirest 
more  nourishment  than  thy  preceptor  Robert. 
Howbeit,  moderatio  et  iemperantia — so,  my 
dear  youth,  let  that  cup  be  thy  last." 

"  My  last.  Father?'*  replied  Andrea  in  a 
whine,  that  was  meant  to  mimic  the  monk's 
sanctified  manner  of  speaking,^''  I  love  thee, 
but  this  vino  Greco  better. — Diavolo!  Nicola, 
thou  hast  nothing  in  thy  goblet! — fill,    man. 
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fill!— my  last,  SigDor  Friar?  no,  my  jolly  old 
boy; — ^preach  sennons  to  us  when  at  Naples; 
bat,  while  at  Bais,  as  I  said  before,  we  will 
hawk  it,  regatta  it,  and — and,  in  spite  of  the 
devU,  feast  it !" 

A  deep  groan  was  the  Father's  only  reply. 

*'  Pdniakar !  my  Hungarian  Orpheus !"  thun- 
dered Andrea,  **  strike  the  lyre  of  thy  most 
sweet  throat — a  song !  a  song !" 

The  Hungarian  hesitated ;  the  awe  with  which 
fiiar  Robert  inspired  most  present  by  his  apparent 
tosterity,  and  by  the  actual  power  which  he 
possessed,  forbade  Poniskar  to  obey  even  the 
commands  of  his  Prince. 

''  Marry,  must  I  then  set  the  example  ?"  cried 
Andrea;  and  now,  quite  inebriated,  he  began  a 
coarse,  licentious  song. 

This  proved  too  much  for  the  devout  Friar.  He 
clasped  his  hands,  and  raising  his  eyes,  fervently 
exclaimed, — *'  Domine !  miserere  hujus  hominis 
miserabilis !" — But  his  further  ejaculations  were 
drowned  amidst  the  roar  that  Andrea  was  mak- 
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ing.  He  then  ordered  Nicola  to  keep  an  eye  on 
his  royal  charge^  since  he  could  remain  no  longer 
in  that  unholy  place.  He  gathered  his  tattered 
weeds  around  him,  drew  his  filthy  cowl  over 
his  shaven  crown,  and,  glancing  around  on  the 
company  with  that  air  of  superiority  and  defiance 
which  he  knew  so  well  how  to  assume,  slowly 
stalked  from  the  hall. 

Relieved  from  the  presence  of  this  singular 
being,  who  was  dreaded  as  much  as  hated,  the 
revellers  breathed  more  freely.  They  could  now 
indulge  their  inclinations  without  a  check.  But 
we  leave  them  jesting  over  their  cups,  and 
'  startling  the  ear  of  night'  with  their  licentious 
songs :  yet  the  Hungarians,  the  creatures  placed 
about  the  person  of  the  unfortunate  Andrea,  and 
not  the  Italians,  were  the  coarse  unredeemed 
bacchanalians. 
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CHAPTER  m. 

A    CL08BT   SCENE. 

**  It  va§  miwitiff  and  did  grfxif 
In  holy  orders  bj  strict  tow. 
Of  rule  as  suUen  and  seTere 
As  thai  of  rigid  Cordelier." 

ButUr'i  HudHmu, 

"  WflSBBFoaB  dost  thou  proceed  so' fast?'  ex^ 
daimed  Robert  to  a  page,  who  was  bearing  a 
tordi  before.him,  as  he  wound  along  a  gallery  that 
kd  to  a  remote  part  of  the  building. — "  Sanc- 
tiasima  Virgo !  forty  years  of  mortification  and 
soooigiiig  have  rendered  these  limbs  stiff — but 
my  reward — ^in  coelo  erit  meum  pretium.  Thou 
curly-headed  child!  is  thy  soul  unspotted  by 
the  world  t  dost  thou  ever  commit  sin  1  alas  !  I 
fear  me,  thou  art  guilty,  guilty,  like  all  manr 

c  3 
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kind.  Stop !  sirrah !  thou  hast  reached  my 
library — there,  light  the  lamp,  and  begone« — 
Yet,  hist !  my  fine  boy,  order  my  servitor,  the 
Englishman,  to  attend  me  instantly.'' 

The  page  flew  along  the  corridor,  and  Father 
Robert  seated  himself  at  a  little  round  table  in 
the  centre  of  the  apartment.  No  tapestry,  or 
carpet  was  there ;  every  thing  spoke  of  austerity 
and  mortification.  Two  half-broken  chairs,  an 
old  cabinet  which  contained  some  dusty  volumes, 
the  writings  of  certain  celebrated  saints,  and  the 
table  already  mentioned,  comprehended  the 
whole  furniture  of  the  room.  A  stone  altar, 
however,  from  before  which  the  white  linen 
screen  had  been  partially  drawn,  was  an  object 
of  some  beauty :  upon  it  stood  the  tapers,  the 
host,  the  vase  of  holy  water,  and  other  in- 
signia of  the  Romish  worship;  while,  on  the 
narrow  marble  steps,  lay  a  huge  scourge, 
formed  of  long  shreds  of  leather,  with  which 
the  good  Father  daily  inflicted  stripes  on  his 
own  person. 
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Robert  sat  in  a  musing  attitude;  a  smile 
curled  his  shrivelled  lip ;  did  that  sign  of  satis- 
&ctiim  arise  firom  the  consciousness  that  he  me- 
nted  happiness  in  another  world,  by  willingly 
enduring  misery  in  this  ?  Alas !  no ;  he  stroked 
liis  matted  beard,  and  clenched  his  skinny 
huid:  "  Ay,  ay,*  he  muttered  with  a  fiendish 
hngh — ^'  They  still  believe  me  all  I  appear, 
poor  hood-winked  deluded  mortals !  I  know  that 
my  power  is  not  based  on  the  good  will  of  the 
Dobility — but  the  people,  the  people,  they  believe 
me  a  saint,  and  would  canonize  me  even  in  the 
lledi. — ^Ha!  what  prevents  me  from  the  vantage- 
ground  of  the  high  station  I  maintain  in  this 
kingdom,  from  stepping  into  the  chair  of  St. 
Peter  !  I  will  demand  a  Cardinal's  hat !  by  the 
bones  of  St.  Stephen !  I  will  have  one,  whe- 
ther Clement  be  willing  to  grant  it  or  not — 
tad  then  at  the  next  election — ^ha!  ha!  we 
shaUsee." 

A  gentle  tapping  without  put  an  end  to  the 
Father's  soliloquy ;  and  the  next  moment,  slowly 
and  cautiously,  his  servitor  opened  the  door. 
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As  the  Englishman  y  Forester  by  name,  will 
by  no  means  be  an  unimportant  personage  in 
our  narrativei  we  will  bestow  on  him  a  few 
words  of  comment.  He  was  an  astute,  and 
a  rather  loquacious  individual ;  the  sun  of  his 
years,  it  is  true,  had  passed  its  bright  meridian, 
and  he  sat  in  the  noon  of  sobriety  and  experi- 
ence. Howbeit,  there  was  a  sljmess  in  his  left 
eye,  occasioned  probably  by  a  most  portentous 
obliquity  of  vision.  His  jaws  were  thin,  so  was 
his  body,  which,  when  not  yielding  to  the  im- 
pulses of  locomotion,  resembled,  in  its  erect* 
ness  a  stake  driven  into  the  ground ;  his  nose 
had  a  peculiarly  devotional  turn,  for  still  as  he 
bowed  his  head,  the  tip  of  the  former  organ 
looked  up  to  the  sky :  his  locks  were  grey,  and 
each  particular  hair,  comb  it  as  he  might,  stood 
on  end,  so  as  to  give  him  the  appearance  of  a 
person  in  a  perpetual  fright.  Forester,  by  pro- 
fession, was  a  barber,  which  calling  he  had  follow- . 
ed  of  yore  in  England's  metropolis :  there  his  an- 
cestors had  dwelt  for  many  generations,  and  had 
all  been  like  him  "  gentlemen  of  the  strap." — 
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Toung  Fofester  bud  oonceived  a  great  desire  to 
travd,  and  bad  offered  his  services  to  a  gentle- 
man of  Tank  about  to  make  a  tour  through 
Italy.  Naples  so  captivated  our  Londoner, 
tfini  when  his  master,  Sir  Guy  Overton,  was  on 
the  eve  of  quittnig'that  city  for  England,  the 
hoDtst  henchman  was  no  where  to  be  found :  in 
a  word,  be  bad  absconded.  After  various  vicis- 
situdes iDctdeDtat  td  this  our  lot  below,  Forester, 
through  aome  fortunate  channel,  bbtained  recom- 
mendation  as  a  skilful  crown-shaver  to  Friar 
Robert*  The  wily  Englishman  soon  inanuated 
himself  into  the  monk's  favour,  and  had  become 
not  only  his  cameriiro,  and  general  servitor,  but 
b  many  affairs,  his  confidant. 

Forester,  we  have  said,  stood  in  the  door-way 
of  the  Friar's  library.  His  long  bony  arms  dangled 
flat  at  his  aides,  and  his  stork-like  neck  was  bent 
forwards,  as  if  he  waited  for  orders. 

"  How  goeth  the  time,  sirrah  V 

"  Tis  the  third  hour  of  the  nighty  please  your 
HohnesB/'  answered  the  servitor. 
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"  Draw  near,  fellow." 

Forester,  approached,  and  the  Churchman 
looked  cautiously  around  the  room,  as  though  he 
apprehended  the  very  walls  might  hear,  and 
babble  of  what  he  had  to  say. 

*'  Englishman,  thou  art  faithful  1" 

"  Can  your  Holiness  doubt  the  truth  of  your 
humble  slave  1" 

"  If  I  did,"  cried  Robert,  "  thine  hours  were 
numbered." 

"  My  hours  numbered,  reverend  Father  1" 
returned  Forester,  not  exactly  comprehending 
the  monk's  meaning. 

"  Yes ;  utter  a  word  to  living  being  of  aught 
thou  dost  know  beyond  other  men  respecting  me, 
and  by  the  saints  1  worship!  thou  shalt  be 
incarcerated  in  the  Inquisition  at  Rome !  thine 
ears  shall  be  cut  off;  thy  tongue  rooted  from  thy 
mouth ;  and  thy  body  stretched  upon  the  rack, 
till  thy  flesh  quiver,  and  thy  heart  burst." 

The  poor  servitor  turned  deadly  pale;  his 
teeth  chattered,  and,  from  a  sjrmpathetic  twirling 
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flf  Us  tbnmbs,  and  a  trembling  of  his  long  arms, 
•adqiindle  legs,  he  seemed  as  if  he  were  already 
sadergoiDg    the  tortures   of  which  the  Father 


^  But,  man,  thou  knowest  the  reward  of 
fidelity.*' — ^Robert,  while  he  spoke,  unlocked  an 
mm  chest  which  was  sank  in  the  side  of  the  waU, 
and  drew  from  thence  a  bag  of  silver  coin :  he 
held  it  up,  and  gave  the  seqtdns  a  most  tempting 
dunk ;  Forester  was  fond  of  money ;  his  eyes 
sparkled,  he  involuntarily  moved  one  step  forward, 
and  his  fists,  relaxing,  gave  strong  indications  of 
an  itching  to  clutch  the  bag. 

''  Be  silent  and  discreet;"  said  Robert;  "  and 
all  these  shall  be  thine.  Meantime,  by  way  of 
fiiretaste,  receive  thou  this." 

Forester  presented  his  broad  bony  hand,  and 
the  Friar  deposited  thereon  one  sequin;  then 
CBotioosiy  returning  the  envied  bag  to  its  iron 
abode,  he  thrust  the  key  into  the  folds  of  his 
garment. 

*'  My  outward  man  yeameth  for  food :"  said 
the  Friar. 
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''  I  am  right  glad  that  your  HoliDess  is  peck* 
ish, — fine  stomach-searching  air  this  at  Bais, 
your  reverence." 

"  Holy  Madonna  !'*  continued  the  churchman ; 
"  saving  one  leek,  a  few  raisins,  and  two  caps 
of  cold  water,  I  have  partaken  of  nothing  since 
morning-mass." 

"  I  will  hasten,  reverend  Father !"  exclaimed 
Forester,  pocketing  the  sequin,  and  iticking  up 
the  sleeves  of  his  doublet ;  "  I  have  a  shoal 
of  gudgeons  swimming  in  choicest  oil, — ^two  fine 
sky-larks." 

"  Perdition  on  thy  gudgeons,  and  thy  sky* 
larks !"  growled  the  Friar.  "  Nay,  holy  Father," 
said  Forester  in  a  deprecating  tone ;  "  I  was  but 
naming  the  smaller  articles  first  Pve  a  roasted 
pig  with  sweet  sauce,  a  fat  capon,  a  noble 
tongue—" 

"  A  tongue  thou  hast  of  a  surety  I"  muttered 
Robert ;  "  howbeit  thou  now  speakest  to  the 
purpose — away,  sirrah!  dispatch!"  and  Forester, 
at  the  Friar's  command,  vanished  like  a  spectre 
from  the  apartment 
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Robert,  for  a  few  moments,  enjoyed  that  deep 
«tisfaction,  although  tinctured  with  impatience, 
wUcfa  ejncures  experience  when  about  to  partake 
of  a  dainty  meal.  The  Father,  however,  was 
distebed  by  an  unusual  clamour  which  now 
cuoe  from  the  extremity  of  the  gallery ;  and, 
listening  at  the  key-hole,  he  heard  what  follows : 

"  Off  with  thee !  thou  imp  ($  Satan !  pollute 
not  the  relic-box  with  thy  impious  touch !" 

**  Nay,  but  master  Forester,"  returned  a  sharp 
Toioe  which  Robert  instantly  recognised  to  be 
tkfti  of  the  page  who  had  conducted  him  to  his 
Ubraiy :  "  I  have  great  zeal — a  great  curiosity 
to  bebdd  relics — whose  are  they  ?  and  whence 
do  yoa  bring  them  at  this  hour  of  the  night  1" 

**  Thoo  tantalizing  fool ;"  exclaimed  Forester. 
"  However,  if  I  must  answer  thee,  they  are  the 
relics  of  St.  Barnabas,  his  jaw-bone,  and  four  of 
Us  left  toes;  they  are  just  arrived  from  Naples 
tat  the  Father's  special  adoration.  So  now,  take 
thyself  out  ot  the  way !" 

**  But,  good  master  Forester,"  said  the  perti- 
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nacious  urchin;  "  allow  me  just  to  lift  this 
coyering,  and  open  the  lid  of  the  box,  so  that  I 
may  only  see  one  of  the  saint's  toe-nails — " 

"  Desist!  sirrah!"  vociferated  Forester, 
whose  patience  was  now  completely  exhausted  : 
and  he  poured  upon  the  page  such  a  volley  of 
English  oaths,  that  the  lad  in  a  fright  was  heard 
scampering  in  an  opposite  direction  along  the 
corridor. 

A  minute  brought  our  wily  friend  at  the  door 
of  Friar  Robert*8  library. 

The  precious  burden  which  Forester  bore, 
held  indeed  upon  his  arms,  and  covered  like  a 
relic-box  with  a  rich  velvet  cloth,  was  more  wel- 
come to  the  churchman  than  all  the  real  relics 
would  have  been  from  Loretto  to  Jerusalem. 
His  jaws  worked  in  anticipation ;  and,  ever  and 
anon,  as  Forester  arranged  the  smoking  viands 
on  the  table,  he  pressed  his  empty  stomach  with 
his  hands. 

''  By  the  bones  of  San  Nioolo  !"  he  exclaim- 
ed ;  ''  honest  fellow,  but  thou  art  an  excellent 
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piinreyor,-yet,  wherefore,  man,  place  seats  for 
two !" 

Forester  assumed  a  peculiar  look,  which,  in 
familiar  language,  may  he  termed  '  sly\ — ''  A 
solitary  meal,  holy  Father,"*  quoth  he,  "  can 
never  be  enjoyed — society  is  charming,  at  least 
we  think  so  in  England.'' 

"  But,  sirrah  ;*'  rejoined  Robert  sternly, 
"  thou  dost  not  surely  presume — *' 

"  I,  your  reverence  1  Oh,  no  ;  your  servitor 
knows  his  place  better." — Here  his  left  eye, 
whose  foiling  has  been  already  alluded  to, 
glanced  most  ominously  towards  the  door ;  while 
his  right  was  fixed  full  upon  the  wondering 
friar. 

"  Whom  then,  thou  rascal,  is  the  second 
plate  for  V'  repeated  Robert. 

"  No  one,  but  your  valued  friend,  the  little 
Dominican  monk/'  replied  Forester  in  a  know* 
ing  whisper;  *'  he  hath  been  waiting  in  yonder 
cell  for  your  holiness  these  two  hours.  Shall  I 
usher  him  hither  ?" 
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"  Ha !  ha !  ha !  I  understand,  thou  knave ! 
thou  astute  villain!*'  cried  Robert  with  a 
broad  grin.  "  Ay«  by  our  Ladye!  hasten — 
bring  him  to  the  library." 

Forester  took  the  hint,  and  left  the  room« 

"  Ha!  ha!  he!  he!''  continued  Robert  alone; 
"  that  rascal  of  an  Englishman  doth  indeed  suit 
me  to  a  hair — he  knows  and  pets  my  humour, 
the  d(^,  he  doth.  By  San  Antonio,  we  will 
have  a  merry  night  on't !  my  Rhenish,  my  spark* 
ling  Lachryma  Christi,  shall  cheer  my  little 
Dominican's  spirits.  For  three  hours  at  the 
world  and  its  puppets  I  will  snap  my  fingers — 
but  softly,  they  come  !" 

Forester  entered,  half  conducting,  half  walk- 
ing behind  a  slight  figure  arrayed  in  the  dark 
habit  of  a  Dominican.  A  familiar  greeting  be- 
tween the  stranger  and  Robert  took  place,  as 
if  in  that  room  they  had  frequently  met  before. 
Forester  closed  the  door,  and  stood  all  attention 
to  serve  the  wants  of  his  master  and  guest.  The 
Dominican  seated  himself  at  the  supper  table 
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opposite  to  him  who  styled  himself  '  Queen 
Jaam&'sqnritml adviser;*  but  the  former, throw- 
ing back  his  cowl  for  coolness  and  comfort,  dis- 
corered  the  fiu»  of  a  female ! 

Oh !  Robert !  character  of  blackness !  in 
cnmpMTggp  with  whom  Prince  Andrea,  who 
leTelled  in  the  halls  below,  was  a  saint.  Yes, 
lie  who  assumes  the  garb  of  Religion  to  cloak 
enonnities;  who  appears  sanctified  in  public, 
but  wallows  privately  in  the  slough  of  sin, 
shall  receive  a  deeper  condemnation  than  he 
vlio  lives  in  open  defiance  of  every  law  of  God 
and  man. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

THE   CONSPIRATORS. 

'<  Who  thanderiiig  comet  on  blackest  iteed. 
With  slackened  bit,  and  hoof  of  speed  T 
Beneath  the  clattering  iron's  sound, 
The  eavem  echoes  wake  around." 

Tki  Giaour, 

It  was  the  fourth  hour  of  the  night,  or,  as  we 
compute  time  in  England,  about  eleven  o'clock, 
when  three  horsemen  muffled  in  ferraju6]i,  or 
large  riding  cloaks,  were  rapidly  advancing  on 
the  road  that  leads  from  Baise  to  the  seaport 
town  of  Pozzuolo.  The  road  wound  near  the 
shore,  and  in  many  places,  was  composed  of 
nothing  but  rough  hard  lava,  which  indeed  forms 
a  large  portion  of  the  public  ways  in  this  volcanic 
country. 
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The  moon  was  sinking  behind  the  island  of 
Ischia,  where  the  towering  peak  of  Monte 
San  Nicolo  cast  a  long  deep  shadow  across 
the  bay ;  the  waters  in  every  other  direction, 
fiom  the  promontory  of  Miseno  to  Mount 
PosOippo,  were  sparkling  and  dancing  in  the 
silTer  light.  The  white  columns  of  the  ruined 
temple  of  Serapis,  and  the  moss-grown  arches 
of  the  baths  of  Nero,  were  dimly  seen.  The  cry 
of  no  sea-bird  was  heard ;  the  bell  of  no  convent 
Ivoke  the  impressive  silence :  a  few  fishermen's 
boats  stealing  on  with  their  little  white  triangular 
sails,  or  plying  the  noiseless  oar^  were  the  only 
objects  that  indicated  life. 

On  the  land  side,  dark  masses  of  wood,  com- 
posed of  chesnut,  larch,  and  pine,  frowned  over 
the  road.  Not  far  distant,  Avemo  and  the  Lu- 
aine  lake  slept,  black  and  stagnant,  bordered 
vith  rocks  and  cypress  trees,  that  dipped  their 
funereal  branches  into  the  water.  Although 
divested  of  most  of  their  ancient  horrors,  the 
dumc  beholder  might  still  fancy  those  lakes. 
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lying  in  the  deep  shadow  of  night,  to  be  the 
region,  as  portrayed  in  the  iEneid,  of  unblest 
spirits,  and  the  entrance  of  hell. 

Farther  to  the  east,  spread  the  Campi  Phlegroei, 
still  wild  and  uncultivated  as  when,  according  to 
mythological  fable,  it  was  the  scene  of  the  battle 
of  the  giants  with  the  powers  of  Heaven.  The 
eye  could  discern,  in  that  clear  atmosphere. 
Mount  Massicus  clothed  with  vines,  and  Mount 
Gauro,  where  white  cottages,  and  the  tall  spires 
of  convents  peered  amidst  groves  of  olive.  The 
snowy  summits  of  the  Apennine,  glistening  in  the 
moonlight,  closed  the  extensive  prospect. 

The  horsemen  seemed  totally  indifferent  to  the 
magnificence  of  the  scenes  that  spread  around 
them ;  scenes  so  calculated  to  awaken  thoughts 
of  an  immortal  past,  and  to  fill  the  mind  with 
classic  enthusiasm.  They  looked  neither  to  the 
right  nor  to  the  left,  but  urged  on  their  steeds 
like  men  bent  on  some  important  project.  The 
path  widening,  they  rode  abreast. 

"  Minervino,"  said  be  who,  by  his  air,  appeared 
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to  be  the  roost  important  person  of  the  party  ; 
"  of  a  verity^  we  have  left  Andreasso"^  drunk 
aiougL  The  more  I  see  of  this  Hungarian,  the 
sure  I  am  convinced  of  his  imbecility." 

"  Ay,  noble  Duke,"  replied  the  Cavalier 
addressed ;  "  and  shall  this  dull  barbarian  from 
beyond  the  Alps,  this  sot,  govern  our  fair 
hodr 

"  Grovern  us  ?  San  Marco,  forbid !"  exclaimed 
the  third  horseman ;  **  are  we  not  pledged  to 
support  our  noble  Duke  ?" 

"  True,"  answered  Court  Minervino :  *'  and 
I  am  for  sending  Andrea — perdition  on  this 
borse !  what  dost  thou  start  at,  Bayardo  ? — I  am 
fiir  saiding  Andrea  to  Heaven,  or  if  you  will,  to 
bdl,  without  delay !" 

"  Sign6ri !  Sign6ri !"  exclaimed  the  Duke  of 
Durazzo;  "  our  plans  are*  already  formed,  and 
require  few  additional  words.  We  have  drunk 
the  cup  of  blood  together,  and  sworn,  on  our 

•  A  diniBtitiTe  by  whkh  Prince  Andrea  wai  called  by  way 
•f  eontcoipt. — ^Vide  Mnnlori  Aaoali, , 

VOL.1  D 


66  THE  C0KSPIRAT0R8. 

knightly  swords  to  be  faithful  to  the  death.  We 
must  see  this  Jew  of  Naples,  to-night,  and  agree 
respecting  the  loan;  your  names  he  will  require 
as  witnesses  to  the  compact.  To-morrow,  Andrea 
must  be  dispatched ;  then,  with  our  money,  we 
shall  engage  all  the  free  Companions*  in  the 
country,  and  imputing  the  murder  to  Joanna,  as 
I  have  before  explained,  cause  her  to  be  beheaded, 
or,  San  Marco !  drive  her  from  the  kingdom. 
Thus,  my  friends,  I  being  married,  as  ye  know, 
to  the  heir  presumptive,-]-  shall  peaceably  take 
possession  of  the  throne;  while  ye,  for  your 
fidelity,  shall  receive  the  richest  fiefs  in  the 
kingdom  of  Naples." 

"  Amen !"  responded  the  two  horsemen— ''  long 
live  Carlo  the  Third  !" 


•  The  name  of  Free  Companioiifl  and  Adyenturers,  traa 
given  to  the  foreign  mercenary  troops  which,  at  this  period, 
and  for  many  centuries  afterwards,  inundated  Italy.  They 
served  that  repuhlic,  or  that  prince,  who  paid  them  the  most : 
and  scarcely  a  battle  took  place,  in  which  those  venal,  bat 
gallant  gens-d'aimerie  did  not  figure. 

f  Maria,  Queen  Joanna's  only  sitter. 
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The  Conspirators  entered  the  little  town  of 
Pozzuolo :  all  was  silent,  save  that,  at  intervals, 
the  sQver  notes  of  a  guitar  trembled  on  the  air, 
zamoe  amorous  gallant  serenaded  his  mistress. 
They  paased  the  image  of  Madonna  and  Saint, 
bdore  which  burned  the  dull,  but  welcome 
lamp.  Their  horses'  hoofs  clattered  through  the 
last  street,  and  they  entered  again  upon  the  open 
Gountry. 

Proceeding  for  a  short  distance  along  the  strada 
Pozzuolana,  the  travellers  reached  the  celebrated 
grotto,  or  excavation  through  the  mountain,  sup- 
posed to  be  the  work  of  the  Roman  Cocceius. 
The  moon  had  now  set,  and  it  was  almost  total 
darkness.  Minervino  knocked  loudly  at  the  door 
of  the  hut  which  stood  at  the  entrance  of  the 
cavern.  Presently  a  peasant  appeared  with  a 
torch. 

"Ay,ay,  Sign6ri!"  cnedtlie  contadino;  ''here 
lam — ^but  one  pauIo  first,  'an  it  please  your 
Eccellenzas/* 

"  Demandest  thou  money,  knave,  before  thy 
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task  be  performed?"  vociferated  Durazzo — 
"  proceed  rascal !"  The  rustic,  awed  by  his  voice 
and  demeanour,  entered  the  cavern  with  a  torch, 
and  the  horsemen  followed. 

The  black  and  rugged  sides  of  the  vault ;  the 
darkness  dispelled  but  partially  by  the  lund 
glare  of  the  torch ;  the  peasant,  with  sandalless 
foot,  hurrying  on,  his  black  hair  streaming 
behind  him ;  the  Conspirators,  muffled  in  their 
sable  cloaks ;  their  steeds  with  glaring  eyes  and 
distended  nostrils,  snorting  in  wonder  and  fear 
at  that  strange  passage,  formed  a  picture  of 
wildness  that  would  have  enraptured  a  Salvator, 
had  he  then  existed. 

The  Cavaliers,  emerging  from  the  grotto, 
spurred  with  redoubled  ardour  towards  Naples, 
and  a  very  short  time  brought  them  to  the  suburb 
called  Mergyllina,  where  dwelt  Solomon  the  Jew. 
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CHAPTER  V, 

THB   JBW    AND    HIS    DUCATS. 

"In  torrid  zones,  on  Lapland's  wastes  of  sbow* 
In  ereiy  isle  that  gems  the  boondless  sea, 
Te  find  the  plodding,  cheating,  thriving  Jew." 

A  Jew!  how  repulsive  to  the  many  is  that 
word!  it  seems  to  be  synonymous  with  all  that 
is  mean,  cunning,  and  avaricious.  Yet  the 
abject  children  of  Abraham  are  despised  and 
tnmpled  on,  only  to  grow  wealthy  and  increase. 
They  are  exiled  from  the  land  of  their  fathers 
only  to  flourish  in  every  corner  of  the  globe. 
Circumstances  have  formed  the  apparently  mean 
character  of  this  extraordinary  people.  The 
vealth  that  others  win  with  open  hand,  and  by 
bold  measures,  they  are  compelled  to  gain  by 
deceit  and  fraud.      Are  not  their  oppressors, 
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then,  who  cause,  answerable,  in  a  great  mea- 
sure, for  their  characteristic  crimes  ? 

The  rich  Jew  of  Mergyllina,  a  German  by 
birth,  sat  at  his  ease  in  a  small  apartment  of  his 
mansion.  He  was  enjoying  a  capacious  bowl  of 
hot  vino  Greco,  in  which  were  steeped  various 
rich  spices.  His  helpmate  occupied  a  seat  near 
him,  but  seemed  more  disposed  to  sleep,  than  to 
share  her  husband's  beverage. 

The  manager  of  Solomon's  mercantile  affairs 
made  his  last  appearance  for  the  night 

"  My  worthy  agent,  my  good  Levy,*'  said 
Solomon  ;  "  thou  art  quitting  thy  desk  rather 
early  to-night,  I  think — eh  1' 

"  Not  very  early,  honoured  sir;  'tis  nearly 
midnight  :*  replied  the  manager,  whose  coun- 
tenance indicated  more  honesty  than  is  usually 
apparent  in  the  Israelitish  physiognomy. 

"  Well,  well,  I  do  confess  that  thou  art 
moderately  diligent — ^what  theni  wert  thou  to 
be  lazy,  holy  Abraham !  love  thee  as  I  do,  I 
would  discharge  thee  from  my  service  to-morrow ! 
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we  UDderstand  each  other^  ay,  ay.  Now  Levy;" 
the  Jew  softened  in  his  manner,  and  spoke  in  a 
Uand  whisper :  "  the  key  of  the  warehouse." 

■  Here,  Blaster ;"  said  Levy,  giving  Solomon 
the  key,  which  the  latter  deposited  in  his  pouch 
under  his  gaberdine. 

"  The  key  of  the  jewel  room  l^ 

"  Here.  Master." 

"  Of  the  bullion  box !» 

"  Here,  Master.^ 

*'  Of  the  money-well." 

"  Here,  Master." 

"  Of  the— of  the — "  and  Solomon  proceeded, 
until  lus  pouch  was  full  of  keys,  those  preservers 
of  his  worshipped  wealth.  "  Good  night,  worthy 
Levy ;"  said  the  Israelite ;  "  Thou  shalt  have 
that  bit  of  land  of  promise  adjoining  thy  house, 
if  my  vessel,  gone  to  that  Ophir,  Venice,  make 
good  exchange  with  my  ducats." 

Levy  bowed,  murmured  his  thanks,  and  with 
"God of  Moses,  bless  thee,  Master!"  scraped 
out  of  the  room. 
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'*  Rachael !"  cried  Solomon  to  his  wife ; 
"  what !  sleeping  ?  rouse  thee,  I  say,  daughter 
of  Leah  !  awake  !" 

Rachael,  with  an  uneasy  yawn,  opened  her 
eyes.  Solomon  drew  closer  to  her  side,  and 
proffeied  her  some  of  the  contents  of  his  bowl. 
"  Why  art  thou  so  sad  at  heart,  Rachael  ?  don't 
grieve  any  more  seeing  that  Heaven  imparteth 
unto  us  no  offspring.  Think  of  king  David  in 
Scripture — we  might  have  had  an  Absalom  for 
a  son, — ^I  tell  you  we  might!" 

"  I  would  I  had  ten  Absaloms  rather  than  have 
no  child  at  all !"  sullenly  replied  Rachael. 

"  That  is  impiety,  daughter  of  Leah !  talk 
not  so ;  young  ones  would  waste  our  substance. 
Think  of  my  Brother,  Ben  Jacob ;  had  we,  like 
him,  three  prodigal  sons,  holy  Moses!  where 
would  our  money-bags  be  now,  I  wonder  V' 

The  Hebrew  placed  his  arm,  in  a  conciliating 
manner,  around  his  wife^s  neck ;  Rachael  grasped 
his  long  beard  in  her  hand,  and  giving  it  a  loving 
tweak,  kissed  her  consort  on  either  cheek.    But 
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a  loud  knocking  was  now  heard  at  the  outer  gate, 
•ad  Solomon  sprang  up.  "  Hark !''  cried  the 
Jew;  "blessed  Moses!  what  gentiles  come  to 
disturb  my  house  at  this- time  of  night!" 

Solomon's  servant,  entering  the  room,  stated 
tkat  the  noble  Duke  of  Durazzo,  with  two  friends, 
CATed  an  immediate  interview  with  his  master. 

"  What  meaneth  this  ?  what  meaneth  this  1" 
mattered  the  Jew,  striding  about  the  room. — 
"  Shew  them  in,  Jacob. — ^Rachael,  retire  thou 
U>  bed — ^I  will  join  thee  anon. — '*  Solomon  was 

left  alone "  Abraham  protect  me !  what  can 

the  Duke  want  now  1— ha !  ha !  he !  he !  I  under- 
stand— come  to  discharge  the  monies,  perad- 
venture,  which  I  advanced  the  heathen  six  moons 
ago ! — it  is  well,  very  well." 

Durazzo,  followed  by  the  two  cavaliers  des* 
ciibed  in  the  preceding  chapter,  entered  the 

"How  dost  thou  bear  thyself,  my  worthy 
master  Solomon  1"  said  the  Duke — "  My  friends, 
Coont  Minervino^>Signor  Artus. — Many  apo- 
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logies,  master   Solomon,  for  intruding  at  this 
unseasonable  hour/' 

"  No  apologies,  my  good  Duke,  I  prithee !" 
responded  the  Israelite.  "  Business,  urgent  affairs, 
no  doubt — Be  seated,  your  Grace — Sign6ri,  be 
seated  V* 

"  Thou  hast  judged  rightly ;"  said  Durazzo ; 
"  and,  as  time  presses,  we  will  at  once  proceed 
to  business— A  small  loan.—" 

Durazzo  hesitating,  Solomon  took  up  the  word, 
"  why,  yes,  noble  Duke — the  loan  !  the  loan ! — 
I  am  much  obliged  to  your  Grace  for  coming  so 
punctually  to  discharge  if 

'*  Not  so  fast,  my  worthy  friend;"  said 
Duiazzp,  shaduig  his  brows. — ''  The  time  stipu- 
lated for  payment  of  the  loan  to  which  you  refer, 
has  not  yet  arrived.  Wouldst  thou  have  me 
liquidate  a  debt  before  our  agreement  instructs?" 

"  Plagues  of  Egypt !''  cried  the  disappoint* 
ed  merchant ;  "  then  I  have  mistaken  your 
Grace's  meaning. — ^Well^  noble  gentile,  I  am  all 
attention." 
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"  In  a  word^my  excellent,  my  valued  friend;" 
observed  Durazzo ;  "  I  am  in  want  of  another 
loan." 

"  Another  bani"  ejaculated  Solomon,  clasping 
Us  withered  hands — "  Impossible !  my  coffers 
are  empty,  quite  empty !" 

"  I  would  not  have  disturbed  thee  at  this  late 
hour ;"  continued  Durazzo,  taking  no  heed  of  the 
Jew's  asseveration ;  ''  but  I  am  in  immediate 
want  of  this  supply.  Thou  canst  doubtlessly 
farward  the  ducats  to  my  Palazzo  early  to- 
morrow/' 

"  Ducats — ^Palazzo — early  to-morrow  ?"  mut- 
tered the  Hebrew ;  "  by  Aaron's  rod !  I  have  no 
ducats  to  lend ;  my  bags  are  empty,  I  say." 

"  Pshaw !  thou  canst  not  thus  deceive  me. 
Thou  dost  recollect  the  terms  of  our  former 
treaty  r 

"  Ay,  do  I — "  quickly  returned  Solomon : 
"  and  in  default  of  payment  of  the  monies 
advanced  with  usury,  I  have  a  claim  on  your 
Grace's  fief  of  Morano,  to  be  sold  to  the  crown, 


66  THE  JEW  AND  HIS  DUCATS. 

the  proceeds  thereof  being  handedover  to  Solomon 
the  son  of  Reuben — that  is  myself/' 

*'  Most  true,  my  sagacious  friend ;  now  two 
additional  fiefs,  richer  than  Morano,  shall,  in 
like  manner,  stand  security,  if  thou  wilt  imme- 
diately grant  the  loan  I  require." 

"  Two  more  of  thy  fiefs  1"  muttered  Solomon, 
stroking  his  beard — '*  two  more — ^two  more? 
verily  there  is  some  reason  in  that.  Did  I  say 
I  had  no  ducats  ? — ^I  forgot — I  think  I  may  scrape 
together  a  few  coins. — ^What  amount  may  your 
Grace  require  V* 

*'  A  small  sum  will  satisfy  me-— say  .  fifty 
thousand  ducats." 

"  Fifty  thousand  V*  exclaimed  Solomon,  "  dost 
thou  call  that  a  small  sum  ?•*— Abraham  help 
me !  t'is  a  very  large  one,  I  think." 

"  Come,  my  worthy  Hebrew,  name  thy  usury^ 
the  principal  payable  at  fifteen  months  hence, 
and  dally  no  longer." 

"Fifteen  months]  long  date  that ;"  sullenly 
replied  the  Jew. — "  Usury  1  yes,  ther^  must  be 
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osiizy  indeed. — ^Well,  thou  art  to  pay  on  the 
last  loan  twenty  ducats  on  the  hundred.  Now 
ooosLdering  this  is  a  second  advance,  at  a  longer 
date,  ten  more  will  be  necessary ;  then,  seeing 
the  times  are  less  steady  and  prosperous  now, 
ten  in  addition  to  those. — Forty  ducats  on  the 
hondred,  your  Grace,  good  silver,  and  fair  weight, 
is  the  usury  I  demand." 

''Thou  art  a  hard-fisted  rascal!  an  uncon- 
icionable  d(^!''  growled  Durazzo;  but  well 
knowing  the  pertinacious  and  inflexible  disposi* 
tkn  of  the  Jew,  and  moreover,  secretly  deter- 
mining never  to'  refund  one  bajoco  of  the 
pnncipal,  he  consented  to  the  terms  proposed. 

The  Hebrew  merchant,  in  a  few  minutes, 
wrote  out  the  agreement,  which  was  signed  by 
Durazzo,  and  readily  witnessed  by  Minervino, 
and  the  Grand  Chamberlain  Artus. 

"  Now,  my  obliging  friend,"  said  the  Duke  to 
Solomon ;  ''  thou  knowest  that  our  Palazzi  are 
sitnated  at  a  considerable  distance,  from  this 
mbtirb ;  it  is  also  past  midnight,  and  early  to 
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morrow,  the  saints  willing,  we  are  bound  to  join 
a  hawking-party  given  by  Prince  Andrea  and  the 
Queen,  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Baise ;  therefore, 
if  thou  wilt  permit  these  gallant  Cavaliers 
and  myself  to  occupy  thine  apartment  here 
until  break  of  day,  we  shall  consider  ourselves 
beholden.'* 

"  Certainly,  most  certainly ;"  answered  the 
Jew;  '^  But,  alas!  Sign6ri,  I  have  nothing  to 
regale  your  Eccellenzas  withal ;  not  even  one 
Brundisian  oyster.  My  clerks,  by  way  of  a 
treat,  dined  here  to-day,  and  Beelzebub  seise  the 
locusts !  they  have  drunk,  and  devoured  every 
thing  in  my  house." 

"  But  this  bowl,  Solomon ;"  observed  Miner- 
vino,  who  enjoyed  the  niggardly  Jew's  shift; 
"  this  empty  bowl  gives  signs  of  recent  cheer." 

"  The  bowl  1 — nay ;"  gravely  replied  the 
Hebrew ;  "  it  did  but  contain  a  decoction  of 
herbs  manufactured  by  my  wife  for  the  benefit 
of  my  cold — ^he !  he  !  he !  Signori,  excuse  my 
sneezing  fit — ^he !  he !  he  I"  and  the  Jew,  wishing 
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tbe  Cayaliers  a  good  night,  tacked  up  his  gaber- 

dise,  and  shuffled  out  of  the  room. 

'*  Guises  follow  the  avaricious  knave  */'  mut- 
tered Doiazzo.  *'  Yet,  friends,  we  must  speak 
kim  &ir ;  for  his  money  will  materially  assist  us 
a  ovr  undertaking.** 

The  Conq>irators  then  seated  themselves  around 
the  table ;  a  lamp,  shaded  by  an  iron  screen, 
brnned  in  the  centre,  and  threw  its  dull  light  on 
their  anxious  and  haggard  faces.  The  coun- 
tenance of  Minervino  who  was  buoyed  by  the 
hope  of  aggrandizement,  betrayed  craft,  and  was 
flashed  with  the  fever  of  expectancy ;  that  of 
Charles  Artus  the  Chamberlain,  in  whose  bosom 
burned  revenge,  for  he  had  been  injured  by 
Prince  Andrea,  wore  a  demon's  frown  and 
blackness.  But  the  features  of  Durazzo,  who 
aspired  to  the  crown,  spake  of  loftier  aspirations; 
yet  the  curled  lip,  the  glaring  eye,  and  black 
contracted  brow,  stamped  him  for  one  of  iron 
sool^-one  who  would  not  scruple  to  sacrifice  a 
nation  on  the  altar  of  his  ambition,  and,  without 
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remorse,  could  imbrue  his  hands  with  innocent 
blood. 

Until  day  dawned  over  Naples,  these  fearful 
men  sat  meditating  their  guilty  sdiemes — schemes 
that  were  soon  to  plunge  the  kingdom  into  misery, 
and  precipitate  one  unsuspecting  victim  from  the 
seats  of  pleasure,  to  the  solitude  of  the  grave. 
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"  Oh  i  bopelen  loTe !  no  balm,  no  peace  is  thine ; 
Stin  wilt  tluni  mourn,  and  wander,  and  repine." 

Louis,  on  parting  with  Queen  Joanna  in  the 
loral  gardens  at  Baiae,  had  resolved  to  leave 
forthwith  the  kingdom  of  Naples.  He  who 
bopes  to  conquer  a  strong  but  misplaced  affection, 
by  philosophical  argument,  or  by  mere  mental 
exertion,  while  the  object  remains  in  fatal  beauty 
beibre  his  eyes,  will  find  himself  in  a  lamentable 
error.  One  tone,  one  glance  of  the  beloved  one, 
vill  melt  away  each  icy  barrier  that  reason 
would  rear,  and  overthrow  every  resolution  that 
prudence  would  form.  Absence,  change  of 
scene  and  of  companions,  are  the  lover*s  only 
resources.     Even  these^  when  the  mind  is  of  a 
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moody,  and  contemplative  turn,  too  frequently 
fail  to  produce  the  effect  desired. 

It  was  high  noon ;  the  fisherman  sat  mending 
his  nets  beneath  the  projecting  rocks  that  encircle 
the  gulf  of  Gaieta.  The  vine-dresser,  in  the 
rich  vallies  of  the  Terra  di  Lavoro,  rested  from 
his  toil.  On  the  extensive  plains  that  sweep 
from  the  Lagno  river  to  the  Tifati  mountains, 
the  flocks  no  longer  cropt  the  flowery  thyme, 
but  reclined  in  panting  groups  beside  the  nearest 
fountain,  or  beneath  the  shade  of  some  ruined 
arch,  the  design  and  builder  of  which,  to  the 
simple  peasant,  were  alike  unknown. 

The  meridian  heat,  however,  was  scarcely  felt 
in  that  deep  mass  of  wood,  which  standing  in  the 
vicinity  of  Cumse,  forms  part  of  the  ancient 
Gallinaria  Pinus.  Louis  was  riding  through  its 
shades.  He  was  no  longer  in  the  garb  of  peace 
as  when  first  introduced  to  the  reader^.  His 
armour,  however,  was  light,  and  adapted  for 
travel.  A  hauberk  of  chain  mail,  without  cuirass 
or  pouldron,  enveloped  his  body.    Plate  armour 
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vas  DOW  becoming  general,  butthe  latterattracted 
in  a  great  degree  the  heat  of  the  sun,  nor  had  it 
the  advantage,  which  chain  mail  possessed,  of 
yielding  with  ease  to  every  motion  of  the  body. 

A  light  morion,  to  which  was  attached  neither 
vizor  Dor  crest,  covered  the  rider's  head,  his 
ponderous  helmet  with  its  snowy  plume,  being 
suspended  at  his  saddle-bow.  His  legs  were 
protected  by  splints  of  steel,  and  on  his  feet  he 
wore  iron  shoes.  A  long  Milan  sword  depended 
from  a  balteus  or  leathern  belt,  which  was  drawn 
tightly  around  the  hauberk,  and  fastened  in  front 
by  a  clasp  of  silver. 

The  cavalier's  horse  was  slender-limbed,  and 
unbarded :  his  heavy  dexter,  or  war-horse,  with 
steel  chanfron,  poitrail,  and  croupiere,  was  led 
by  a  Page  behind ;  that  youth,  likewise,  carried 
Louis's  lance,  and  triangular  shield. 

In  addition  to  the  Page  just  mentioned,  another 
incUvidual  followed  Prince  Louis — ^it  was  his 
Esquire:  with  a  steel  cap  somewhat  resembling 
his  lord's ;  in  a  shirt  of  mail  which  reached  to  his 
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knee,  and  a  long  broad  sword  hanging  at  his 
wrist,  this  veteran  Servitor  had  an  imposing, 
rather  than  a  gallant  appearance.  He  was  by 
birth  a  Roman;  and,  ever  adverting  to  the  heroes 
of  other  days,  and  striving  to  emulate  their  actions, 
he  had  conceived  that  disdain  for  the  rest  of 
mankind,  which,  even  at  the  present  hour, 
characterizes  the  inhabitants  of  the  Eternal 
City.  To  Prince  Louis,  Camillo  had  rendered 
a  signal  service ;  he  bad  saved  his  life  ;  and  now, 
although  fifty  years  of  age,*  he  faithfully  followed 
him  in  the  capacity  of  an  Esquire. 

The  little  party  rode  steadily  forwards.  No 
sound  was  heard  but  the  soft  tread  of  their  horses' 
hoofs  on  the  velvet  turf,  the  shrill  chirp  of  the 
cicada,  or  the  murmur  of  some  brook,  which, 
frolicking  across  their  path,  was  lost  again  amid 
the  green  matted  grass,    and  drooping  water 

*  Although  Esquires  usualljr  obtained  the  honours  of 
knighthood,  at  or  shortly  after  the  age  of  twenty-one*  it  was 
by  no  means  an  uncommon  thing  for  them,  either  from  attach- 
ment to  their  lord,  or  from  some  other  motive,  to  grow  grey 
headed  in  the  service — vid.  SL  Pahyt, 
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lilies.  Overhead,  a  straggling  sunbeanii  now 
and  tlien,  found  its  way  though  the  thick  gloomy 
branches;  and,  sparkling  on  the  dusky  leaves^ 
and  phying  on  the  cavalier's  armour,  seemed 
Eke  joy  illumining,  for  a  moment,  life's  wilderness 
of  sorrow. 

*'  Camillo  !*  exclaimed  Louis  to  his  follower. 

The  Roman,  who,  for  his  eminent  services, 
was  &voured  with  a  greater  degree  of  familiarity 
than  usually  existed  between  the  Esquire  and 
his  lord,  rode  up  to  the  side  of  the  Prince. 

"  I  have  not  yet  acquainted  thee,  Camillo, 
with  the  object  of  this  our  journey,  or  even 
informed  thee  whither  we  are  bound." 

^  No,  my  Prince ;"  answered  the  descendant 
of  Romulus,  not  a  little  piqued  by  the  want 
of  communication  on  the  part  of  his  master,  for, 
in  most  cases,  Louis  made  him  his  confidant : — 
"  No,  your  Highness,  no  indeed !" 

"  How  many  miles  are  we  now  from  Naples, 
CamiUo 1" 
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"  Object — whither  we  are  travelling — "  con- 
tinued the  pedantic  Roman^  disregarding  Louis's 
question. — "  Here  have  we  been  inarching  these 
four  hours,  and  still  hast  thou  held  me  in  tenebris, 
in  darkness.  The  noble  Africanus  would  not 
thus  have  kept  his  designs  secret  from  his  faithful 
Lcslius. — Doth  your  Highness  doubt  my  truth  1" 
and  Camillo,  though  ever  erect  as  the  column 
of  his  worshipped  Trajan,  threw  back  his  head 
with  an  unusual  air  of  consequence,  and  offended 
pride. 

**  Now,  the  Madonna  assoil  me !  but  thou  dost 
me  wrong,  my  trusty  Roman!"  exclaimed 
Lfouis.  '  There  is  little  on  earth  that  I  would 
conceal  from  thy  knowledge ;  to  thee  I  owe  a 
debt  which  I  shall  never  be  able  to  discharge. 
Yet, .  would  to  Heaven !  Camillo,  that,  instead  of 
rescuing  me  on  that  stormy  night,  thou  hadst  left 
me  to  perish  in  the  waves  of  the  Crater  !*"  The 
Roman  started  at  the  earnest,  and  melancholy  tone 

*  A  tenn  frequentlj  applied  to  the  Bay  of  Naples. 
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of  Louis.  His  own  mortification  was  forgotten 
in  tbe  deep  anxiety  which  he  felt  for  his  lord. 
He  wasaware  of  Louis's  ardent  passion  for  Queen 
Joaimay  and,  although  unacquainted  with  the 
lesolt  of  his  last  interview,  doubted  not  that  this 
mfertonate  attachment  was  the  cause  of  his 
presoit  dejection,  and  of  his  sudden  departure 
from  Naj^s. 

"  Signore  mio !"  he  exclaimed ;  "  why  art  thou 
far  erer  alluding  to  that  slight  duty  which  I  once 
poformed? — Thou  owest  me  nothing — I  am 
indebted  to  thee  for  every  thing.  Was  I  not 
driven  from  my  native  city  for  inculcating 
republican  principles,  when  I  kept  a  latin  school 
St  the  hot  of  the  Palatine  ?  and  didst  thou  not 
receive  the  exile  ?  and  hast  thou  not  been  my 
beoefeurtor  since  that  hour? — But  by  Jupiter, 
Juno,  and  all  the  Deities  we  once  worshipped  in 
the  Eternal  Citfr !  suffer  not  love  to  prey  upon 
thy  heart — Pardon  me,  your  Highness — she  is 
doubtlessly  a  beautiful  lady ;  but  then  thou  per- 
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cei  vest  thy  chase  is  only  like  that  of  Apollo'  after 
the  coy  Daphne." 

"  What  dost  thou  talk  of!"  sternly  exclaimed 
Louis ;  but  Camillo  was  a  privileged  person ; 
and  having  himself  passed  the  fresh  and  green 
age  of  romance^  and  bound,  as  he  thought,  to 
ioUow  the  great  examples  of  Scipio  and  of  Cato, 
he  regarded  affairs  of  the  heart  with  supreme 
contempt. 

"  I  mean,  your  Highness,  that  it  is  unworthy 
of  a  disciplined  aud  vigorous  mind  to  be  affected 
by  the  passion  of  love. — Women  are  well  adapted, 
after  the  fatigues  of  the  camp,  or  the  senate,  to 
relax  the  mind's  bow-string,  or  to  hold  dalliance 
with  for  an  hour ;  but  to  be  seriously  moved  by 
the  caprice  of  a  being  changeable  as  the  air  of 
Heaven,  and  to  be  the  slave  of  this  pretty, 
smiling  toy — out  upon  it!  my  Prince,  out 
upon  it !" 

"  Did  these  words  proceed  from  the  mouth  of 
any  other  than  Camillo,"  observed  Louis,  "  I 
would  couch  my  lance  against  him,  and  do  battle 
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IB  viodicatioa  of  woman  whom  thou  hast  so  foully 
staodered.  But,  cjmic  as  thou  art,  dost  thou  not 
isttgine  that  a  man  may  sincerely,  and  passion- 
Hely  love  a  woman,  without  being  her  slave  ?" 

**  Love  and  slavery,  I  opine,"  answered  the 
Kiaogoaist,  *'  are  twins :  who  ever  enjoyed  peace 
or  freedom  aflLer  he  had  taken  unto  himself  a 
wife!— -your  Highness  should  peruse  abook  which 
I  lately  fimnd  in  an  old  Benedictine  Monastery, 
wiitten  by  one  Signer  Juvenal ;  he  would  con- 
vince tbee  that  I  speak  the  truth. — Moreover, 
hath  not  woman  been  a  promoter  of  evil,  a  brand 
of  discord  from  the  creation  even  until  now? — 
who  lost  us  Paradise  ? — ^who  wrapt  the  City  of 
old  Priam  in  flames! — ^who  caused  Spain  to 
weep  for  her  palaces  and  shrines  broken  down 
and  de61ed  by  Barbarian  Moors  1 — and  Oh ! 
Prince  Louis  of  Taranto !  who  hath  pierced  thy 
noblebosom  with  the  venomed  dagger  of  hopeless 
passion,  and  sent  thee  forth  from  the  pleasures 
aad  magnificence  of  Naples,  to  roam  dejected  in 
an  old  ferest,  with  one  page  and  an  outcast 

TOU  I.  E 
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Roman  ] — ^who  but  woman, — ^beauteous  but  fatal 
woman  1" 

Louis  answered  not:  he  perceived  that  the 
shrewd  Camillo  was  possessed  of  his  secret :  he 
did  not  wish  to  chide  him,  yet  could  not  impart 
to  him  the  bitterness  of  his  soul.  He  knit  his 
brows,  and  dashed  the  rowels  into  his  steed,  as 
though  he  hoped,  by  a  more  rapid  motion,  to 
conquer,  or  at  least  veil  his  deep  emotions. 

"  Pardon  me,  your  Highness!'*  exclaimed 
Camillo ;  ''  if  I  have  given  utterance  to  more 
than  respect  warrants.  But  whither,  I  beseech 
thee,  are  we  journeying  ]» 

"To  Rome!  to  Rome!''  was  the  hurried 
reply. 

A  flush  of  pleasure  sufliised  itself  over  Ca- 
millo's  countenance.  He  should  once  more  behold 
his  native,  his  adored  City;  and,  under  the 
patronage  of  Louis,  he  should  have  nothing  to 
fear  from  his  former  enemies.  Besides,  Rienzi 
was  now  promulgating  the  very  principles  for 
the  espousal  of  which  he  had  been  banished. 
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Tlie  party  at  length  emerged  from  the  ancient 
ibrest  Before  them  spread  an  extensive  plain 
intersected  by  two  roads,  the  one  leading  to 
Yenafro,  and  the  other  to  the  old  Yolsdan  Town 
of  Terracina :  tbey  pursued  the  latter. — Nothing 
could  be  more  beautiful  or  magnificent  than  the 

scenery  aroimd  them On  the  left  rolled  the 

blue  Mediterranean  dotted  with  barks,  while  the 
islands  of  Ponza  and  Pandataria,  swelled  fresh 
and  verdurous,  like  masses  of  emerald  set  in  the 
vaves.  Gauro  towered  on  the  right,  gazing  on 
Us  brother  giants  Mount  Massicus,  and  Mount 
Ofellio,  which,  bending  northwards,  were  con- 
tinued by  theFormian  Hills,  so  celebrated  by 
Hnace. 

Adorning  this  amphitheatre,  and  stretching 
along  by  the  sea,  were  vine-yards,  olive-groves, 
and  green  pastures  watered  by  limpid  streams. — 
Here  stood  an  enclosed  fountain,  with  its  broken 
bason,  and  mouldering  arch,  once  dedicated  to 
some  rural  goddess,  the  presiding  genius  of  the 
place.    There,  on  a  grassy  mound,  were  seen 

b2 
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the  half  prostrate  pillars  of  a  Roman  Temple, 
their  capitals  worn  by  time,  and  their  shafts 
clasped  with  ivy,  crying  aloud  to  the  ear  of 
Fancy — "  thus  shall  Earth's  magnificence  pass 
away !" — Further  on,  the  tall  spires  of  Convents 
shot  up  above  the  surrounding  elms,  and  glistened 
in  the  sunshine ;  while  the  sweet  toll  of  their 
noontide  bells,  sounded  over  this  paradise,  like 
the  voice  of  prayer. 

A  contemplative  calm,  a  hallowed  feeling, 
stole  over  Louis,  as  he  surveyed  the  enchanting 
prospect — "  What,"  he  thought,  "  are  the 
palaces,  the  grandest  buildings  reared  by  man, 
to  yon  majestic  hills  ? — Can  the  music  of  the 
lute  or  organ  equal  the  choral  melody  of  these 
woods,  the  living  murmur  of  these  rivers  ?— How 
dim,  how  insignificant  the  lighted  vault  of  the 
festive  hall,  to  yon  blue  ethereal  arch  bending  to 
the  mountains  and  the  ocean ! — Oh !  that  here, 
far  from  the  vortex  of  dissipation,  the  idle  chase 
of  honour,  and  the  corroding  cares  and  slavery 
that  attend  rank,  I  could  pass  my  days ! — would 
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that  sbe  whom  I  lore  were  a  peasant  Maiden ! 
and  I,  yon  rustic,  who  bending  over  his  plough, 
is  happier  far  than  princes  or  kings ! — As  it  is, 
hfe  for  me  is  a  wilderness,  and  my  doom  is 
darkness.— Joanna !  in  vain  I  fly  from  thee ;  thou 
art  still  present  to  my  imagination ;  I  still  gaze 
on  thy  bewitching  features,  and  drink  the  soft 
nraaic  of  thy  voice. — Cold  virtue  forbids  thee  to 
bve ;  and  never  canst  thou  know  the  intensity 
of  my  passion,  or  the  depth  of  my  sorrow." 

The  train  of  Louis's  thoughts  was  interrupted 
by  the  exclamations  of  Camillo,  as  the  beautiAil 
stream  of  the  Grarigliano,  the  ancient  Liris,  burst 
upon  their  view :  pure  and  azure  it  looked  as  the 
iky,  as  it  rolled  its  tribute  to  the  Mediterranean  ; 
it  was  fringed  with  m3nrtle  and  laurel-trees, 
among  which  peeped  the  Shepherd's  cabin,  and 
the  Anchorite's  peaceful  cell.  Farther  up,  where 
it  wandered  between  bfty  hills,  Monasteries, 
and  feudal  towers,  reflected  themselves  in  its 
waters. 

Our  little  party,  having  suffered  their  steeds 
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to  drink,  crossed  the  ancient  Bridge,  which, 
being  a  striking  relic  of  Roman  architecture,  was, 
in  Camillo's  eyes,  the  most  interesting  object  in 
the  scene. 

The  sun  was  now  declining,  to  which  luminary 
the  prudent  Camillo  called  his  lord's  attention  ; 
he  also  pointed  significantly  at  the  weary  page* 

"  Not  that  I  feel  fatigue,  your  Highness," 
said  he ;  "  for,  like  stout  CEmilius  of  old,  I  can  sit 
my  steed  from  day-dawn  to  mid-night;  and  thou, 
I  warrant,  despite  thy  hauberk  of  iron,  couldst 
do  the  same.  But  the  page  must  be  sore  dis- 
tressed, and  the  bowels  of  the  horses  also — ^up, 
Bucephalus!  do  not  stumble— are  hollow  as 
loosened  drums. — Seest  thou  yon  mansion,  your 
Highness,  with  the  smoke  issuing  from  the 
comer  tower  ?» 

*'  I  dO|"  replied  Louis ;  *'  and  thitherward  let 
us  prick ;  for,  certes,  Camillo,  thou  hast  spokei^ 
truly  respectingthe  poor  page. — Ho !  Sebastiano, 
forward  my  boy !  thou  shalt  soon  be  freed  from 
thy  burden,  the  lance  and  shield,  and  regale 
thyself  withal/' 
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A  few  mioutes  brought  them  before  the  outer 
gate  of  a  renerable-looking  pile.  It  was  a 
ctstdlated  building  inhabited  by  Monks ;  for  the 
good  Fathers,  in  those  days  of  general  aggression, 
ind  ill-administered  law,  were  not  unfrequently 
obliged  to  fortify  themselves  within  their  Mon- 
asteries. The  name  of  the  stranger  being 
announced,  the  Superior  hospitably  opened  his 
gates,  and  our  travellers  were  invited  to  dismount, 
and  refresh  themselves  in  the  hall. 

Here,  for  the  present,  we  take  our  leave  of 
Louis,  who  had  determined,  after  a  few  hours' 
rest,  to  continue  his  journey  towards  Rome.  He 
still  hoped  amidst  the  sublime  scenes,  and  mag- 
mficewT**  of  the  Eternal  City,  to  abstract  his 
thoughts  from  their  one  engrossing  object,  and  to 
oinquer  the  fruitiess,  the  fatal  passion  which 
harrowed  up  his  soul. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

THE   ATTACK. 

Litut  beats  anream  Venerii, 
Btlm  foperba  bUnda  dona  nataro. 

mortuum 

We  must  go  back  a  tew  hours  in  our  narratire. 

The  Conspirators,  Durazzo,  Minervino,  and 
Charles  Artus,  at  dawn  of  day  quitted  the  house 
of  Solomon  the  Jew,  and  proceeded  towards 
Baiae,  in  order  to  join  the  hawking  party  of 
Prince  Andrea  and  the  Queen. 

They  had  reached  a  narrow  defile  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  Pozzuolo,  where  cypresses  cast 
a  funereal  gloom,  and  cascades  tumbled  with 
hoarse  murmurs  down  the  precipitous  rocks. — ^The 
Duke  of  Durazzo  suddenly  stopped,  and  blowing 
a  faint  blast  upon  a  horn,  in  a  few  minutes,  a 
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figantic  man,  arrayed  in  the  garb  of  a  robber 
of  the  period,  is^nied  from  a  ruin  that  had  the 
appearance  of  having  been  formerly  a  Roman 
tomb. 

The  Coospiratora  and  this  individual  seemed 
perfectly  to  understand  each  other ;  in  truth,  the 
meeting  had  been  by  appointment  Durazzo 
addressed  the  man  in  a  low  voice : 

**  Di  Loria»  in  all  our  transactions,  thou  hast 
ktherto  proved  thjrself  worthy  of  trust.  Now, 
oiark  me ;  thou  wilt  keep  our  names  a  profound 
secret  from  thy  men.  Inform  them  it  is  a  deed 
vhich  Queen  Joanna  devoutly  prays  them  to 
eiecute^  and  this  I  again  solemnly  declare  to 
thee  is  the  hcL  Our  beloved  Sovereign  engages 
through  us  to  pay  you  a  large  amount,  as  soon 
as  her  hated  Htisband,  the  imbecile  Andrea,  is 
dispatched.* 

The  robber,  who  held  his  feathered  hat  in  his 
hand,  nodded  assent 

*'  The  Royal  party  will  pass  near  the  lake 
Avenio,  fiir  so  Jocmna  has  purposely  arranged. 

b3 
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There  be  thy  ambuscade.  Thou  lememberest 
the  speech  which  thou  must  make,  setting  forth 
thy  commission  as  given  thee  by  the  people  of 
Naples  1" 

The  man,  who  firmly  believed  that  Durazzo 
was  indeed  the  Queen's  deputy  in  the  transaction, 
answered  in  the  aflBirmative. — The  Duke  then 
placed  into  his  hand  a  purse  of  gold,  and  reminding 
him  of-  the  large  sum  he  was  to  receive,  should 
Joanna's  plan  succeed,  resumed  his  journey  with 

his  traitorous  companions. 

»  ♦  »  ♦  ♦ 

The  Conspirators  arrived  at  Bais  just  as  the 
Royal  pleasure-party  was  setting  out  on  their 
hawking  expedition.  The  morning  was  bright 
and  serene ;  a  fresh  salubrious  breeze  blew  from 
the  sea;  and,  from  the  elements,  at  least,  it 
might  be  augured  that  the  day  would  be  one  of 
tmmixed  pleasure. 

Joanna,  and  her  young  companion  Amalia, 
rode  side  by  side,  on  milk-white  palfreys ;  the 
former,  as  became  her  rank,  was  magnificently 
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amjed*  A  crimaon  bood,  seeded  with  pearls, 
was  drawn  partially  orer  her  head.  Her  riding- 
habit  of  violet-ooloiired  silk  bordered  with  roses, 
WIS  Csstened  in  front  by  gold  clasps  set  with 
smethysts.  To  these  were  added  two  articles 
GODSidered,  at  the  period,  most  luxurious  and 
costly,  although  fat  a  lady  to  wear  such  on 
borsdiack,  in  the  present  day,  would  seem 
ndiculous  enough — an  Indian  shawl,  and  gold- 
embroidered  glores.  The  Crusaders  had  intro- 
duced the  former  from  the  East;  and  so  un- 
oommon  were  the  latter  even  two  centuries 
afterwards,  that^  it  was  said,  our  own  Queen 
Elizabeth  was  presented  with  a  similar  pair  of 
gloves  hy  the  Earl  of  Oxford,  as  a  '  valuable 
cariosity  firom  foreign  parts/ 

Amalia,  the  dark-haired,  the  slender,  and 
beantifiil,  was  arrayed  as  gracefully,  if  not  with 
90  much  splendour  as  Joanna.  Her  beauty, 
bowever,  was  of  a  different  character  from  the 
Queen's.  Joanna's  features  expressed  a  contem** 
plative  serenity  a  chastened  dignity  of  soul. 
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Amalia's  large  and  sparkling  eyes  were  full  of 
mirth  and  love ;  and  her  brow  bore  the  soft  seal 
of  sensibility,  rather  than  the  impresi  of  pride. 
Joanna,  in  her  demeanour,  might  have  appeared 
to  some  cold  and  reserved;  Amalia  was  all 
warmth  and  vivacity.  The  former  seldom  smiled, 
andher  countenance,  though  strikingly  handsome, 
had  a  tinge  of  melancholy :  but  satisfaction  and 
delight,  as  if  the  mere  sense  of  existence  al<me 
were  a  blessing,  dimpled  the  cheek,  and  played 
around  the  ruby  lip  of  Louis's  Sister. 

Such  were  the  ladies  who  now  reined  their 
white  jennets;  the  graceful  animals  pawed  the 
ground,  and  arched  their  shining  necks,  as  if 
proud  of  the  burdens  which  they  bore,  and  of 
the  Uttle  silver  bells  which  hung  tinkUngat  their 
flowing  manes. 

Prince  Andrea  followed  on  a  black  Arabian 
gaily  caparisoned.  On  one  side  of  him  rode  his 
Hungarian  tutor,  Nicola ;  and  on  the  other  the 
High  Constable  of  the  kingdom.  Friar  Robert 
never  accompanied  the  Prince  in  his  field-sports ; 
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he,  good  mao^  was  at  home  counting  his  av^s, 
and,  with  the  assistance  of  honest  Forester, 
nniDerdfally  scourging  bis  own  bare  back. 

Many  of  the  CavaUera  who,  on  the  preceding 
ereoiBg,  partook  of  Andrea's  banquet,  had 
departed  for  Naples  on  state  affairs.  Those  that 
now  foQowed  him  were  the  Count  di  Tralizzo, 
Boccaccio,  Hugh  de  Baux,  and  several  Hungari«i 
gentlemen,  including  Durazzo  and  his  friends 
who  had  just  come  up. 

A  train  of  pages  and  fiedconers,  with  hawks  on 
their  wrists,  composed  the  rear. 

The  party  pressed  forwards,  full  of  spirits  and 
good  humour.  The  scene  of  the  sport, — and, 
with  thearrangement,  we  have  perceived  Durazzo 
bad  made  himself  acquainted, — ^was  to  be  along 
by  the  Mare  morto,  the  ancient  Campi  Elysii, 

and  thence  by  the  Lake  of  Avemo  home ^They 

crossed  heath  and  dingle,  and  now  the  plains  so 
celebrated  by  Virgil,  covered  with  cypresses, 
mouldering  temples,  and  tombs,  spread  before 
tbem.    The  spot,  which  would  have  awakened 
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a  thousand  remembrances  in  the  bosom  of  the 
classic  beholder,  had  little  influence,  with  the 
exception  of  two  or  three  individnals,  on  any 
present  They  only  looked  out,  where  by  pond 
or  rushy  stream,  might  lurk  henm  or  crane* 

It  was  not  long  before  game  was  disoorered : 
in  the  middle  of  a  brook,  his  head  bent  down^ 
intent  on  the  minnows  that  might  be  sporting 
around  him,  stood  at  ashort  distanoea  tall  heron. 

The  party  halted;  the  Falconers  stepped 
forwards,  and  unhooding  their  birds,  which  were 
of  the  true  faloo  gentUis  breed,  and  shouting 
aloud,  the  heron  began  to  mount 

^'  Not  too  quick,  Falconers  I  allow  him  time 
for  fiiir  sweep :"  cried  Prince  Andrea. 

**  By  our  Ladye !  a  noble  fellow — ^full  fire 
feet  between  his  extremities !"  roared  the  High 
Constable. 

The  doomed  bird,  as  if  aware  by  instiiK^t  of 
what  was  going  forwards,  having  gained  a 
sufficient  altitude,  careered  away  before  the 
wind. 
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"  Fly  them !"  cried  Andrea. — ^In  an  instant  the 
men  dipped  the  leather  jesses  from  the  legs  of 
thdr&lcoDS,  and  onward  like  lightning  darted 
the  impatient  birds. 

The  heron  wheeled  around  to  ascertain  in  what 
direction  his  enemies  were  approaching ;  but  the 
vell«trained  fidcons  soared  high  above  him,  and| 
'*  waiting  on/'  prepared  to  ''  stoop/'— Down 
came  (me  like  a  shooting  star,  aiming  at  the  head 
of  the  huge  quarry ;  but  the  wary  heron  eluded 
die  stroke  by  suddenly  turning  his  long  neck 
Qoder  his  wing.  Another  followed  up  the  attack, 
but  here  the  old  marsh-bird  had  the  advantage, 
fcr,  raising  his  sharp  beak  as  his  enemy 
stooped,  he  pierced  him  through  the  bosom,  and 
die  fiJccm,  with  a  sharp  ciy,  fell  lifeless  to  the 
ground. 

"  Perditicm  on  the  fellow !"  cried  Andrea ; 
*'  he  has  killed  my  favourite  Leda." 

The  remaining  and  largest  hawks  now  came 
on  together ;  the  heron  evinced  no  fear,  but  con« 
tioued  almost  stationary,    flapping  his  broad 
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extended  wings.  But  his  efforts  to  receive  his 
enemies  on  his  beak,  or  to  shield  his  head,  were 
unavailing:  they  struck  him;  or,  to  use  the 
language  of  falconry,  he  W9s  "  bound."  In  a 
minute  the  falconsdeprived  him  of  his  eyes,  and  the 
huge  bird  fell  fluttering  round  and  round  through 
the  air,  and  splashed  into  the  stream  beneath. 

The  royal  party  spurred  to  the  spot,  while 
acclamations  and  shouts  evinced  how  highly  they 
enjoyed  the  sport. 

We  forbear  giving  a  further  description  of  the 
diversions  of  the  morning.  Some  hours  passed; 
they  had  arrived  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the 
lake  Avemo,  and  were  contemplating  from  its 
southern  bank  that  famous  sheet  of  water,  when 
suddenly  an  arrow  whistled  close  by  Prince 
Andrea;  it  grazed  his  ear,  but  did  no  further 
injury.  All  started ;  but  whence  the  shaft  came 
they  were  totally  ignorant  The  wood  was  too 
remote  for  an  arrow  to  reach  them  from  that 
quarter ;  but  about  fifty  paces  towards  their  left 
stood  the  ruins  of  i&  temple  dedicated  in  ancient 
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(hj5  to  Proserpine.  They  had  no  time  for  con- 
sideratioD ;  ere  they  had  communicated  to  each 
other  their  apprehensions,  a  multitude  of  men, 
anned  with  pikes  and  swords,  issued  from  beneath 
the  low  arch  of  the  ruin.  At  the  same  time, 
another  party  of  a  similar  appearance,  was  seen 
adTandng  in  an  opposite  direction. 

Great  were  the  surprise  and  consternation  of 
Prince  Andrea  and  his  train,  thus  suddenly 
snnouDded  by  these  savage-looking  men. — It 
was  evident  their  intent  was  hostile,  and  that 
Andrea  was  the  object  of  their  resentment.  True, 
the  royal  party  was  thirty  in  number,  but  of  these 
twelve  onty  were  armed  with  swords,  the  rest 
being  ladies,  pages,  and  falconers.  Moreover,  the 
malcontents,  assassins,  or  whatever  they  were, 
had  sleel  caps  and  jackets,  while  the  courtiers 
were  arrayed  in  their  thin  sporting  doublets. 
Nevertheless,  they  formed  around  the  Prince, 
and  placing  the  ladies  in  the  centre,  as  the  situ- 
ation least  exposed  to  danger,  prepared  to  receive 
their  mysterious  enemies. 
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The  ru£5aiis  advanced  with  levelled  pikes,  and 
drawn  swords.  He  who  seemed  to  be  their 
leader,  the  identical  roan  with  whom  Durazzo 
had  held  the  conference  in  the  defile  near  Poz- 
znolo,  checked  their  progress  for  a  minute,  and 
cried  aloud : — 

"  In  the  name  of  the  citizens  of  Naples,  and 
all  those  who  sorely  grieve  at  the  ill  government 
of  this  realm,'  and  are  impatient  at  the  usurped 
sway  of  the  base  Hungarians,  we  call  upon  ye^ 
fair  sirs,  to  deliver  into  our  hands  the  weak  and 
vile  Prince  Andreasso.  We  make  this  proposal 
from  a  wish  to  spare  effusion  of  blood.  But, 
look  ye,  Sign6ri,  if  ye  refuse  to  do  our  bidding, 
then,  our  Ladye  assoil  your  souls !  we  will  kill 
ye  all  even  to  a  man.'* 

The  Courtiers  were  astonished  and  thunder- 
struck at  the  audacity  of  the  speaker,  and  Andrea 
shook  through  every  joint  and  limb.  They  were 
convinced  that  the  attack  had  been  preconcerted 
by  some  disaffected  baron,  or  traitorous  citizen 
previously  acquainted  with  their  intended  route. 
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To  irbat  measure  could  they  resort  ?  many  pre- 
sent, it  is  certain^  were  faithful  to  Prince  Andrear 
and  eren  those  who,  we  know,  had  employed  the 
raffians,  were  obliged  from  motives  of  policy,  to 
ooonterfeit  rage  and  indignation. 

All,  therefore,  unanimously  agreed  to  defend 
Andrea  to  the  last  The  pages  were  ordered  to 
stand  dose  around  the  Queen  and  her  female 
companiuiis;  the  falconers  to  grasp  their  sporting 
knives;  while  the  courtiers,  reining  in  their 
steeds,  and  drawing  their  long  swords,  formed 
the  outer  circle  of  the  little  body. 

The  ruffians,  perceiving  that  the  royal  party 
xefosed  to  deliver  up  Prince  Andrea,  and  enraged 
at  their  determined  aspect,  rushed  towards  them 
furiously  shouting : — "  Down  with  the  Hunga- 
tians!  kmg  life  to  Queen  Joanna!  perish  her 
onworthy  consort  1  death,  death  to  Andreasso !" 

The  horses  of  the  Italian  nobles  did  not  swerve, 
bat  boldly  presented  their  unbarbed  bosoms  to  the 
rasking  pikes.  The  Duke  of  Durazzo,  however, 
unacoountably  broke  his  sword,  during  the  first 
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onset ;  and  the  Chamberlain  Artus,  although  no 
one  witnessed  the  blow,  was  unhorsed.  On  the 
other  hand,  the  ftiithful  High  Constable,  Boc- 
caccio, and  even  the  Prince  himself,  fought  va- 
liantly. They  dispatched  six  of  the  villains 
with  their  own  hands,  while  many  were  trampled 
to  death  by  their  curvetting  steeds. 

Yet  what  could  a  dozen  swords  achieve  against 
a  host?    for  the^  assailants    now  amounted  to 
at  least  a  hundred  men.     Still  the  cry  was — 
"  Death  to  Andreasso !  the  Queen  shall  have  a 
nobler  mate!  kill,  kill  Andreasso !" 

The  courtiers  were  hemmed  in — borne  back 
— some  of  them  were  wounded,  while  the 
greater  number  of  the  falconers  and  pages  were 
slain. 

Thus  stood  the  fearful  skirmish ;  it  wa<«  indeed 
a  deplorable  conclusion  to  their  peaceful  sport 
of  hawking.  The  fate  of  the  Prince  and  the 
nobles  appeared  inevitable.  Even  the  Duke  of 
Durazzo,  the  mover  and  instigator  of  the  whole, 
feigned  the  utmost  alarm,  while  the  pages  could 
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scarcely  support  the  shrieking  ladies  on  their 


Hark!  a  bugle  rings  from  the  neighbouring 
TiUey!  the  despairing  Cavaliers  eagerly  cast 
tlidr  eyes  in  the  direction  of  the  sound.  Again 
hUl  and  dell  echoed  the  martial  blast.  It  was 
&  troop  of  horsemen,  and  they  were  rapidly 
approaching  to  the  assistance  of  the  oppressed 
pwty. 

Andrea,  and  those  of  his  Courtiers  even  who 
were  unfidthful,  shouted,  and  the  advancing 
boreemen  answered  with  loud  cheers. — ^They 
were  English  Adventurers — ^those  bold  troopers 
ID  a  foreign  land,  who,  although  they  fought  for 
any  State  that  had  gold  to  offer  them,  and  too 
frequently  spread  around  them  devastation  and 
terror,  were  distinguished  at  times  by  actions  of 
gallantcy  and  honour.  Passing  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood, they  had  recognised  the  Royal  party, 
a&d,atthe  same  time,  had  perceived  their  perilous 
stnation. 
On,  on,  the  horsemen  spurred ! — ^it  was  an 
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exciting  spectacle — ^theirpennons  werestreamiog^ 
their  lances  were  in  the  rest — ^their  cause  was  a 
high,  ft  glorious  one — ^they  were  coming  to  trample 
down  villains  and  traitors,  and  to  save  a  beautiful 
Queen,  and  her  Consort  from  destruction. 

*'  Prince  Andrea  to  the  rescue !  a  Courtenay  ! 
a  Courtenay  !*'  swelled  on  the  air,  as  the  fiery 
Adventurers  ascended  the  hilL  A  minute  more, 
their  visors  were  closed,  their  lances  were 
flung  forwards,  and  they  charged  the  band  of 
miscreants. 

The  shock  of  these  skilful  soldiers  could  not 
be  resisted  by  the  robbers  of  the  Terra  di  Lavoro. 
In  vain  they  swayed  their  swords,  in  vain  they 
levelled  their  pikes.  A  few  desperate  spirits, 
with  their  gigantic  leader,  made  a  momentary 
stand,  but  the  former  were  soon  hewn  down, 
and  the  latter  engaging  the  Condottiero,  or 
Captain  himself,  fell  by  the  hand  of  the  brave 
Englishman.  Di  Loria  did  not  die  before  he 
had  showered  curses  upon  Durazzo;  yet  the^ 
circumstance  excited  no  suspicion,  for  the  Royal 
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Duke  might  be  considered  one  of  his  chief 
enemies ;  more  especially  as  Durazzo,  with  an 
^peaninoe  of  great  indignation,  plunged  his 
da^er  into  the  heart  of  the  dying  robber. 

So  speedy  had  been  the  discomfiture  of  the  ma« 
laodeiay  who  now  strove  to  save  themselves  by 
a  precipitate  flight,  that  Andrea  and  his  Courtiers 
were  scarcely  able  to  credit  the  scene  they 
beheld.  Three  persons  only  felt  chagrin  at  the 
£ulare  of  their  plan  for  dispatching  the  Prince ; 
but  they  consoled  themselves  with  the  hope  of 
fatare  succesB.  Even  the  past  skirmish,  although 
its  ofaject  had  been  defeated,  might  serve  to  excite 
sospicum  against  Joanna ;  for  all  the  surviving 
robbers,  they  well  knew,  imagined  that  they  had 
been  employed  by  the  Queen.  Durazzo's  calcula- 
tions, it  must  be  remembered,  ever  tended  to  one 
point;  if  Andrea  were  assassinated,  and  the 
Queen  condemned  for  the  murder,  he  and  his  wife 
Maria,  by  right  of  succession,  would  sit  on  the 
throne  of  Naples, 

But  where  was  the  gallant  English  Captain, 


102  THE  ATTACK. 

Walter  Coartenay  1  he  returned  with  his  troop 
from  the  pursuit  of  the  miscreants ;  the  Neapo- 
litan nobles  crowded  around  him,  and  the  Queen 
and  Amalia  came  forward  to  express  their 
gratitude. 

The  Englishman  was  a  tall  athletic  man ;  he 
was  sheathed  from  head  to  heel,  in  plate  armour ; 
on  his  surcoat  was  emblazoned  a  stag  in  a  field 
of  gold,  and  his  polished  cuirass  bore  the  dints 
of  many  a  former  conflict 

The  High  Constable  wrung  his  gauntletted 
hand,  and  Prince  Andrea  hung  around  his  neck 
a  massy  chain  of  gold.  The  soldier's  visor  was 
closed,  but  when  the  Queen  and  Amalia  advanced, 
he  was  bound  in  courtesy  to  raise  it.  Courtenay, 
then,  lifted  his  eventaille;  he  even  unclasped 
the  brace  of  silver  which,  passing  under  his 
chin,  confined  his  helmet  With  bare  head,  the 
Captain  bowed  low  and  gracefully  to  the  Queen 
and  her  beautiful  companion.  He  was  in  the 
proud  vigour  of  manhood.  All  present  admired 
the  elegance  of  his  manner,  as  well  as  the  classic 
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oaaloar,  and  noble  expression  of  his  countenance. 
The  bhtthing  Amalia  alone  shrank  back,  and 
httSj  covered  her  face  with  her  veil. 

But  the  English  Captain  now  turned  deadly 
pk;  the  annour  beneath  his  surcoat  streamed 
with  blood,  a  circumstance  unperceived  before  by 
tlie  Neapolitan  Nobles.  He  had  exerted  his 
almost  in  the  action  of  gallantry  just  recited. 
He  dropped  his  plumed  head-piece — staggered 
t  few  paces,  and  sank  senseless  upon  the  ground. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

THB  BNOLIBH  CAPTAIN. 

•^  For  UiA  loTe  of  God  ft  8ui{;eon !" 

Shaktpwr^i  Twdfik  Night, 

"  Place  him  on  that  couch. — Now  gently,  fair 
friends,  gently  unlace  his  armour. — Open  yon 
window,  Page;  the  cool  air  will  revive  him. 
— Thou  hast  sent,  De  Baux,  to  Pozzuolo,  for 
the  skilful  Chirurgeon:  would  to  Heaven  he 
were  arrived!  but,  in  the  mean  time,  let  us 
perform  all  that  lies  in  our  power  for  the  restora- 
tion of  the  wounded  soldier." 

Thus  spoke  Queen  Joanna,  as  the  troopers 
bore  Walter  Courtenay  upon  a  litter  into 
the  hall  of  the  Villa  at  Baiae.  He  was  in 
truth,  severely  wounded;  but  his  exhaustion, 
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it  wttt  eridenty  proceeded  from  loes  of  blood. 
Several  Courtiers  present  exhibited  dints  and 
wemn,  tokens  of  the  recent  fight;  but  none  like 
Um  were  disabled.  His  armour  was  soon 
ieaM>Ted»  and  he  remained  in  his  gambeson  and 
silk  hose. 

The  gratitude  which  we  feel  towards  a  fellow 
bttng  fat  the  performance  of  a  beneficial  action/ 
is  rendered  doubly  deep  when  he  happens  to  be 
a  auflferer  thereby.  This  observation,  howeveri 
relates  to  noble  and  generous  minds.  Selfish 
and  calqilating  men  reckon  only  to  the  extent  of 
the  &yoar»  without  considering  the  means  or  loss 
of  him  who  has  conferred  it. 

The  sense  of  gn^titude^  then,  in  Joanna's 
boaom,  towards  him  who  had  saved  her  hus- 
band's life  at  the  cost»  perhaps,  of  his  own,  was 
as  lively  as  her  spirit  was  noble.  She  gazed 
with  the  deepest  anxiety  on  the  pallid  counte- 
nance of  Courtenay.  His  eyes  were  closed ; 
his  hands  drooped  listlesslyi  and  his  breathing 
scarcely  perceivable.    Amdlia  hung  trem* 
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blingly  on  the  Queen's  arm.  The  youthful 
Maiden's  face  was  now  pale ;  and  now,  as  she 
glanced  timidly  towards  the  wounded  soldier, 
her  cheek  was  suffused  with  the  heart's  eloquent 
blood,  and  a  tear  perhaps  of  pity,  perhaps  of 
first  awakened  love,  glistened  on  her  dark 
lashes. 

Every  one  in  the  hall,  not  excepting  the 
Conspirators  themselves,  who  acted  from  pru- 
dential motives,  evinced  the  utmost  interest  in 
Courtenay's  fate.  The  High  Constable  endea* 
voured  to  stanch  the  blood  which  still  flowed  from 
his  wound.  Charles  Artus  chafed  his  hands; 
andDurazzo,  wishing  him  the  while  for  thwarting 
his  plans,  in  the  bottomless  pit,  poured  into  his 
mouth  some  strong  cordial. 

Prince  Andrea,  however,  stood  aloof,  walking 
sedately  up  and  down.  Like  all  craven-hearted 
men,  while  his  own  life  was  in  danger,  he  little 

regarded  the  doom  which  menaced  another 

''  That  English  Captain,"  he  thought  to  himself, 
''  has  for  the  present  averted  the  blow ;  but  may 
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not  tlfte  aasaamn's  knife  reach  me  to-morrow  1 — 
who  if  tbe  assassin  ? — ^by  the  fiends !  who  hath 
pcomoted  this  hellish  deed ! — '*  He  ground  his 
teeth,  and  clenched  his  fists — *'  I  am  surrounded 
bjr  traitors— ^ever  shall  I  reign  in  safety^  until 
erery  office  is  filled  by  Hungarians — Oh  I  for  a 
dagger  to  stab  erery  Neapolitan  baron  !*' 

The  fiiint  tinkle  of  a  bell  was  now  heard  pro- 
ceeding from  a  distant  corridor ;  and  the  Ushers 
announced  that  Father  Robert  was  approaching. 
The  Friai  had  been  informed  that  a  brave  Cavalier 
was  dying  in  the  hall ;  and  although,  in  the  very 
act  of  performing  penance,  kneeling  with  his 
back  bare  on  which  Forester  heavily  laid  the 
lash,  the  holy  man  girt  up  his  loins,  and  was 
Cut  advancbg  to  give  ghostly  comfort  to  the 
sufferer,  and  administer  extreme  unction. 

All  made  way  for  the  bare-footed  Friar ;  he 
was  preceded  by  a  boy  clad  in  white  vestments, 
bearing  an  ivory  cross,  and  a  cruse  of  oil.  Two 
other  youths,  in  similar  attire,  followed  him,  with 
lighted  tapers  in  their  hands.     At  a  respectful 
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distance,  also  appeared  Forester ;  he  was  anxioas 
to  catch  a  glimpse  of  the  wounded  Captaiui  his 
countryman  y  yet  fearedi  at  the  same  time,  he 
might  recognise  one  to  whom  formerly  he  had 
played  the  knave. 

"  My  son  !'*  began  Friar  Robert,  in  a  deep 
and  solemn  tone,  waving  back  those  who  intruded 
too  near :  "  If  thou  hast  any  weighty  sin  to 
confess,  make  no  delay,  for  the  sands  of  thy 
life  are  nearly  exhausted ;  and  thy  soul,  it  is 
evident,  will  soon  quit  its  tabernacle  of  clay/* 

Courtenay  languidly  opened  his  eyes :  he  did 
not  repulse  the  churchman,  for  rarely,  in  those 
days  of  Catholic  zeal,  was  the  high-bom  soldier 
found  without  a  sense  of  religion,  and  a  reverence 
for  divine  things. 

"  Look,  oh,  my  son  !**  continued  the  Friar, 
"  on  this  blessed  cross ;  despond  not  on  account 
of  thy  transgressions — Omnibus  est  mtsericordia, 
mercy  reacheth  unto  all. — Confess,  my  son ! 
confess ! — ^yonder  unholy  men  cannot  overhear 
thee." 
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Coorteiiay  dasped  his  hands,  and  appeared  in 


**  Even  I,  my  son,  who  have  kept  aloof  from 
the  Tanities  of  the  world ;  who  have  never  looked 
span  the  tempter,  woman;  who  have  lived  for 
fcftjr  years  on  little  besides  roots  and  water; 
who  have  daily  with  stripes  lacerated  my  own 

flesh;  eyen  I  have  sins  to  answer  for ^Tell  me, 

hast  thou  been  a  reveller  in  wine  and  strong 
dfink  1  hast  thou  robbed  another  of  his  goods  1 
and,  noore  than  all,  hast  thou  ever  spoken 
disiesx^ectfully  of  the  Church,  or  injured  her 


•• 


Tbe  Cavalier  groaned,   but  was  unable  to 


"  Thou  may  est  have  committed  all  these  crimes: 

and  from  that  heavy  groan,  I  conclude  it  is  the 

Yet,  oh,  my  son !  if  thou  art  penitent,  I 

absolve  thee ;  and,  by  the  aid  of  the  blessed 

« Saints,  thou  shall  not  remain  long  in  purgatory." 

"  I  thank  thee,  holy  Father  !*'  faintly  sighed 

Coortenay. 
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"  Yes,  for  six  long  monthB,  twelve  candles 
shall  bum  before  the  shrine  of  the  Madonna  del 
Delore,  and  masses  shall  be  said  in  dty  and 
town  for  the  weal  of  thy  soul." 

The  soldier  faintly  murmured  '*  Amen!*'  placed 
his  hand  upon  his  heart,  and  relapsed  into  a  state 
of  complete  insensibility. 

"  He  is  dying !"  ejaculated  the  Friar. 

"  Dying  ?'*  cried  Joanna,  who  overheard  the 
Father's  last  words.  She  clasped  her  hands, 
while  Amalia  stood  by  her  side,  pale  and  motion- 
less as  a  statue. 

"  Boy,  give  me  the  holy  oil;"  continued  Ro- 
bert ;  "  that  I  may  anoint  the  expiring  sinner. — 
Advance  the  tapers,  and  raise  the  cross  over 
him !" 

The  Father  commenced  that  last  and  solemn 
rite  enjoined  by  the  Romish  Church— extreme 
unction.  But  now  a  movement  was  made  in  the 
vestibule  without,  and  cries  of  the  "  Chirurgeon  !** 
were  heard. 

The  man  of  physic  indeed  made  his  appearance. 
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He  i^proadied  his  patient  with  an  air  of  extreme 
(laTity  and  self-importance.  He  was  a  Jew  of 
German  descent,  a  brother  of  our  Mend  Solomon 
of  'Safies ;  and  as  the  latter  was  renowned  for 
his  wealth,  so  had  the  former  become  famous  for 
Us  skill  in  the  medical  art.  The  Jews,  in  the 
age  of  which  we  write,  were  celebrated  for  their 
knowledge  of  Pharmacy ;  and  they  possessed, 
say  old  chroniclers,  many  secrets  connected  with 
inedirinal  herbs,  and  carious  drugs  for  the  healing 
of  wounds,  which  they  never  revealed  to  the 
Christians. 

Ben  Jacob,  for  such  was  the  name  of  the 

Chirurgeon,  stood  by  the  side  of  Friar  Bobert, 

as  grave  as  he,  and  as  full  of  self-consequence. 

"  Oh !    Friar !    whom  heathens  call  holy  ;^ 

exclaimed  Ben  Jacob,    speaking  more  boldly 

than  members  of  his  despised  race  in  general 

dared  to    do — "  Suspend  thine  anointing  one 

little  moment  that  I  may  examine  the  dying 

nan." 

The  Father  drew  back  with  his  cruse  of  oil, 
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malignantly  scowling  on  lum  who  presmned  to 
interrupt  him  in  his  duty. 

The  doctor  solemnly  jdaced  on  the  huge  bridge 
of  his  nose,  a  pair  of  those  mstruments  which 
had  just  been  invented  by  Spina,  of  Pisa,  and 
afterwards  denominated  spectacles;  then  tucking 
up  his  gaberdine,  he  felt  the  soldier's  wiist,  and 
the  pulsations  of  his  heart 

'*  None  here ;''  he  murmured  in  a  tone  loud 
enough  to  be  heard  by  those  around.  **  Holy- 
Moses  !  no  stroke  here  either :  all  is  still. — Goliah 
of  Gath  was  not  more  surely  slain  by  the  strip- 
ling David.  Illustrious  Gentiles!  it  is  my  mourn- 
iul  duty  to  inform  ye  that  the  brave  soldier  is 
dead !" 

"  Dead  Y*  exclaimed  all  in  a  breath. 

"  Why  marvel  ye  ?"  continued  the  Jew ;  "  he 
is  dead,  I  say — quite  dead." 

Exclamations  of  sorrow  arose  through  the  hall ; 
many  mourned  for  the  unfortunate  Englishman ; 
but  none  felt  so  deeply,  so  sincerely,  as  Joanna 
and  her  fair  companion.    In  rescuing  them,  he 
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bad  lost  Iiis  oim  life ;  and  so  handsome,  so  young, 
80  bravsi— Joanna  sighed,  and  Amalia  turned 
away  to  conceal  her  tears. 

"  Let  us  remove  the  body :"  said  the  High 
Constable,  as  he  advanced  with  Raimond  de 
Baox — "  Our  noble  preserver  shall  have,  at 
least,  a  befitting  interment." 

"  Not  so  fast,  I  do  beseech  ye !"  exclaimed 
Ben  Jacob,  thrusting  himself  between  them,  and 
the  prostrate  soldier.  "  Although  I  am  no  Elisha 
to  revive  the  dead,  yet  peradventure  the  spirit 
lingering  like  a  sun-beam  in  the  air,  or  as  the 
quiverii^  flame  of  yonder  taper  about  to  go  out ; 
the  spirit  may,  I  say,  by  my  art  and  simples,  re- 
tom  to  the  body  it  had  all  but  forsaken.  Yes, 
Signdri,  we  will  try ;  and  let  us  call  on  no  saints, 
but  the  God  of  Moses  to  assist  us !" 

The  quaint  old  doctor,  hereupon,  took  a  small 
flask  from  his  pouch,  and,  emptying  a  little  of 
the  white  powder  which  it  contained,  into  his 
pahn,  commenced  briskly  rubbing  his  hands.  A 
powerful  odour  was  produced,  which  caused 
tereral  around  him  to  sneeze.    He  then  placed 
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both  his  hands  to  the  soldier's  nostrils,  and  ordered 
one  of  the  boys  in  white  yestments  to  apply  cold 
water  to  his  forehead. 

Whether  Ben  Jacob  really  believed  that 
Courtenay  was  no  morOi  when  he  announced  the 
fact :  or  whether  he  had  stated  the  worst  in  order 
to  advance  his  fame  should  he  perform  a  cure, 
we  pretend  not  to  decide.  But  certain  it  was 
that  the  pungent  powder  seemed  likely  to  revive 
the  patient,  or,  according  to  Ben  Jacob,  to  recall 
the  spirit  which  might  still  linger  upon  the 
threshold  of  mortality. 

"  More  water!  my  boy !»  cried  the  Chirurgeon ; 
"  spare  not  the  cheap  water — more  powder 
too; — so,  it  is  very  strong. — Ah  J  did  he  not 
sigh  1  yes,  methinks,  his  heart  begins  to  beat — 
Holy  Abraham !  life  is  returning !» 

"  He  lives !  the  Captain  lives !"  echoed  from 
all  around. 

"  Blessed  be  the  Chirurgeon !"  cried  the  High 
Constable :  and  "  glory  to  God!"  was  responded 
by  the  delighted  Joanna,  and  Amalia. 

Courtenay,  in  truth,  had  suffered  only  a  long 
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and  severe  fiEunting  fit,  caused  by  loss  of  blood, — 
Ben  Jacob,  as  we  have  already  hinted,  might 
have  been  acquainted  with  his  real  state  at  the 
b^bning,  and  had  resorted  to  means  safBdently 
simple  to  arouse  him  from  that  sjmcope  which  so 
much  resembled  death. 

The  English  Captain  sat  up,  and  a  faint  smile 
brightened  his  countenance,  as  he  viewed  so 
Hiany  anxious  faces  bent  upon  him ;  but  his  eye 
sought  one  fair  being  among  the  crowd — ^it  rested 
upon  Amalia. 

"  Now,  holy  Father !"  cried  the  Jew  exul- 
tingly;  '*  we  will  dispense  with  your  crosses, 
your  oils,  and  your  candles — all  very  well  in 
their  place. — ^I  did  confess,  illustrious  Gentiles ! 
that  I  was  no  Elisha ;  yet,  by  my  powder  the 
taper  of  life  once  more  is  iUumed.  Yes,  this 
powder  is  what  Galen  andHippocrates  themselves 
never  discovered :  its  virtue  is  most  prodigious, 
as  ye  all  this  day  have  witnessed;  I  made  it 
under  the  configuration  of  certain  planets ;  and 
oh !  believe  me,  it  is  nearly  as  efiicacious  as  that 
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brazen  serpent  which  Moses  once  set  up  in  tlie 
Wilderness  to  heal  our  afflicted  people." 

*  Yes,  good  Ben  Jacob,''  said  the  High  Cons- 
table, who,  tinctured  with  the  credulity  of  the 
times,  almost  believed  what  the  Jew  asserted. 
"  Thy  powder  is  worth  all  the  ducats  that  thy 
rich  brother  Solomon  possesses.'* 

"  It  is  indeed,  most  sage  gentile— Solomcm 
may  build  ships,  and  fill  lus  coffers  with  gold*^— 
all  very  well — but  mine  is  a  more  noble  occa* 
pation ;  I  save  lives ;  and  were  all  his  bezants 
melted  into  one  golden  calf,  I  would  not 
give  in  exchange  for  it  this  most  wonderful 
powder/' 

In  descanting  upon  the  virtues  of  his  panacea, 
the  renowned  physician  had  almost  forgotten  his 
patient;  but  now  turning  to  Courtenay,  he 
carefully  bound  up  his  wound,  and  issued  his 
directions. 

''  He  must  be  removed,  my  honoured  fiiends, 
to  a  quiet  room :  let  no  brother  soldier  talk  to 
him  about  battles,  since  such  discourse  would 
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ezdte  his  spirit,  which  must  be  kept  very  calm. 
I  win  in  a  brief  time,  send  him  some  lotions  and 
simples ;  and  now,  your  high  Eccellenzas — **  he 
aud,  bowing  to  Andrea  and  the  Queen ;  ''  and 
je,  illustrious  Grentiles !  fiirewell !  and  the  God  of 
Moses  bless  ye  !*" 

The  doctor  took  his  spectacles  from  his  nose, 
grasped  his  staff,  and  quitted  the  hall.  He  was 
followed  by  the  blessings  of  many  in  that  royal 
Villa;  for  Ben  Jacob,  unlike  his  selfish  and 
aTiricious  brother  Solomon,  possessed  great 
benevolence  of  heart,  and  was  respected  and 
bekved  by  all  who  knew  him. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

THE   ftOTAL   BOUDOIR. 

'*  Too  aeon  in  woman  Loye  hii  power  betnji, 
The  pendye  brow,  the  restlen  teufol  gate ; 
The  abient  air,  the  frequent  bunting  iigh» 
The  blush  reyealing  what  the  lipt  denj." 

A  FEW  days  had  elapsed  from  the  date  of  the 
scene  we  have  just  described.  Queen  Joanna 
and  Amalia  were  alone  in  their  camerella.  The 
little  room  was  hung  with  superb  tapestry,  and 
tastefully  garnished.  Here,  on  a  white  marble 
slab,  lay  several  scrolls  of  parchment,  on  which 
were  copied,  in  the  illuminated  manner  of  the 
period,  some  of  the  latest  sonnets  of  Petrarch : 
there,  in  a  gold  cage,  covered  with  roses,  like  a 
Uving  rose  itself,  sang  a  beautifully  plumaged  bird 
from  the  spicy  groves  of  India ;  while  in  a  recess 
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were  seen  an  embroidery  frame,  and  a  pearl- 
inlaid  dtbera  or  lute. 

The  ladies  sat  at  a  table  covered  with  cloth  of 
gold.  Before  Amalia  was  placed  a  bunch  of 
flowers,  the  colour^  of  which  she  was  teaching 
her  paper  to  emulate.  Joanna  was  engaged  in 
perusing  her  favourite  volume,  Dante's  Divina 
Commedia. 

A  smile  was  diffused  over  Adialia's  sunny 
featnres,  as  she  bent  her  ivory  neck  in  the  atti- 
tude required  by  painting.  Like  her  flowers  she 
vs^  gay«  blooming,  innocent :  one  of  those  fair 
creatures  who  seem  formed  for  prosperity  and 
joy;  who  feeling  their  own  hearts  light  and 
guileless,  fimcy  others  must  be  the  same ;  who 
reflect  with  no  pain  on  the  past,  and  anticipate 
the  future  with  no  anxiety ;  and  to  whom  sorrow 
and  care  are  known  only  in  words. 

Joanna's  countenance  indicated  widely  dis- 
asular  thoughts,  and  a  &r  different  disposition. 
On  her  brow  was  pourtrayed  dignity  approxi- 
mating to  pride,  and  her  features  expressed  a 
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more  than  feminine  depth  of  thought  One 
snowy  hand  lay  listlessly  on  the  table,  and 
the  other,  as  it  supported  her  head,  was  con* 
cealed  amidst  her  golden  ringlets.  Now  she 
appeared  wholly  wrapt  in  the  perusal  of  the 
volume  above  mentioned ;  now  from  the  tear  that 
trembled  on  her  dark  eye  lash,  and  from  her 
deeply-drawn  sigh,  her  thoughts  seemed  wan- 
dering far  away.  Yes,  much  as  she  endeavoured 
to  conquer  her  lingering  passion ;  much  as  she 
strove  to  listen  to  the  dictates  of  virtue  and 
prudence,  Joanna  was  unable  to  blot  out  from 
her  mind  the  image  of  Louis. 

"  Where  is  he  now  I"  she  thought ;  *'  Perhaps 
he  is  alone — sorrowful ;  perhaps  he  is  upbraiding 
me  for  having  banished  him  from  my  presence. 
Have  I  acted  harshly  towards  himi — no,  too 
fondly  pleading  heart,  be  still !  my  vow  is  re- 
gistered in  Heaven :  I  am  the  wife  of  another  l^ 
She  closed  the  volume,  and  sank  back  into  her 
chair,  while  fresh  tears  sprang  to  her  eyes. 

Was  Love  designed  to  promote  man's  welfare 
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and  happiness  1  or  is  it  implanted  in  our  bosoms 
as  a  scourge  for  our  crimes  1  raising  so  frequently 
hopes  that  can  nerer  be  realized,  wishes  that  can 
neyer  be  gratified.  Oh  !  Love !  to  some  what  a 
nectareous  stream  thou  art !  to  others  what  a 
fouivtain  of  bitterness !  Now  thou  appearest  in 
sunshine  and  smiles ;  now  in  gloom  and  tears.  In 
thy  hands  are  the  cups  of  gratification  and  dis- 
appointment. With  thee  there  is  no  moral  me- 
dium ;  thou  dost  bring  us  supreme  bliss,  or  dost 
render  us  utterly  wretched. 

"  My  dearest  Joanna,"  said  Amalia,  for  the 
Queen  had  desired  her  companion,  when  in 
private,  to  address  her  by  her  plain  name; 
"  Wherefore  are  you  so  dejected,  and  ill  at 
ease?  your  husband  has  escaped  unwounded 
fiom  the  late  disaster,  and  is  blithe  as  ever :  the 
English  Captain,  also,  is  fest  recovering.'' 

Joanna  was  silent. 

"  I  do  believe,"  continued  the  frank  girl,  as 
she  stooped  to  prosecute  her  painting;  "  I  do 
hdieve  that  the  books  over  which  you  so  fondly 
pore,  imbue  your  mind  with  sadness.    For  my 
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I 

part,  although  my  good  father  engaged  Paduan 
doctors  to  teach  me  the  mysteries  of  the  schools, 
and  to  make  me,  as  he  thought,  another  Novella*^. 
I  confess  I  am  no  learned  clerk :  nor  do  I  wish 
— the  Madonna  help  me !  I  have  miscobured  this 
flower— do  I  wish  to  become  deeply  versed  in 
worldly  wisdom,  if  the  result  must  be  constant 
reflection,  and  moody  sorrow,** 

"  Thou  dost  mistake  altogether  the  cause  of 
my  dejection :"  said  the  Queen. 

'^  Ah !  do  you  grieve  for — '*  Amalia  checked 
herself,  and  arising  from  her  seat,  threw  her 
arms  around  Joanna's  neck. — "  Yes,  I  feel  for 
you — I  sympathise  with  you— -I  do  believe  that 
you  love  each  other  sincerely ;  but  wherefore 
did  you  send  him  away  1" 

"  Asks  Amalia  such  a  question  ?  hath  not  fate 
placed  an  insurmountable  barrier  between  us  Y* 

"  This  may  be,"  replied  IiOuis*s  sister ;  "  yet 
methinks,   it  would  be  some  consolation  to  you 

•  The  Aspasia  of  modem  Italy :  she  delivered  lectures  in 
the  UiUTersitj  of  Bologna,  on  philoiophy  and  jnriiprudence. 
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both,  to  meet  at  times — ^to  see  each  other — ^to  be 
near  each  other." 

"  Alas !  my  poor  girl !  thoa  art  not  yet  ac- 
quainted with  the  heartless,  the  calumniating 
vorlcL" 

**  For  example ;  Petrarch  and  Laura  in  the 
north  ;*  continued  Amalia ;  "  whose  names  are 
so  celebrated;  their  love  much  resembles  yours 
and  my  brother's:  yet  they  have  not  bidden 
adieu  to  each  other — ^the  world  asperses  not 
Laura's  fame ;  nor  is  her  husband,  it  is  sidd, 
arerae  to  their  platonic  attachment." 

**  But  thou  dost  forget,  sweet  girl,  that  Pe- 
trarch is  a  poet,  and  poets  have  ever  been  privi- 
leged bongs  from  Homer  downwards.  He  sings 
Laura's  praises  in  verses  that  will  never  die — 
just  like  our  Boccaccio  here,  who  daily  pours 
fiirth  an  impassioned  sonnet  to  Maria  of  Sicily. 
But  Louis's  pen  is  his  sword,  and  his  lyre  the 
tnunpet  of  war.  Besides,  my  situation  as  Queen 
of  this  realm,  forbids  my  encouraging  such  a 
platonic  lover.    I  am  exposed  to  all  eyes,  and 
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liable  to  the  censure  of  every  tongue.  No,  what- 
ever may  be  my  sufferings,  I  am  fully  persuaded 
that  both  Louis  and  myself  have  acted  rightly 
in  parting  for  ever." 

''  I  admire  your  strength  of  mind,  and  virtuoos 
principles/'  said  Amalia,  as  she  resumed  her 
occupation ;  "  Heaven  will  reward  you  for  your 
upright  conduct  At  the  worst  you  have  but 
loved  in  vain;  and  strange  as  my  opinion  may 
seem,  I  will  say  that  it  is  better  to  love  hope* 
lessly,  than  never  to  love  at  all." 

"  Dost  thou  think  so,  girl  ?  I  wish  thou  couldst 
prove  the  truth  of  thy  assertion." 

''  Although  I  have  read  little,  I  have  thought 
much,  dear  Joanna ; — ^how  cold,  how  stagnant, 
then,  is  that  bt  which  is  unwarmed,  and  un* 
breathed  upon  by  love !  and  such  a  lot  is  mine. 
I  love,  it  IB  true,  all  my  relations  and  friends, 
but  have  never  known  that  glowing  passion 
which  poets  describe,  and  whose  flame  is  kindled 
by  one  object  alone.  Oh  I  how  often  have  I 
wished  that  one  of  the  many  gay  cavaliers  that 
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freqoesBl  our  Court,  could  thaw  the  ioe  of  my 
boaom.  But  no,  the  pleasure  or  pain  of  loye 
seems  to  be  denied  to  my  nature.* 

"  Be  not  too  confident  of  this :"  observed  Jo- 
anna, vho  was  glad  to  Ughten  for  a  nioinent  her 
own  aooows,  by  rallying  her  friend.  "  What 
thinkfiit  thoa  of  our  gallant  preserrer  the  English 
Captain !  were  he  a  |«ince,  and  to  kneel  at  thy 
ImI,  would  the  ice,  thou  dost  talk  of,  thaw, 
sweet  one?* 

Amalia  was  silent  and  confused;  she  com- 
■enoed  painting  with  great  rapidity,  while  the 
gfaywing  crimson  of  her  bosom  was  seen  plainly 
through  the  veil  of  gauze  that  floated  like  a  silvery 
ckxid  around  her. 

"  So,  Amalia,  thou  wilt  not  answer. — Surely 
if  thy  heart  were  in  the  cold  condition  thou  dost 
say,  thou  mightet  freely  deliver  thy  opinion  of 
Walter  Courtenay.'' 

"  And  I  witt  deliver  it;"  said  Amalia  in  a 
tone  of  the  utmost  indifference,  such  as  ladies, 
stmilaily  sitnated,  are  wont  to  BfStci,  even  while 
their  hearts  throb,  and  their  cheeks  bum. 
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''  First,  Courtenay  is  clumsily  tall — too  much 
of  a  giant-— our  Ladye  forgive  me  !  what  a  daub 
I  have  made  of  this  sheet! — ^I  admire  not  Us 
complexion,  nor  the  Saracen-like  fierceness  of 
his  eyes — Joanna,  we  will  have  no  more  paints 
from  Padua,  the  colours  are  most  inferior. — 
Then  for  the  Captain's  manners,  he  appears  to 
be  as  unpolished  as  he  is  conceited ;  and  judg- 
ing from  the  harsh  expression  of  his  features, 
I  should  say  that  his  temper  must  be  intolerably 
bad." 

"  Thy  picture  of  our  preserver,  Amalia,  is 
indeed  very  repulsive." 

''  But  it  is  a  just  one,  Joanna ;  say,  is  it  not !" 

The  Queen,  though  young  herself,  knew 
woman's  heart  too  well  to  be  mistaken  with 
regard  to  the  situation  of  Amalia's.  She  also 
possessed  sufficient  tact  to  compel  her  friend  to 
make  a  frdl  confession. 

"  I  will  believe,  girl,"  she  gravely  said,  *'  that 
thou  hast  spoken  the  truth  respecting  this  English 
Soldier.   He  is,  indeed,  awkwardly  tall;  his  eyes 
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are  sayagelj  fierce ;  his  air  is  insufferably  con- 
ceited; and  more  than  all,  in  his  evil  visage,  I 
lead  a  most  malicious  temper." 

Amalia  dropped  her  brush,  and  started  from 
lier  seat;  her  cheek  was  suffused  with  a  deeper 
cnmsoD,  and  her  eye  almost  flashed  with  passion. 
Joanna's  words  were  but  an  echo  of  her  own ; 
but  while  she  considered  herself  privileged  to 
slander  Courtenay,  the  hearing  of  another  use 
similar  expressions,  roused  her  anger  to  the 
lughest  pitch. 

"And  do  you  speak  thus,  Joanna,  of  our 
preserver  1"  she  cried.  "  Common  gratitude 
should  prompt  different  language. — Did  I  say 
aught  in  depreciation  of  the  gallant  soldier  1  then 
I  knew  not  what  I  uttered. — But  you  have  vilely 
wronged  him ;  and  here  will  I  defend  him  against 
your  calumnious  assertions." 

Joanna  smiled  at  the  warmth  of  her  friend  ; 
snd  Amalia,  suddenly  recoUectmg  how  uncon- 
sciously she  had  betrayed  the  interest  which 
>he  really  felt  for  Courtenay,  sank  into  her 
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chair,  with  pouting  lips,  half  ready  to  curl  into 
laughter. 

"  He  does  not  require  thy  defence,  pretty  one  ;'* 
said  the  Queen ;  "  and  need  I  confess  that  I 
spoke  only  in  jest  1  But  beware  of  thy  young 
heart,  for  I  plainly  perceive  that  thou  hast  a 
gentle  penchant  for  Walter  Courtenay." 

Amalia  burst  into  a  loud  laugh,  tearing  a  rose 
which  she  held  in  her  hand  to  pieces. 

"  Alas  !  dear  girl,'*  continued  Joanna,  "  how- 
ever gallant  and  meritorious  the  English  Captain 
may  be,  I  fear  me  he  is  no  mate  for  a  princess  of 
Naples." 

"  Silence !  silence !  Queen  Joanna." 

*  But  should  he, — and  it  is  not  impossible, — 
prove  a  Prince  in  disguise — ** 

Amalia  sprang  forwards,  and  playfully  placed 
her  hand  on  Joanna's  mouth;  but, at  that  in- 
stant, a  light  tapping  at  the  door  arrested  their 
attention. 

The  Queen's  Page  of  honour  appeared,  bearing 
a  packet  which  was  carefully  sealed,  and  bound 
with  a  silken  string. 
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•*  A  Courier,  my  Liege/'  said  the  Page,  "  ar- 
riTedbottliis  minute  atourgates :  he  begged tosee 
ooe  of  the  confidential  servants — ^I  was  called ; 
and  thi^*  packet  he  gave  me  with  strict  injunctions 
to  deliver  it  to  no  one  save  your  Highness/' 

"  Waits  the  Courier  below  ?"  asked  Joanna, 
as  she  carelessly  took  the  parcel. 

"  No,  my  Liege ;  his  errand  being  performed, 
he  set  spurs  to  his  horse,  nor  could  we  distinguish 
his  features,  being  masked." 

"  It  is  sufficient — leave  us." 

The  Queen  opened  the  packet,  which  contained 
a  letter  rudely  folded.  She  glanced  over  its 
contents.  At  first  she  stared  in  astonishment, 
being  unable  to  comprehend  its  meaning, — then, 
IS  if  a  dreadful  light,  a  terrible  conviction  flashed 
upon  her  mind,  she  grew  pale,  gave  a  slight 
sbiek,  and  fell  fiunting  into  her  chair. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

SUSPICION. 

•*  What  matteiB  it,  the  lawyer,  doctor,  prieit. 
Do  live  bj  cheating.  poiioDing,  and  lying. 
The  eaddle  is  our  ihop,  our  booka  are  bludgeona. 
Sharp  pikea  our  pills,  that,  taken,  cure  for  ever." 

TheBMer, 

"  I  AM  quite  recovered  now, — ^thanks,  Amalia. 
My  bower-maidens  may  quit  me ;  but,  Jacintha, 
hasten  thou  to  my  husband  the  prince ;  thou  wilt 
find  him  with  the  Duke  of  Durazzo,  either  in 
the  picture-gallery,  or  the  great  hall:  beseech 
them  both  to  repair  to  me  instantly. — ^Peruse  not 
that  foul  letter,  Amalia,  but  give  it  me. — Oh ! 
how  unenviable  a  situation  is  that  of  Royalty ! 
albeit  though  a  crown  be  planted  with  thorns, 
there  ever  exist  those  who  are  ambitious  to  tear 
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it  from  the  brows  of  the  wearer.  Yes,  to  hurl 
me  from  the  seat  which  I  occupy,  some  unknown 
traitors  are  attributing  to  me  the  most  horrid 
crime  that  mortal  being  can  be  guilty  of. — But 
wtdf !  my  husband,  and  the  Duke  are  approach- 
ing; you  had  better  retire,  Amalia,  for  words 
probably  will  pass  between  them  and  me, 
which  should  not  meet  your  gentle  ear.** 

As  Joanna  ceased  speaking.  Prince  Andrea 
and  the  Duke  of  Durazzo  entered  the  room.  The 
fbnner  was  surprised  at  the  hasty  summons,  but 
the  latter  exhibited  his  usual  unperturbed  and 
adlected  demeanour. 

"  Dear  Husband^  and  kind  Brother-in-law ;" 
Joanna  began ;  ''  I  thank  ye  for  attending  so 
promptly  to  my  wishes ;  my  suspense  otherwise 
ooold  not  have  been  endured.  Of  whom  so  well 
as  yourselves  can  I  ask  advice,  touching  the 
means  to  seize  and  bring  to  judgment  the  author 
of  this  most  horrible  letter  1  It  has  just  been  lefl 
at  the  villa  by  a  masked  courier.  Noble  Duke, 
I  beseech  thee  to  read  it  aloud  to  my  husband." 
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With  a  firm  unwavering  voice,  Durazzo  began 
as  follows : — 

"  To  my  gracious,  and  liege  Queen, 
Humbly  greeting, 

"  I  the  undersigned,  this  day 
elected  chief  of  the  Black  Company,  our  late 
gallant  leader  having  fallen  in  the  skirmish  fought 
for  your  Highness's  service,  do  herewith  present 
the  humble  petition  of  myself  and  followers.  We 
all  regret  the  failure  of  your  Highness's  late  plan 
by  the  lago  d' Averno ;  but  what  valiant  men 
could  do,  we  performed. — Now,  seeing  we  lost  so 
many  of  our  brave  people,  whereby  we  are  plunged 
into  great  grief,  we  make  appeal  to  our  Queen's 
known  justice,  craving  your  Highness  to  remit 
to  us  one  half  of  the  money  which  our  late  la* 
mented  chief  declared  that  you  agreed  to  pay,  in 
case  we  should  succeed  in  dispatching  a  certain 
obnoxious  person — " 

"  Ha !  who  is  that  ?"  interrupted  Andrea, 
drawing  back,  pale  and  trembling,  and  in  whose 
bosom  the  deadliest  suspicion  seemed  to  awake. 
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as  be  gazed  apon  the  Queen; — "  Dispatch  a 
certain  obnoxious  person.! — But,  noble  Duke, 
proceed,  I  understand." 

"  Our  Sovereign  will  admire  our  moderation, 
far  we  are  honourable  men,  and  demand  no  more 
tkao  oar  merits  and  justice  warrant.  The  florins 
cui  be  remitted  to  us  in  this  manner  : — at  the 
feurth  hour  of  the  second  night  from  the  date 
hereof,  one  of  our  friends  shall  be  stationed  in 
the  ruins  near  the  Bay,  commonly  called  the 
tomb  of  Agrippina ;  and  there  the  money  can  be 
tendered  by  any  one  of  your  Highnesses  confi- 
dential servants.  Probably  our  Queen  will  em- 
ploy us  again,  for  we  are  cheap  men,  and  trust- 
worthy ;  and  we  doubt  not,  that,  without  any 
suspicion  being  attached  to  your  royal  self,  we 
shall  be  able  to  remove  the  before-mentioned 
obnoxious  person. 

"  Lambbrti. 
"  Written  by  our  trusty  derk ;  and 
sealed  in  our  presence." 

The  effect  produced  by  this  letter  on  Andrea 
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and  Durazzo,  as  may  be  conceived,  greatly  dif- 
fered. Although  totally  unprepared  for  such  an 
audacious  epistle  from  the  robbers,  Durazzo, 
when  he  recollected  that  he  had  given  them  as 
yet  little  or  no  money,  did  not  much  manrel  at 
the  step  which  they  had  taken.  He  felt,  how- 
ever, perfectly  at  ease  as  respected  his  own  posi- 
tion ;  since  he  was  now  assured  that  Di  Loria 
had  been  faithful,  inasmuch  as  he  had  not  divulged 
to  his  men  the  names  of  the  party  negociating:^ 
as  it  appeared,  for  the  Queen.  He  had  only  to 
remit  them,  in  the  name  of  Joanna,  a  few  hundred 
florins,  bid  them  quit,  for  a  short  time,  that  part 
of  the  country,  and  all,  he  doubted  not,  would 
be  well. 

Andrea  pondered  deeply;  his  brow  grew  dark; 
he  bit  his  lip,  clenched  his  hands,  and  struggled 
to  curb  his  violent  feelings.  At  length  the  im- 
prisoned passion  burst  forth ;  he  stamped  wildly, 
and  with  eyes  that  flashed  rage,  exclaimed :— * 

"  Ay,  it  must  be  so — my  suspicions  are  con- 
firmed— she  is  guilty ! — away  with  the  wanton 


SUSPICION.  135 

tUng  to  the  dungeon !  seize  her,  Duke ! — ^what, 
m  I  disobeyed  1 — then  thither  will  I  drag  her 
mjselL'' 

He  rushed  forwards,  and  caught  the  shuddering 
Queen  by  the  arm :  but  Durazzo,  although  se- 
CRtly  rejoicing  at  the  conduct  of  the  Prince,  did 
not  wish  at  present  for  affairs  to  take  so  desperate 
a  tun.  He  knew  that  no  positive  proof  of  guilt 
oottld  be  brought  against  Joanna,  and  that  the 
utmost  advantage  which  might  be  derived  from 
psst  circumstances,  would  be  the  creating  a  sus- 
pickm  in  the  public  mind. 

**  My  noble  Prince  !**  cried  the  Duke,  inter- 
posing between  him  and  Joanna :  "  I  firmly 
believe  that  the  Queen  is  innocent — I  will  stake 
my  life  upon  it — ^Forbear !  rash  Prince,  forbear !" 

**  Nay;"  thundered  Andrea ; ''  she  shall  to  the 
dungeon. — ^Ha!  murderess!  look  upon  thy  injured 
bosband ! — ^but,  God  be  praised  !  he  yet  lives  to 
wreak  vengeance  upon  thee  !" 

**  Have  mercy  on  me !  hear  me  !'*  faintly 
cried  Joamuu 

o3 
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"  My  Prince/'  continued  the  wily  Duke,  who 
appeared  to  be  Joanna's  champion  and  friend  : — 
"  had  the  Queen  been  criminal,  would  she  have 
summoned  thee  and  me  to  read  the  very  letter 
substantiating  her  guilt  1  reflect  on  this,  and  turn 
thy  vengeance  on  some  other  object.  My  sister- 
in-law,  I  repeat,  must  be  innocent" 

"Oh!  my  dear  lord!"  cried  Joanna,  as  she 
now  disengaged  herself  from  her  husband's  grasp, 
and  threw  her  arms  around  his  neck;  ''How canst 

thou,  Andrea,  entertain  this  foul  suspicion! — 
thee  whom  I  cherish,  my  friend,  my  king,  my 
husband !  how  could  I  injure  1 — God  has  heard 
m  secret  my  prayers  for  thy  welfare ;  He  knows 
my  heart,  that  it  rejoices  in  thy  happiness. — 
Pierce  me  not  with  these  angry  looks ;  let  my 
tears  plead  for  me !  Oh !  Andrea,  my  husband, 
I  have  not — I  have  not  committed  this  great 
crime  !* 

Joanna  wept  sincerely,  passionately :  her  face 
was  hid  upon  Andrea's  breast,  and  her  long  hair 
fell  wildly  over  his  shoulder. 

The  Prince  was  silent;  his  features  relaxed 
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frooB  their  ferocity ;  and,  though  his  nature  was 
too  selfish  and  dull  to  be  capable  of  much  tender 
ieelisg,  he  seemed  moved  by  Joanna's  appeal. 

"  listen  to  the  Queen,  attend  to  her  V  cried 
Durazzo  affecting  much  emotion,  but  whose 
heart  was  like  the  '  nether  millstone.'  *'  Be  calm, 
my  Prince ;  some  light  shall  soon  be  thrown  on 
dits  most  mysterious  affair.  I  grieve  that  none 
of  the  miscreants  were  taken  alive  in  the  late 
affiay ,  bat  a  troop  of  horse,  dispatched  by  me  yes- 
terday morning,  has,  I  doubt  not,  ere  this,  made 
iBany  of  them  prisoners;  and  from  their  confession 
we  may  gain  some  clue  touching  the  traitorous 
barons  or  citizens  who  employed  them." 

''Thanks  to  thee  for  thy  vigilance,  noble 
Doke !"  said  Andrea ;  ''  at  all  events,  we  will 
apture  that  man  who  intends  waiting  for  the 
oMoey  in  the  tomb  of  Agrippina." 

"  S'death !  I  must  save  the  fellow  though,  by 
gifing  him  timely  notice,"  thought  Durazzo. 

"  Their  letter,  good  Duke,  must  have  been 
written  and  dispatched  before  thy  troops  reached 
their  lurking  place." 
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"  No  doubt  of  it,  my  PriDce.  If  it  00  please 
you,  I  will  send  this  very  hour  to  Naples  for  a 
chosen  band  of  Sbirri,  to  guard  your  loyal  per- 
son ;  so  that,  in  future,  whatever  be  the  machi- 
nations of  these  unknown  malcootentB  andtraitois, 
thou  shalt  have  nothing  to  fear." 

This  last  declaration  had  a  great  effect  in 
pacifying  the  timid  Andrea.  The  idea  that  his 
own  life  was  in  danger  was  uppermost  in  his 
mind.  All  he  desired  was  an  assurance  of  per-> 
sonal  safety;  and  the  imbecile  Prince,  beings 
satisfied  on  this  head,  turned  to  Durazzo  with  a 
countenance  beaming  with  gratitude. 

*'  A  thousand  thanks,  my  faithful  Duke !  Oh! 
that  all  our  subjects  resembled  thee! — ^What 
number  of  body-guard  wilt  thou  send  for  V' 

"  About  three  or  five  hundred, — just  as  your 
Highness  shall  deem  proper:"  answered  Durazzo. 

"  Then  five  hundred,  by  all  means  !"  quickly 
cried  Andrea.  "  Let  them  be  stationed  around 
the  villa.  I  will  have  a  dozen  always  near  my 
person.    I — I  will  also  dress  myself  in  armour." 

"  A  politic  measure,  my  Prince :  thou  mayst 
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tien  defy  an  assassin's  dagger/'  observed  Du- 
mzBo,  inwardly  sneering, 

*'  Assassin !  dagger !"  exclaimed  Andrea 
with  a  shudder.  **  Speak  no  more  of  that  again, 
good  Dnke,  I  pray  thee :  thou  makest  my  blood 
mn  oidd*  But  mind  thou  the  Sbirrt,  the  body- 
gutfd.  If  ever  I  go  a  hawking,  or  ride  one 
■ile  again,  without  a  troop  of  body-guard,  San 
Maxoo  consign  roe  to  the  bottomless  pit." 

Andrea  then  addressed  himself  to  the  Queen. 
Hand  irritability,  rather  than  a  real  conviction 
of  her  guilt,  had  prompted  him  to  his  late  act  of 
violence. 

^  Pardon  me,  Joanna,  I  have  been  hasty — I 
win  not  believe  thee  in  league  with  those  trai- 
tors :  their  designs  the  good  Duke  henceforward 
will  frustrate ;  nevertheless  we  will  not  quit  the 
TiUa  until  the  body-guard  arrives.  Noble 
Duke,  in  what  kind  of  armour  dost  thou  recom- 
mend me  to  case  myself  ?" 

At  this  question  the  false  Durazzo,  with  great 
difficulty,  maintained  his  gravity. 
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''  Not  chain-mail,  my  liege :  I  should  recom- 
mend plate  armour,  for  that  will  completely  pro- 
tect your  body/' 

"  Plate  armour — good.  I  will  then  instantly 
summon  the  armourer ;  and  go  thou,  good  Duke, 
and  dispatch  thy  messengers  to  Naples  for  the 
body-guard: — ^There,  Joanna,  resume  thy  em- 
broidery, read  thy  books,  and  scrolls,  and  be  at 
thy  ease.  By  the  holy  wafer  !  I  will  match  the 
traitors  now! — plate  armour,  and  five  hundred 
body-guard.'* 
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CHAPTER  XL 

t 

THE    LOVE    LETTER. 

**  One  in  whooe  love  I  felt  were  given 
Tlie  mixed  delights  of  either  sphere ; 

Ail  that  the  spirit  seeks  in  Heaven, 
And  sll  the  senses  bum  for  here/' 

•  MoQr€m 

Walter  Courtenay,  for  some  days,  hadl}een  an 
mTaUd  in  the  royal  villa  at  Bedae.  Through  the 
skill  of  the  Hebrew  physician,  he  had  yearly  re- 
covered: he  owed  much,  however^  to  the  attention 
of  Queen  Joanna,  and  Amalia  themselves  :  for 
m  the  chivalric  times  of  which  we  write,  ladies 
▼ere  ever  ready  to  minister  to  the  wants,  and 
soothe  the  pains  of  such  warriors  as  happened  to 
he  wounded  in  their  service. 

The  room  which  the  English  Captain  occupied 
was  situated  in  a  retired  part  of  the  mansion. 
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The  little  oriel  window  commanded  an  enchanting 
prospect  of  the  azure  bay  with  its  various  islands 
and  capes;  busy  towns,  and  white  villages 
skirted  the  indented  shore,  and  gave  animation 
to  the  picture.  The  eye  could  wander  as  far  as 
Sorrento,  destined  long  after  to  give  birth  to 
Tasso ;  while  beyond  the  woody  promontory  of 
Posilippo,  where  Genius  mourns  over  the  ashes 
of  Virgil,  towered  Vesuvius,  its  double  summit 
circled  with  silver  smoke,  and  its  sides,  heeding 
not  the  fire,  the  terror  that  lurked  beneath, 
clothed  with  olive  groves,  and  purple  vineyards. 
The  classic  and  picturesque  scene  was  well 
adapted  to  enchant  the  tasteful  individual  who 
occupied  the  apartment.  A  placid  elegance, 
rather  than  a  gaiety  of  manner ;  a  calm  dignity 
which  spoke  superiority,  while  it  did  not  offend 
his  fellows,  distinguished  Walter  Courtena}\ 
His  person,  though  extremely  tall,  was  exqui- 
sitely proportioned,  and  combined  great'strength 
with  agility.  He  was  a  polished  courtier,  and—* 
rare  imion  in  those  comparatively  unlettered 
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disciplined  soldier,  and  an  accomplished 
sehobr. 

Coortenay's  origin  was  unknown  even  to  him- 
«if :  yet  he  was  not  one  of  those  unfortunates 
doomed  to  bear  the  "  damning  stain*'  cast  upon 
them  by  a  father's  folly  or  crime.  His  guardian, 
whom  fiir  many  years  he  had  not  beheld,  had, 
£rom  some  unexplained  motive,  kept  liim  in  pro- 
firand  ignorance  with  respect  to  his  family ;  yet 
he  had  assured  him  that  he  was  the  offspring  of 
vedded  and  honourable  parents.  A  soldier's 
proiesdon  he  had  espoused  at  an  early  age ;  and 
having  passed  through  a  series  of  vicissitudes 
and  adventures,  that  need  not  here  be  related,  he 
had  attained  to  the  military  distinction  of  captain 
of  a  large  body  of  English  mercenaries. 

Courtenay wasnowunusuallymeditative;  he  sat 
it  a  table  with  writing  materials  before  him, 
which  he  appeared  to  have  been  using.  In  one 
hand  he  held  a  sealed  letter,  and  with  the  other, 
u  his  elbow  rested  on  the  table,  he  supported  his 
held;  his  eye  was  fixed,  and  his  figure  motionless. 
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"  They  will  oome  no  mor^ ;"  he  murmured 
audibly.  "  Three  days  have  elapsed,  and  I  have 
not  seen  them :  they  deem  me  convalescent,  and 
therefore  have  forsaken  me.  What  is  there  in 
this  creature  that  so  fascinates,  so  inthrals  me? 
Beauty's  eye  has  beamed  upon  me ;  I  have  basked 
in  her  smiles  from  the  Tiber  to  the  Rhine ;  yet 
never  till  now  did  I  feel  myself  her  slave." 

Courtenay  was  one  of  those  ardent,  aspiring 
spirits,  existing  now  as  well  as  in  olden  time, 
whose  delight  is  in  adventure,  and  deeds  of 
daring ;  who  estimate  the  value  of  a  prize  in  an 
exact  proportion  with  the  difficulty  experienced 
in  obtaining  it;  who,  were  there  two  paths 
leading,  equally  certain,  to  the  temple  of  hap- 
piness, the  one  through  a  flowery  valley,  and  the 
other  along  the  brink  of  precipices,  and  over 
craggy  mountains,  would  prefer  the  latter. 

"  How  can  I,"  he  soliloquised,  *'  a  simple 
miUtary  adventurer,  my  lineage  unknown,  a 
leader  of  mere  mercenary  troops,  how  can  I  woo, 
and  dare  hope  to  win  a  princess  of  Naples ! — 
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jei  even  to  be  honoured  with  her  favourable 
ofimioD;  to  be  greeted  with  one  kind  smile  ;  to 
hre,  to  breathe  near  her,  has  witchery,  has 
nptore  in  it !" 

The  door  opened,  the  tapestry  was  thrust  aside, 
and  a  figure,  with  a  sidelong,  scrambling  motion, 
idTanced  and  stood  in  the  centre  of  the  room. 

The  English  Captain  raised  his  eyes,  and,  at- 

tentiyely  surrejringthe  stranger,  addressed  him. 

"  Art  thou  the  worthy  person  whom  my  friend 

and  Confessor,  Father  Robert,  has  recommended 

to  my  serrice  1" 

"  Great  Captain,"  replied  the  stranger,  "  I 
iffl ;  my  name  is  Forester.  I  am  the  holy  Fa- 
ther's private  servitor." 

"  Ay,  Forester ;  that  was  the  name.  Mine 
boDest  fellow-countryman,  for  such,  it  appears 
thou  art—" 

"  Yes,  truly,  honourable  sir ;"  quoth  the  Ser- 
vitor, as  Courtenay  hesitated  to  proceed, — 
'*  England  is  my  father-land,  and  Eastcheap,  in 
London,  saw  my  eyes  unclose.** 
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"  Thou  hast  been  many  years  in  Naples  ;'* 
said  Courtenay,  nowise*  offended  by  Forester's 
loquacity ;  "  and  without  doubt,  art  well  ac- 
quainted with  Italian  perfidy  and  deceit." 

"  Many  years,  great  Captain. — ^Yes,  men  in 
this  country  are,  in  truth,  monstrously  perfidious. 
Honesty  is  a  pearl  not  to  be  found  in  Italian 
waters." 

"  I  have  received  a  high  character  of  thee  from 
Friar  Robert :» 

"  I  am  infinitely  obliged;"  exclaimed  Forester, 
twirling  his  thumbs,  and  modestly  hanging  bis 
head ;  "  I  do  my  best — ^his  Holiness  rarely  finds 
fault — I  never  oppose  his  humour ;  and  then  I 
get  for  him  the  choicest  meats,  and  liquors — ** 

''Meats? — liquors? — I  understood  that  the 
Father  lives  upon  roots  and  water." 

Forester,  who,  in  his  confusion,  had  let  slip 
too  much,  hastily  proceeded  to  correct  his  error ; 
or  rather  to  divert  the  meaning  of  his  words — 
"  Meats !  liquors !  heaven  bless  you,  great  Cap- 
tain !  he  causes  them  daily  to  be  prepared  under 
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mj  direction— capons,  soups,  macaroni,  cordials, 
ind  such  like.  He  does  not  of  course  luxuriate 
on  them  himself.  He  feeds  a  hundred  poor 
tuiiUes  in  Naples,  and  at  Pozzuolo — sends  cor- 
als to  sick  folks  thirty  miles  round — ^meats ! 
liqvorB!  hy  St.  Mark!  he  expends  half  his 
vorldly  goods  to  feed  the  poor." 

**  This  is  just  like  Father  Robert,  the  holy, 
the  generous  man! — ^he  indeed  merits  all  the 
bine  and  popularity  which  he  enjoys. — But,  good 
{dlow,  we  were  talking  of  Italian  treachery — I 
litYe  a  little  afiair  which  I  wish  to  entrust  to  thy 
execution — ^I  have  been  deceived  so  often  by 
Italian  Servatori,  who  promise  every  thing  and 
perfonn  nothing,  and  would  betray  their  masters 
fat  a  paulo,  that  I  am  resolved  never  to  trust 
them  again.  But  an  Englishman,  and  one  so 
k»g  tried  as  thyself,  I  am  persuaded  I  may  safely 
rdy  on." 

Forester  coughed,  and  smoothed,  with  much 
iplacency,  his  buff  doublet 

^  I  wiU  be  honourable  as  my  fore&thers  who 
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sleep  in  Aldgate-Charch,  and  as  silent  as  their 
granite  tombs." 

''  First  receive  this — ^it  may  assist  thee  in  thy 
praise-worthy  resolution.**  Courtenay  placed 
several  gold  bizants  into  Forester's  hand ;  the 
latter  chinked  the  coin,  looked  wistfully  on  them, 
and  then  at  the  donor. 

**  Nay,  good  Captain,  I  thank  thee ;  but  much 
as  I  love  money,  and  will  receive  it  from  Italians 
when  I  render  them  a  benefit;  yet,  if  ever  I  take 
one  copper  bajoco  for  serving  a  countryman  in  a 
foreign  land,  may  I  be  whipped  from  Baiae  to 
Naples !" 

The  refusal  of  his  largess,  although  it  surprised 
Courtenay,  raised  Forester  high  in  his  opinion. 
He  received  back  the  gold  pieces,  exclaiming : 

''  Then  thou  shalt  be  rewarded,  good  fellow, 
at  no  distant  period  in  a  more  honourable  man- 
ner. Meantime,  attend  to  me,  and  ask  no  ques- 
tions. I  wish  this  billet  to  be  placed  privately 
into  the  hands  of  the  princess  Aroalia." 

Forester's  unfortunate  eye  took  a  complete 
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dicait  of  the  room ;  and  his  hair,  though  ever 
erect,  seemed  if  possible  to  assume  a  greater  re- 
semblance to  the  "  fretful  porcupine's  quills." 
He  comprehended  at  once  the  nature  of  his  com- 
mission, yet  he  was  determined  to  serve  the 
ambttious  lover. 

'*  I  should  have  employed  one  of  the  Queen's 
pages  ;**  observed  Courtenay ;  "  but  for  reasons 
befiwe  stated,  I  prefer  trusting  thee." 

"  Nor  shalt  thou  have  cause  to  repent  of  thy 
dioice,  honoured  captain.* 

"  Thou  must  return  to  me  with  the  lady's  an- 
swer as  speedily  as  possible.  Now  away !  and 
St  George  prosper  thee,  my  good  fellow  !" 

Whatever  might  have  been  the  reflections  of 
Walter  Courtenay,  waiting,  in  thrilling  anxiety, 
the  result  of  the  declaration  of  his  lowly  love, 
we  most  leave  him,  to  follow  his  unfortunate, 
though  honest  messenger. 
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THE     SURPRIBAL. 

'«->Come  hither  Mow ! 
Which  mj  hist  thoa  been  t" 

JvUu$CtBtar» 

With  quickstep,  neither  looking  on  that,  nor  on 
this  side,  did  Forester  tread  corridor  after  cor- 
ridor.   As  the  bearer  of  Friar  Robert's  pleasure 
in  temporal,  and,  sometimes,  spiritual  oonoems, 
he  bad  access  to  almost  every  apartment  in  the 
villa ;  and  he  at  once  directed  his  course  towards 
the  rooms  occupied  by  Queen  Joanna,  and  her 
companions  Amalia  and  Philippa.     The  poor 
fellow^  in  his  haste,  did  not  observe  that  he  was 
followed;  but  now  a  person  behind  him,  in  a 
suppressed  though  fierce  tone  of  voice,  called 
upon  him  to  halt. 
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Foreslerstarted,  and,  looking  over  his  shoulder, 
pooeived  a  figuie  advancing  fast  upon  him.  In 
the  first  excess  of  bis  fear,  he  was  at  a  loss  to 
decide  whether  it  would  be  politic  to  fly  or  to 
itiDd :  bat,  while  he  was  deliberating,  the  stran- 
ger overtook  him,  and  seized  him  by  the  arm. 
Forester  quaked  from  head  to  foot,  and  unwisely, 
skkougih  scarcely  conscious  of  what  he  did, 
pressed  his  hand  to  his  doublet,  to  be  assured 
that  bis  billet  was  secure.  Good  reason  had  he 
to  tremble,  for  the  person  who  stood  before  him, 
was  the  dark-visaged,  the  dreaded  Durazzo! 
Hovering  around  the  apartment  of  the  English 
Csptain,  whom  be  regarded  as  his  mortal  enemy 
far  the  part  which  he  had  taken  in  the  late  affray, 
Durazzo  had  noticed  the  entrance  of  Forester. 
As  traitors  ever  believe  others  bent  on  treachery, 
lie  conceived  that  an  intrigue  might  be  existing 
between  Friar  Robert,  to  whom  in  spite  of 
iiiendly  appearances,  he  kiiew  he  was  obnoxious, 
and  this  adventurous  Englishman;  Forester  being 
the  agent  betwixt  the  parties.    He  was  deter- 
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mined,  therefore,  to  ascertain  whether  his  con- 
jecture was  founded  on  truth,  and  followed  the 
Servitor  unperceived,  until  he  had  proceeded  to 
a  sufficient  distance  from  Courtenay's  room. 

"  Sirrah !  move  another  step,  or  make  an 
exclamation,  and,  by  the  foul  fiend,  thou  diest!* 

Durazzo  presented  his  dagger  at  Forester's 
throat:  many  persons  more  brave  than  our 
English  friend,  in  a  retired  locality,  and  under 
similar  circumstances,  would  have  experienced 
arather  uneasy  sensation.  Forester,  as  Durazzo's 
eyes  glared,  with  a  terrible  expression,  upon 
him,  and  his  weapon  gleamed  in  the  dusk, 
close  to  his  bosom,  shrank  with  a  dread  akin  to 
horror.  His  thin  lantern  jaws  worked,  his  teeth 
chattered,  and  sinking  on  his  trembling  knees, 
the  unhappy  Servitor  cried  in  broken  and  piteous 
accents : 

"  Have  mercy  upon  me !  Oh,  spare  my  life ! 
and  I  will  reveal  all !" 

"  Reveal!"  muttered  Durazzo,  his  visage 
growing  more  black  and  menacing. — **  Reveal 
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whatl—TiUam,  arise!  answer  my  questions^  or 
tbott  livest  not  a  minute  longer !" 

Forester  gained  his  legs ;  his  mouth  was  wide 
open,  and  he  gasped  for  breath. 

"  What  passed  between  thee,  and  the  English 
Captain  ?"  demanded  Durazzo. 

"  Passed  ? — English  Captain  1 — ^what  passed  ? 
nothing  at  all,  my  royal  Duke." 

''  Scoundrel !  thou  liest!  didst  thou  not  say  this 
moment  that  thou  wouldst  reveal  all  1" 

Durazzo  again  lifted  his  dagger — ''  Ha !  where- 
ixe  dost  thou  so  press  thy  doublet  ? — ^marry,  my 
steel  is  not  yet  in  thy  side." 

"  Thy  steel  in  my  side  ?"  groaned  Forester, 
and  once  more  he  clasped  his  hands,  and  sank 
opon  his  knees. 

**  Cease  this  foolery,  knave!  answer  me — ^what 
business  hcuist  thou  in  the  soldier's  apartment  I" 

**  Give  me  time,  your  Grace^  and,  as  I  pro* 
mised,  I  will  discover  all.  He  who  is  my 
master,  the  holy  Friar  Robert,  dispatched 
to  yonder  room.    I  carried  to  the  Captain 
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a  cross,  and  a  rosary  for  him  to  count  his  aves 
upon." 

"  This  will  not  avail  thee !  rascal !  thou  playest 
me  false — take  off  thy  doublet" 

"  Take  off  my  doublet?"  echoed  the  Servitor. 
"  What !  would  your  Grace  have  me  strip  my- 
self in  this  corridor  V 

"  I  do  suspect  thee,  knave !  fear  did  not  make 
thee  just  now  so  anxiously  gripe  thy  doublet — 
strip,  I  command  thee !" 

Forester  plainly  saw  that  Courtenay's  love 
affair  must  be  discovered;  for  to  transfer  the 
billet  from  the  folds  of  his  doublet  to  any  other 
part  of  his  body,  without  detection,  would  be 
impossible.  There  remained  no  other  alterna- 
tive. With  a  deep  groan,  then,  and  many  an 
interjection,  he  doffed  his  buff  doublet,  and  flung 
it  upon  the  floor. 

Marvellous  to  say,  no  billet  made  its  appear- 
ance :*light  illumined  faithful  Forester's  eye ;  but 
too  soon  it  was  to  pass  away!  Durazzo,  pointing 
with  his  sword,  desired  him  to  shake  the  garment. 
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SolUj  Forester  moved  it  to  and  fro. 

"  Is  it  made  of  lace,  or  spider's  web,  that  thou 
dost  handle  it  so  delicately,  sirrah  1 — shake  it, 
IS  I  Older  thee." 

Forester  perforce  obeyed,  when,  alas!  the 
fiiil  scroll  that  enshrined  Courtenay's  secret, 
and  contained  his  passionate  breathings  of  love 
to  a  Princess  of  Naples,  fell  at  the  feet  of  the 
ffliiidoos  Durazzo ! 

The  Duke,  with  his  weapon's  point,  raised  the 
billet,  and,  unhesitatingly  breaking  the  seal, 
gfamced  hastily  over  its  contents. 

"  Ha!  I  have  him ;"  he  muttered ;  "  my  enemy 
is  in  my  power.  This  to  a  scion  of  Royalty  ? — 
imprisonment — nay  death  itself  shall  be  his." 
He  carefully  folded  the  letter,  and  placed  it  in 
kis  vest 

"  Rascal !"  he  exclaimed,  turning  to  the  trem- 
bling Servitor ;  "thou  hast  endeavoured  to  deceive 
me ;  but  too  mean  an  object  art  thou  for  my 
▼engeanoe.  Get  thee  gone^  varlet,  to  thy  master, 
and,  if  thou  choosest,  disclose  to  him  all  that  has 
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taken  place.  Shouldst  thou  venture  again  in  the 
vicinity  of  the  Captain's  room,  where  I  shall 
immediately  station  a  guard,  by  Heaven,  thy 
head  shall  be  lopped  from  thy  plebeian  carcase  l^ 

Forester,  rejoicing  that  his  life  was  spared, 
although  deeply  concerned  for  the  fieite  of  the 
gallant  Englishman,  hurried  down  the  adjoining 
gallery. 

Durazzo  called  one  of  his  men-at-arms,  inrho 
had  remained  concealed  in  a  neighbouring  room ; 
and,  giving  him  directions  to  secure  the  person 
of  Courtenay,  walked  in  gloomy  reverie  towards 
the  apartments  of  the  Queen. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

THB  QUBBN'8  JUDGMENT. 

**  Bat  Antonio  is  certainlj  ondone." 
**  Nij,  that's  trae,  that's  Terj  trne— go, 
seek  me  an  oiBeer." 

« 

Merchant  of  Venice. 

In  different  attitudes,  and  with  countenances 
expressive  of  very  dissimilar  feelings,  four  indi- 
Tiduals  were  met  in  the  saloon  that  adjoined 
Queen  Joanna's  camerella*  The  old  Countess, 
Pliilippa,  formerly  Joanna's  governess,  and 
itiU  her  companion  and  adviser,  was  full  of  eager 
coriosi^ ;  her  eyes  sparkled,  and  her  shrivelled 
lips  were  apart.  Durazzo  stood  erect  and  stern, 
holding  a  letter  in  his  hand,  while  real  or  feigned 
indignation  blackened  his  brow. 
With  pouting  lips  that  intimated  impatience 
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the  memory  of  good  King  Robert,  whooe  delight 
was  in  justice,  not  a  hair  of  Courtenay's  head 
shall  be  injured.  But,  Duke,  thou  hast  sent  for 
my  husband,  and  Father  Robert, — I  woidd  they 
were  here  to  judge  concerning  the  matter." 

"  Prince  Andrea/'  answered  Durazzo,  *'  will 
not  obey  the  summons, — ^he  is  busy  casing  him- 
self in  plate  armour ;  but  the  Friar — " 

The  door  was  hastily  opened  by  Forester,  and 
Robert  entered. 

"  Peace  be  with  ye,  my  children !  but  I  am 
glad  that  ye  sent  for  me ;"  began  the  rubicund 
Father,  throwing  back  his  cowl,  for  he  Was  almost 
out  of  breath.  *'  San  Antonio !  this  is  a  bad 
business ;  my  Servitor  hath  disclosed  to  me  the 
whole ;  and  for  the  part  which  the  villain  hath 
acted  therein,  he  shall  do  penance  for  a  month." 

"  Be  not  too  severe,  holy  Father,  upon  good 
master  Forester:"  said  Amalia  smiling. 

"  Princess,  thou  art  pleased  to  be  jocose,  but 
the  present  is  no  time  for  the  indulgence  of 
mirth.  My  liege  Queen,  if  thou  art  for  executing 
this  soldier,  and  verily  I  think  he  deserveth 
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death,  let  his  beheadment  take  place  privately. 
The  world  most  not  be  acquainted  with  the  nature 
of  his  crime ;  such  knowledge  might  serve  to  cast 
disgrace  upon  the  Royal  family,  since  evil  tongues 
voold  not  be  wanting  to  insinuate  that  the  Prin- 
cess Amalia  gave  the  fellow  encouragement." 

''  Most  true ;"  said  Durazzo ;  "  that  Servitor 
of  thine,  good  Father,  must  be  bound  to  silence. 
In  truth,  we  must  all  observe  secrecy.'' 

Amalia  again  grew  pale,  and  trembled;  Joanna 
was  thoughtful. 

"  Could  he  not  be  imprisoned  for  life  V*  sug- 
gested the  Countess  Philippa. 

"  No,  daughter,  no !"  replied  Friar  Robert ; 
"  I  like  not  your  imprisonments ;  freedom,  and 
then  revenge  too  frequently  follow.  Let  him 
die  the  death! — No  danger,  saith  St.  Jerome, 
when  the  evil  one  is  in  the  grave.  By  the  bones 
of  St.  Stephen !  what  audacity !  what  treachery ! 
after  all  the  honours  that  have  been  conferred 
l^on  him. — ^Duke,  he  had  better  be  executed 
with  as  little  delay  as  possible.*' 
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Durazzo  nodded  assent^  and  turned  to  the 
Queen  that  she  might  ratify  their  sentence* 

"  Though  your  generous  nature,  my  liege/'  he 
said,  "  be  ever  inclined  to  mercy,  I  am  humbly 
of  opinion,  that,  in  the  present  case,  your  High- 
ness should  not  extend  it  to  the  prisoner." 

Joanna  seemed  collecting  her  powers  to  speak, 
she  waved  her  hand,  and  thus  addressed  them : 

"  I  bear,  fair  friends,  the  name  of  Queen,  yet 
seldom  do  I  take  upon  myself  to  dictate :  albeit, 
though  still  in  my  minority,  by  God's  assistance, 
my  will  in  the  present  instance  shall  have  some 
weight.  Ye  call  upon  me  to  condemn  a  fellow 
creature  to  death,  and  whom  1  the  preserver  of 
my  husband's  life.  What  is  his  crime  1  at  the 
worst,  it  is  but  the  presumption  of  addressing 
words  of  regard  to  one  of  the  Angevine  race.  I 
grant  he  has  erred,  and  is  highly  to  be  repre- 
hended; but  I  firmly  believe  that  his  error 
has  been  committed  in  a  reckless  moment  of 
unguarded  passion ;  and  that,  when  he  calmly 
reflects,  he  will  repent  of  his  rashness  and  foUy. 


THB  qubbn's  judombnt.  163 

Hie  pgnwhrnent,  therefore,  which  I  award,  is 
oother  death,  nor  imprisonment,  but  that,  with 
Ike  monuDg's  light,  he  be  sent  forth  on  his  good 
steed,  never  to  return  to  our  villa,  or,  covertly 
or  openly,  to  hold  commianication  with  my  fair 
kioswoman  again.  In  consideration  of  the  Cap- 
tain's eminent  service  to  us  all,  I  shall  create 
Urn  Count  of  Lucera,  which  fief,  as  ye  know,  is 
m  my  gift.  And  Duke  of  Durkzzo,  when  thou 
sendest  him  away  from  our  villa,  let  this  scarf 
be  presented  him,  as  a  remembrance  of  gratitude 
from  the  Queen  of  Naples." 

Joanna  ceased  speaking;  an  indescribable 
giice,  a  persuasive  energy  of  manner,  rather 
thsn  eloquence  of  words,  at  once  fascinated,  and 
overruled  her  auditors.  Dnrazzo  and  Friar 
Robert  remained  silent;  they  were  convinced 
of  the  justice  of  her  decision,  and,  although  they 
desired,  dared  not  oppose  it — Delivering  to  the 
Duke  the  embroidered  scarf,  the  Queen  took 
Amalia  by  the  hand,  and  retired  from  the  saloon. 

"  Virgin  mother !  that  the  crown  of  this  realm 
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should  sit  upon  the  brow  of  a  woman  !'*  growled 
Friar  Robert. 

'*  This  is  the  first  time  she  hath  dared  to  thwart 
our  views ;"  muttered  Durazzo.  ''  But  I  tell 
thee,  friend  Robert,  it  shall  be  the  last !" 

The  Friar  drew  his  filthy  firock  around  him, 
and  shuffled  towards  the  door ;  while  the  plotting 
and  ambitious  Durazzo  followed  with  folded 
arms,  and -eyes  bent  on  the  ground. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

LAST  HOURS  AT  BAIA. 

"  Farewell  to  thee,  but  not  to  love  and  hope, 
Tlieir  start  itill  ahining  on  my  devioiu  way, 

Sball  teach  mj  soul  with  life's  wont  ills  to  cope, 
And  chase  thy  lowering  clouds,  Despair,  away. 

Thy  memory,  loTe,  shall  twine  around  mj  heart. 
Nor  time,  nor  change  shall  bid  ita  bloom  depart. 


>f 


Mkantimb,  the  English  Captain  was  waiting 
SRDe  answer  to  his  billet  of  lowly  loye.  Passion 
bad  urged  him  to  the  act  of  indiscretion  which 
lie  had  committed.  Reason  might  assure  him 
that  his  suit  would  be  in  vain,  yet  he  refused 
to  listen  to  her  still  calm  voice.  Hope  threw 
her  golden  sunlight  on  the  darkness  of  reality, 
and  Imagination  already  lapped  him  in  dreams 
of  El]rsium. 
While  he  was  thus  yielding  to  sweet  but  de- 
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lusive  thought,  heavy  footsteps  were  heard  ap* 
proaching  his  apartment ;  his  door  was  rudely 
thrown  open«  and  a  gaily*attired  soldier  entered, 
followed  by  several  men-at^rms. 

"  In  the  name  of  the  Duke  of  Durazzo,"  cried 
the  officer,  ''  I  make  thee  my  prisoner — ^men, 
seize  him !" 

Courtenay  astonished,  and  totally  at  a  loss  to 
account  for  this  sudden  arrest,  drew  his  sword, 
and  placed  himself  in  an  attitude  of  defence. 

*'  Look  ye,  friends,**  he  exclaimed,  "  there 
must  be  some  mistake — ^reflect  a  moment — I  am 
not  one  to  brook  insults  tamely." 

But  several  of  the  men-at-arms,  rushing  be* 
hind  him,  grasped  him  around  the  body ;  and, 
in  a  few  minutes,  Courtenay  was  disarmed,  and 
bound  in  irons. 

For  some  time  he  chafed  in  his  ignominious 
fetters ;  wearied  by  conjectures,  he  at  last  per- 
suaded himself  that  Forester  had  betrayed  him ; 
and  he  poured  forth  maledictions,  and  vowed 
vengeance  on  the  unhappy  Servitor. 


LAST  HOURS  AT  BAIJE.  167 

Durazzo,  however,  was  at  length  compelled 
to  order  his  release ;  and  the  Grand  Seneschal 
acquainted  him  that  he  was  to  leave  the  villa  on 
the  morrow. 


Brightly,  majestically,  the  sun  wheeled  from 
the  Levantine  wave ;  the  diamond  dew  glittered 
npoQ  leaf  and  flower ;  and,  in  the  olive-groves, 
the  birds  sang  jubilee.  Morning !  what  hour  is 
like  unto  thine  1  thou  scatterest  from  thy  wing 
freshness  and  fragrance :  thou  revivest  all 
nature  from  the  death  of  night.— Shall  not  a 
morning  also  come  for  the  soul  of  man  ?  Must 
he,  when  the  day-star  of  life  is  set,  for  ever  lie 
in  Us  dark  and  narrow  cell  ?  No,  for  some  high 
purpose,  known  only  to  the  infinite  Mind,  are 
we  created ;  and  not  for  the  few  brief  hours  of 
pab  and  sorrow  which  we  pass  in  a  perishing 
worid.  This  our  mortal  existence  must  share 
the  fate  of  yon  bodiless  vapour  that  skirts  the 
horizm— melt  away,  as  if  it  had  never  been. — 
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Yet,  Man !  doubt  not — ^tremble  not ! — all  nature, 
from  the  reyiving  flower  in  the  valley,  to  the 
sun  flashing  over  the  mountain-top,  cries  aloud, 
«<  thus  shall  spring  thy  unquenchable  spirit ; 
and  thus  shall  a  mom  of  immortality  burst  upon 
the  night  of  the  tomb  \^ 

On  the  shell-strewn  esplanade  before  the 
villa,  Walter  Courtenay  reined  his  prancing 
charger.  A  graceful  youth,  his  esquire,  followed 
him,  mounted  upon  a  black  jennet.  Courtenay 
was  no  longer  ignorant  of  the  cause  of  his  sudden 
dismissal,  for  Forester,  in  spite  of  Durazzo's 
threats,  had  contrived,  during  the  night,  to 
communicate  with  him,  and  had  explained  all 
the  affair.  Though  burning  with  rage,  and 
longing  to  be  revenged  on  Durazzo,  he  consi- 
dered it  prudent,  for  the  time,  to  mask  his  sen- 
timents. 

The  Cavalier  now  received  from  the  hands  of 
the  Grand  Seneschal,  the  embroidered  scarf, 
the  honorary  remembrance  of  Queen  Joanna. 
He  wound  it  across  his  glittering  corslet,  a  gift  of 
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wUch  the  fint  soldier  in  Christendom  might 
hare  been  proud.  The  Constable  next  pre- 
aented  him  with  a  scroll  that  would  invest  him 
with  the  title  of  Count,  and  the  revenue  arising 
fiooi  the  fief  of  Lucera.  Strange  to  relate, 
Coortenay  politely  but  resolutely  refused  the 
splendid  offer.  All  marvelled  at  this  singular 
instanoe  of  abstinence,  for  the  English  Captain 
was  considered  needy ;  extravagant  pride,  they 
Aonght,  alone  dictated  his  conduct. 

Courtenay  bade  farewell  to  the  Cavaliers 
around,  who,  ignorant  of  the  offence  for  which  he 
was  banished  the  presence  of  Royalty,  imagined 
that  he  was  but  departing  in  knightly  sort,  being 
DOW  convalescent. 

The  Queen  and  Amalia,  it  may  be  presumed, 
had  not  yet  arisen  from  their  silken  couches; 
Courtenay,  however,  as  he  glanced  towards  the 
eastern  wing  of  the  villa,  perceived  two  females 
00  the  balcony,  and  his  eye  instantly  recognised 
them.  Yes,  Joanna  and  Amalia  had  come  for- 
ward to  witness  their  preserver's  departure,  thus 
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honouring  him  with  an  interest  that  might  scarcely 
hare  been  bestowed  on  the  greatest  warrior  of 
the  realm.  Courtenay  doffed  his  plumed  helmet, 
and  bowed  twice  to  his  saddle-bow ;  then,  turning 
his  steed,  he  caraooUed  down  the  slope,  followed 
by  his  Esquire. 

The  English  Captain  and  his  companion  were 
soon  concealed  amidsl  the  thick  shade  of  the 
orangery :  they  had  reached  the  outer  aveniie, 
and  the  road  to  Pozzudo  lay  before  them,  when 
a  page,  in  gay  party-coloured  attire,  issued  from 
behind  a  projecting  mini  where,  it  seemed  more 
than  probablei  he  had  been  purposely  stationed. 
He  placed  a  billet  into  the  Soldier's  hand,  and 
disappeared.  Courtenay  eagerly  opened  it,  and 
read  as  follows : 

"  Adieu,  Soldier  of  England ;  for  we  must 
meet  no  more.  If  thou  dost  consult  thy  own 
interest,  thy  own  safety,  thou  wilt  never  again 
seek  to  approach  me.  Head  thy  troops,  achieve 
deeds  of  honour ;  but  Oh !  run  not  rashly  into 
danger : — ^spare  thyself,  if  it  be  only  for  the  sake 
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of  one  who  would  mourn  should  ill  befall  thee. 
Deem  me  not  proud— deem  me  not  cold,  although 
I  can  never  think  of  thee  in  any  light  save  that 
of  the  preserver  of  my  rojral  kinsfolk  and  myself. 

Amalia." 

Courtenay  pressed  the  billet  to  his  Ups ;  he 
marmnred  a  few  incoherent  words,  yet  his  heart 
vas  heavy  with  presentiments  of  a  dark  future. 
He  felt  assured  that  he  was  beloved,  but  dared 
not  harbour  a  hope  of  ever  possessing  the  object 
of  his  affection.  Suddenly  turning  to  his  fol- 
lower, he  exclaimed : 

"  Spur  we  for  Pozzuolo ;  our  troop,  thou  sayest, 
awaits  us  there;  we  will  continue  our  march 
to  the  Adriatic  coast:  certes,  this  affair  hath 
detained  us  long ;  yet  it  hath  introduced  thee, 
gillant,  to  the  nuignates  of  the  land — ^and  my- 
self—spur,  spur  for  Pozzuolo  l** 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

GLIMPSES  INTO  FUTURITY.' 

"  Spelnnea  alta  fbit,  vastoqne  immanis  hiatu, 
Scrapea,  tutalaca  nigro,  nemonunque  tenebris." 

Night  had  closed  in  over  that  wild  and  desolate 
district,  where  once  stood  the  populous  town  of 
Cumse.  The  scene  was  highly  picturesque ; 
but  the  craggy  volcanic  hills,  the  black  lakes 
encircled  by  gigantic  rocks,  and  the  dark  hanging 
woods,  silent  and  unstirred  by  any  wind,  had 
less  the  character  of  beauty  impressed  upon  them, 
than  the  stamp  of  horror. 

Above,  the  clouds  were  volumed  and  dense, 
and^  through  their  blackness,  the  moon  was 
unable  to  pour  her  rays.  Suddenly  they  opened, 
and  a  wavy  line  of  living  fire  glanced  frdm  their 
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dail  mass  to  the  earthu  The  hot  sulphureous 
phiD  of  the  Solfatara,  Mount  Gaurus,  and  the 
deep  imbosomed  waters  of  the  Avemo,  were 
dudnctly  seen  for  a  moment  Then  crashed  the 
thonder,  peal  on  peal  reverberating  round  and 
maod,  like  the  voices  of  the  unblest  in  Tartarus^ 
or  the  howling  demon  of  the  coming  storm ;  until 
the  echoes,  wearying  themselves  to  faintness,  at 
length  died  away,  and  all  was  profound  gloom 
and  silence  as  before. 

Through  the  wood  that  covers  the  site  of  the 
mdent  Cums,  a  man  was  moving  with  a  steal- 
tlij  but  rapid  step.  He  was  in  a  military  un- 
dress of  the  period.  A  montero  cap,  adorned 
with  a  feather,  was  drawn  over  his  brows.  His 
boots  were  of  yellow  leather.  His  cloak  bor- 
dered with  the  richest  miniver,  and  the  costly  hilt 
of  his  long  Milan  sword,  bespoke  him  a  person 
of  consequence,  if  not  of  royal  rank.  He  hurried 
through  the  labyrinth  of  trees,  pursuing  a  path 
scarcely  distinguishable,  and  which  none  could 
have  threaded  unless  well  acquainted  with  the 


174  OLIMPSBB  INTO  FUTURITY. 

r 

locality.  The  tbunder-douds  continued  to  roll 
nearer,  and  the  lightning  flashed  more  frequently. 
He  now  entered  a  circular  space  or  glade,  and 
as  he  looked  upwards,  the  Heavens,  ever  and 
anon,  appeared  to  be  one  vast  sheet  of  flame. — 
Superstition  had  erected  an  image  of  the  Virgin 
in  that  solitary  place ;  and  while  his  dazzled  eye 
rested  on  the  marble  statue,  it  suddenly  fell  from 
its  pedestal,  shivered  by  a  thunder-bolt  into 
countless  fragments. 

The  soldier  continued  on  his  way.  In  a  short 
time  he  issued  from  the  wood,  and  crossing  a 
stream  which  fell  into  the  Averno,  bent  his  steps 
down  a  solitary  dingle.  He  paused  at  the  foot 
of  a  huge  mound,  or  rather  barren  rock,  which, 
starting  abruptly  from  the  margin  of  a  small 
Take,  rose  to  a  considerable  height.  On  the 
summit  might  have  been  discerned  an  octagonal 
tower,  half  in  ruins,  and  covered  with  ivy.  Its 
builder  was  unknown,  diough  a  vague  tradition 
existed  that  it  had  been  erected  for  military  pur- 
poses by  Coriolanus,  when,  a  traitor  to  his  country. 
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be  established  himself  among  the  Yolsci.  The 
ftrtahoe  was  occupied  now  neither  by  soldiers,  nor 
lobbere.  It  was  dedicated  to  science^  being  con- 
vetted  into  an  observatory ;  and  there  dwelt  the 
renowned  Astrologer  of  Cums. 

The  stranger  ascended  by  steps  cut  in  the 
rodi.  One  path  alone  led  to  the  building ;  and, 
halfway  op,  his  progress  was  arrested  by  a  massy 
partal,  the  iron  spikes  of  which  intimated  that 
the  learned  resident  took  especial  care  to  secure 
loinself  against  any  sudden  attack.  The  soldier 
itrock  on  a  bell,  and  presently  the  Astrologer's 
Dwarf  demanded  who  craved  admittance.  The 
visitor's  name  was  no  sooner  announced,  than 
the  gate  creaked  on  its  hinge,  and  the  diminutive 
figure  strode  up  the  remaining  portion  of  the 
todkf  bidding  the  stranger  follow  him. 

The  period  whereof  we  write  may  be  called 
the  palmy  days  of  Astrology,  a  blind  belief  in 
which  science  continued,  in  a  greater  or  less 
degree,  to  infatuate  men,  until  the  confirmation 
and  establishment  of  the  Copemican  system.-* 

VOL.  I.  I 
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An  astrologer  was  a  man  of  much  consequence, 
and  from  the  avidity  with  which  people  consulted 
him,  and  the  heavy  fees  he  usually  demanded, 
oftentimes  became  possessed  of  great  wealth.  It 
was  just  as  common  then  for  families  of  respect- 
ability to  appoint  their  own  astrologer,  as  for 
the  same  parties  now  to  employ  a  certain  phy- 
sician or  attorney.  Some  of  these  ''  sage  readers 
of  the  sky"  were  solely  in  the  pay  of  princes, 
while  others  practised  for  themselves  among  the 
community  at  large. 

The  stranger  was  ushered  into  the  study  of 
the  Astrologer  of  Cumee.  A  lamp  hung  from 
the  ceiling,  and  threw  a  dim  uncertain  ray  on 
rolls  of  musty  parchment,  and  various  astrono- 
mical instruments  ranged  around.  The  feeble 
light  discovered  the  sage  himself  absorbed  in 
thought,  and  astral  calculations.  He  sat  in  a 
chair,  the  curious  and  antique  workmanship  of 
which  might  have  pronounced  it  as  having  be- 
longed to  the  Sibyl  herself,  who,  two  thousand 
years  before,  wrote  her  prophecies  in  the  neigh- 
bouring cavern. 
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On  his  bead  he  wore  a  high  conical  cap,  and 
bis  hair,  escaping  from  beneath  it,  fell  on  his 
shoulders  as  white  as  snow.  His  robe,  in  rich- 
less  and  length,  might  have  vied  with  the  caftan 
of  a  Persian  satrap.  Around  his  shoulder,  and 
pissiiig  under  his  left  arm,  was  a  broad  belt,  on 
whichp  with  other  cabalistic  figures,  were  depicted 
the  signs  of  the  zodiac.  Beside  him  was  an  astro- 
labe ;  a  fiur  scroll  of  parchment  lay  on  the  table, 
and  at  his  elbow  were  three  iron-clasped  books, 
the  papyrus  crumbling  and  blackened  by  years ;« 
far  they  had  been  written,  so  their  possessor 
ttKrted,  five  centuries  before  the  Christian  era. 

It  was  not  until  the  soldier  had  twice  spoken, 
that  the  Astrologer  raised  his  head.  Animmediate 
recognition  took  place,  and  great  deference  was 
paid  on  the  part  of  Florelli,  such  being  the  name 
of  the  sage.  He  bade  the  dwarf  place  for  his 
visitor  a  chair,  and,  uncovering  his  white  head, 
and  laying  down  the  reed  with  which  he  wrote, 
entered  into  conversation. 

"  I  perceive,  fair  sir,  thou  art  anxious  to  as- 

I  2 
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certain  the  result  of  my  labours,  or  thou  wouldst 
scarcely  have  ventured  hither  on  such  an  inde* 
ment  night." 

As  he  spoke  a  thunder-cloud  burst  over  the 
building.  The  crumbling  walls  shook  to  their 
foundation,  and  the  lightning  flashed  past  the 
narrow  loop-holes. 

''  I  am  not  accustomed,  Florelli,  to  heed  the 
elements.  My  only  fear  is  that  the  heavens 
are  too  obscure  just  now  to  admit  of  your 
,  observations." 

It  was  the  Duke  of  Durazzo  who  uttered  these 
words.  Yes,  though  he  contemned  and  repudi- 
ated the  religious  faith  of  his  country,  he  did  not 
escape  the  superstition  of  the  times.  On  many 
a  former  occasion  he  had  consulted  the  Astrologer 
of  Cume ;  but  of  late  he  had  been  doubly  anxious 
to  peer  behind  the  veil  of  futurity,  since  the 
plans  which  he  had  laid,  and  the  fate  of  the 
kingdom  seemed  to  be  drawing  to  a  crisis.  A 
difficult  process  on  which  the  sage  had  long  been 
employed,  was  to  be  completed  that  night ;  and 
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Donzzo,  highly  privileged/  would  hear  and  see 
tbat  which  do  other  mortal  might  know.  Florelli, 
however,  was  not  qidte  prepared,  but  hoped  that 
io  an  hour  his  grand  and  final  calculation  would 
be  worked  out.  The  Duke,  accordingly,  with 
a  patience  that  ill  agreed  with  his  natural  im- 
petuosity, waited  the  pleasure  of  the  man  of 
science.  He  sat  with  his  arms  folded,  while  the 
sage  continued  poring  over  the  musty  volumes 
already  alluded  to,  and  drawing  circles,  paral- 
lelogTams,  and  other  mysterious  figures  on  the 
parchment  before  him. 

FbrelU  at  length  ordered  his  dwarf  from  the 
qwrtment»  and  assuming  the  stem  gravity  that 
daracterized  men  of  his  profession,  addressed  his 
illnstrioos  visitor. 

"  Duke  of  Durazzo,  my  task  is  accomplished. 
I  can  obtain  no  further  information  touching  thy 
destiny,  beyond  the  facts  I  am  about  to  reveal. 
Ere  entering  upon  the  subject,  I  must  inform 
thee  that  I  make  use  of  no  necromantic  arts.  I 
esdiew  all  communion  with  spirits  of  air,  and 
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the  evil  one  beneath :  for  if  I  did  not,  I  should 
be  a  magician,  such  as  Cecco  D'AscoU,  who  thou 
dost  know,  last  year  was  very  justly  burnt  aliye. 
I  simply  consult  the  stars,  and,  from  their  mani- 
fold appearances,  draw  my  conclusions;  while 
as  a  counter-^heck,  I  search  these  volumes,  and 
if  their  prophecies  agree  with  the  bright  pages 
of  the  sky,  I  conclude  that  I  have  arrived  at 
truth." 

Durazzo  begged  the  speaker,  if  it  were  not 
asking  too  much,  to  inform  him  who  compiled, 
or  whence  he  obtained  the  books  in  question. 

"  That  is  a  secret,  my  lord  Duke.  The  origin 
of  these  tomes  1  have  never  revealed  to  the 
world,  lesty  their  value  being  known,  I  should 
be  deprived  of  them.  Nevertheless  feeling 
assured  thou  wilt  betray  nothing  that  passes 
between  us,  I  will  satisfy  thee  on  the  subject — 
Know  then,  Duke  of  Durazzo,  that  these  pages 
were  written  by  the  celebrated  Sibyl  of  Cumse." 

"  What !  the  Sibyl  who  brought  her  pro- 
phetic verses,  if  I  recollect  aright,  to  Tarquin 
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die  Second,  and  afterwards  vanished  from  the 
world?" 

"The  same.  It  is  now  eighteen  centuries 
ago — thoa  might'st  deem  as  much  by  these  tat- 
tered and  moth-eaten  leaves,  which  a  breath 
ol  air  would  blow  out  of  their  iron  covers." 

"  But  how  is  it  possible,  Florelli  ?  the  Sibyl- 
line books,  all  historians  agree,  were  destroyed 
by  fire  in  the  troublous  times  of  Sylla.* 

"  So  it  was  generally  believed,  your  Grace. 
I,  however,  on  perusing  the  ancient  records  re- 
specting them,  had  my  doubts  on  the  subject.  It 
is  ten  years  since  that  I  determined  on  searching 
the  Sibyl's  cave  near  this  spot.  Long  I  toiled 
in  penetrating  through,  and  clearing  away  the 
ruins  that  half  choke  up  that  ancient  place  of 
ondes.  Success  crowned  my  efforts.  In  the 
farthest  compartment,  within  a  stone  chest,  I 
band  the  wondrous  volumes.  A  slip  of  papyrus 
lay  on  them,  stating  that,  during  the  conflagra- 
tion of  the  capitol,  one  of  the  priests  of  the 
temple  conveyed  them  thither.    The  man  on  his 


182  GLIMPSES  INTO  FUTURITY. 

retuniy  I  have  reason  to  believe,  was  assassi- 
nated by  a  party  of  Pompey's  soldiers,  and  thus 
the  fat«  of  the  renowned  prophecies  remained 
an  inscrutable  secret* 

Durazzo  expressed  himself  satisfied,  and  urged 
the  sage  to  enter  at  once  upon  the  subject  of  his 
own  fortunes. 

"  I  will  proceed,  your  Grace,  since  I  have 
now  explained  the  legitimate  source  of  my  know- 
ledge. How  the  thunder  growls  !  I  fear  me  thou 
canst  scarcely  understand  my  words. — ^Well,  for 
a  month  past  I  have  been  considering  thy  horos- 
cope, and  drawing  my  inferences  from  the  ap- 
pearance of  thy  natal  star.  That  great  events 
are  about  to  transpire  in  this  kingdom,  I  am 
well  satisfied ;  and  from  the  troubled  aspect 
of  Jupiter,  beneath  which  planet  thou  wert 
born,  I  am  also  convinced  that  thou  wilt  be  a 
principal  actor  therein.  Mercury  is  lord  of 
the  ascendant  in  the  house  of  death ;  therefore, 
within  a  year,  some  one  of  high  rank  will  fall 
in  battle.    Had  Jupiter  occupied  that  station,  I 
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ikoiild  not  have  scrupled  to  say — ^thou  wert  the 
BSD.  Last  night  I  perceived  Saturn  enter  into 
bslefiil  opposition  with  Mars,  the  latter  being 
in  the  twelfth  house,  or  the  house  of  enemies. 
This  portends  that  revolution,  war,  and  blood- 
ibed  are  about  to  take  place,  while  one  man  will 
either  fidl  for  ever,  or  be  exalted  above  all 
others/' 

Darazzo,  who  had  sat  knitting  his  brows,  and 
looking  upon  the  ground,  started  up ;  but  pre* 
Kntly,  as  if  ashamed  of  betraying  such  emotion, 
he  resumed  his  place  opposite  to  the  speaker. 

**  What  I  have  mentioned,  my  lord  Duke,  is 
indicated  by  the  aspect  of  the  heavenly  bodies. 
I  should  not  pronounce  such  for  facts,  did  I  not 
find  a  full  confirmation  in  these  wondrous  volumes 
befi>re  me.  Yes,  here  are  prophecies  that,  with 
the  language  of  the  stars,  agree  to  a  tittle.  How- 
beit,  saving  in  one  point,  the  predictions  are  full 
of  mystery,  and  will  admit  of  various  construc- 
tions. Yet  I  will  read  to  thee  the  passages 
which  bear  upon  the  present  question.^ 

l3 
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At  this  moment  a  tremendous  crash  was 
heard,  and  the  Dwarf,  rushing  into  the  room, 
stated  that  the  lightning  had  struck  part  of  the 
tower,  and  that  the  eastern  wing  had  rolled,  a 
mass  of  ruins,  down  into  the  valley.  The  sage, 
with  much  composure,  asked  the  Dwarf  if  he 
thought  the  portion  which  they  occupied  was 
likely  to  fall  also ;  and  the  small  squat  creature 
declaring  it  might  stand  out  the  storm,  Florelli 
commenced  reading  from  the  Sibylline  volumes  : 

"  When  Rome's  eagle  shall  have  been  laid 
prostrate  for  a  thousand  years ;  when  her  long 
line  of  Emperors  shall  be  dust,  a  woman  will 
sway  the  fairest  portion  of  Italy." — "  Mark  this, 
Duke ;  are  not  these  words  wonderfully  expli- 
cit ] — but  to  proceed."* — 

"  Men  will  become  discontented — ^they  will 
sigh  for  a  mightier  ruler.  Then  will  arise  wars 
and  commotions.  The  land  will  flow  with  blood. 
There  will  be  a  man  dark,  savage,  vengeful — 
his  garments  are  crimsoned  with  gore*-he  scoffs 
at  sacred  things — " 
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''  Hold!  thy  books  do  lie !— If  thou  dost  intend 
to  insolt  me,  I  shall  strike  thee  to  the  earth." 

"  Nay,  Royal  Duke,  I  do  not  affirm  that  this 
pefsonage  is  thyself.  Another  man  is  men- 
tioned as  his  assistant  and  colleague,  who  may 
be  my  Duke  of  Durazzo.  But  we  will  open  the 
seoNid  tome,  and  here  the  subject  is  again  re- 
ferred to." 

"  There  is  a  man  who  shall  arise  in  Naples  of 
lojal  stock.  He  shall  be  feared  more  than 
kired.  Yet  will  he  be  wise  and  Taliant  withal. 
During  the  terrible  commotions  that  will  shake 
the  land,  he  will  seize  the  crown  and  sceptre. 
Yea,  he  will  be  lord  of  Italy ;  he  will  also 
iavade  France,  overthrow  the  kingdom  of  Spain, 
and  even  be  hailed  King  of  distant  Britain ! — 
Duke,  the  Sibylline  volumes  say  no  more  than 
this.  The  mighty  man  may  be  thyself,  or  ano- 
ther; and  though  the  stars  speak  plainly  of  thee 
as  a  person  who  will  act  a  prominent  part  in  the 
approaching  struggles,  I  must  confess  that  doubt 
and  uncertainty  shadow  thy  ultimate  destiny.'* 
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Durazzo,  for  some  Ume,  meditated  in  silence. 
He  then  stated  that  he  did  not  feel  satisfied  with 
regard  to  the  declarations  and  revealments  of 
the  sage,  and  inquired  if  he  dared,  for  a  certain 
reward,  practise  necromancy." 

"  I  have  told  thee  already,  my  brd  Duke, 
that  it  is  contrary  to  my  principles  to  hold  oom* 
munion  with  spirits  : — moreover,  I  imagine  that 
thou  thyself  wouldst  fear — " 

"  Fear !  what  have  I  to  fear  ?  I  would  tempt 
earth  and  air,  heaven  and  hell,  to  be  assured  of 
the  fact  that  I  am  to  be  the  mighty  one — a  con- 
queror, and  a  king  !*' 

"  Duke  of  Durazzo,  if  thou  wilt  hide  the  un- 
hallowed  transaction  from  the  knowledge  of 
mortal  man — ^if  thy  flesh  will  not  creep,  and  thou 
canst  nerve  thyself  to  hear,  perhaps  behold  a 
being  not  of  this  world,  I  will  for  once  depart 
from  the  resolution  I  have  formed,  and  permit 
thee  to  receive  from  the  mouth  of  one  passed  to 
the  realms  of  death,  a  confirmation  of  thy  fate.*' 

"  I  wUl  dare  all,  Florelli^-dare  all !" 
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**  Then  accompany  me.* 

Danzzo  followed  the  Astrologer  into  an  inner 
apartment.  The  door  closed  upon  them.  The 
thonders  pealed  more  loudly,  and  the  forky 
fightmngs  flamed  around  the  tower.  What  there 
transpred,  we  pretend  not  to  unfold ;  but  when 
all  was  over,  and  Durazzo  issued  from  the  dim 
and  lonely  chamber,  his  countenance  was  flushed, 
bis  hand  clenched,  and  exultation  was  on  his 
blow.  That  dark,  aspiring,  but  superstitious 
man,  then  bade  the  Astrologer  of  Cums 
fuewelL 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

AN  VNEZPKCTBD  BMCOONTIR. 

TIs  but  a  worthies!  worid  to  win  or  lose, 

So  hath  it  proved  to  thee»  and  all  inch  lot  who  choose. 

ChUdeHarM. 

DuRAzzo  quitted  the  dingle,  and  soon  lost  sight 
of  the  Astrologer's  observatory.  The  storm  had 
now  passed  away ;  and  the  moon,  as  if  gathering 
additional  lustre  from  the  late  obscurity,  shed  a 
tender  trembling  light  on  every  object.  Gentle 
airs  fanned  the  woods,  and  waAed  perfume  from 
the  orange-blossoms  and  roses,  that  hung  their 
heads,  weeping  rain-drops,  nature's  nectareous 
tears.  The  nightingale  again  sprang  forth  from 
the  boughs,  and  repeated  her  note,  not  sad  but 
mellow,  and  joyful ;  and  the  whole  scene  around, 
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is  by  enchantment,  appeared  converted  from  a 
gfcwny  Tartarus  into  a  smUing  Elysium. 

if  good  spirits  were  abroad,  evil  ones  walked 
the  night  also ;  and  such  a  spirit  dwelt  in  the 
hoiom  of  Durazzo.  He  was  retracing  his  path 
to  the  distant  town,  for  he  had  repaired  to  Cumee 
akme,  since  he  would  not  that  any  one  should 
know  of  his  intercourse  with  the  Astrologer. 
His  step,  at  first  quick  and  agitated,  became 
measured  and  calm.  Whatever  he  had  seen  in 
the  secret  chamber  of  the  observatory,  it  had  the 
•elect  of  fixing  his  resolution.  Self-aggrandize- 
ment was  the  ultimate  aim  of  all  his  movements ; 
and  while  ambition  and  superstition  went  hand 
in  hand,  his  soul  was  not  more  pleased  at  the 
prospect  of  exaltation,  than  filled  with  stem 
delight  at  the  idea  of  soon  being  able  to  indulge 
hisevery  propensity,  and  to  take  signal  vengeance 
on  all  his  enemies. 

A  king ! — ^there  is  a  magic  so  irresistible  in 
the  name;  there  is  such  a  craving  in  the  nature 
of  man  for  power,  that  the  mind  of  that  person 
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must  be  either  very  strong,  or  very  virtuous* 
who  would  not  eagerly  grasp  at  a  crown :  who 
would  not  renounce  the  sweets  of  friendship,  the 
charms  of  love,  and  all  the  humble  delights  of 
life,  to  mount  a  throne.  A  Diocletian,  and  a 
Charles,  are  but  solitary  examples  of  men  casting 
from  them  the  purple,  and  the  sceptre,  and 
triumphing  over  the  innate  love  of  dominion. 
Less  seldom  they  appear  in  the  history  of 
the  world,  than  those  comets  in  our  system, 
which  circle  the  sun  once  in  five  hundred 
years.  And  even  these  individuals,  in  the  step 
which  they  took,  might  have  been  influenced  by 
ambition.  They  should  be  celebrated,  and 
handed  down  to  posterity,  as  differing  from  other 
monarchs,  and  should  be  accounted  great  because 
despising  that  which  was  august. 

"  A  king — yes,  I  shall  be  a  king!"  thought 
Durazzo  to  himself;  "  in  spite  of  men  and  gods, 
I  will  sit  on  a  throne.  What  bars  my  way  ? 
who  stands  between  me  and  the  consummation 
of  my  hopes! — a  weak  woman — a  grovelling, 
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soulless  boy.  The  barrier  must  be  broken  down, 
aime  committed,  and  blood  spilL  Pshaw !  what 
is  crime,  or  what  is  virtue  1  man  was  bom  to 
poisoe  the  path  which  seemeth  to  him  best.  Do 
not  the  stars  announce  me  as  an  instrument,  a 
sooofge,  a  terror?  while  those  sinp^ar  prophecies 
ratify  their  intimations.  But,  beshrew  me !  all 
may  prove  an  idle  tale,  the  jugglery  of  knaves, 
vbo  practise  on  the  credulity  of  the  times  only  to 
fin  thdr  purses. — No,  I  will  not  believe  this. 
YeC»  I  believe  there  exists  no  sympathy  between 
the  heavens  and  the  destinies  of  the  common 
beid  of  mankind.  The  planets  only  give  inti- 
BiaboD  when  a  spirit,  destined  to  high  achieve- 
mmt,  enters  on  the  theatre  of  life,  and  important 
eventB  are  about  to  transpire.  Yes,  ye  stars ! 
that  I  now  gaze  on!  imperishable  tablets  of 
etendty !  oracles  beyond  aught  uttered  here !  I 
marvel  not  that  the  untaught  mind  should  hail 
ye  as  divinities,  or  that  the  Greek  sages  placed 
Elysium  beyond  your  sphere !  is  not  my  name 
even  now  sounded  among  ye,  as  the  cruel,  the 
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remorseless,  the  bloody?  he  who  is  to  be  the 
dreaded  tyrants— ha!  ha!  the  troubler  of  men — 
the  shaker — the  conqueror  of  the  world  I** 

Thus  the  ambitious  Durazzo  yielded  to  dreams 
of  approaching  greatness ;  and  as  his  bosom 
swelled,  his  step  became  more  haughty,  and 
each  gesture  betrayed  the  exultation  within.  He 
had  reached  a  solitary  dell  between  two  wooded 
hills,  when  suddenly  his  ear  caught  the  tramp 
of  horses.  They  were  rapidly  approaching  along 
the  narrow  defile.  He  at  once  concluded  they 
were  robbers,  the  neighbourhood  being  famous 
for  their  haunts.  Durazzo,  however,  knew  the 
watchword  of  Lamberti's  company,  and  doubting 
not  that  the  outlaws  here  were,  in  some  way  or 
other,  connected  with  the  men  whom  he  had 
recently  employed,  entertained  little  fear  of 
personal  injury.  Accordingly  he  did  not  conceal 
himself,  but  stood  against  a  rock,  which,  from 
the  nature  of  the  place,  the  advancing  horsemen 
would  be  compelled  to  pass.  Nearer  they  came, 
and  now  turning  a  projecting  angle  of  the  valley, 
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tbej  were  thrown  suddenly  into  view.  Durazzo 
was  entirely  deceived  in  his  supposition.  The 
strong  moonlight  glanced  upon  superb  armour, 
floating  {dumes,  and  the  long  lances  of  regular 
nidiera.  A  man  arrayed  from  head  to  foot  in 
IGlan  steel,  rode  in  front;  and  from  the  atten- 
dance of  two  Esquires  who  bore  his  lance  and 
shield,  he  was  evidently  a  leader  of  no  small 
distinction. 

Durazzo's  countenance,  lately  flushed  with 
pride,  became  white  as  ashes.  Whoever  the 
boisemen  were,  he  most  ardently  desired  to  shun 
them.  He  passed  around  the  rock  and  would 
liave  fled ;  but  his  person  having  been  seen,  the 
soldiers  called  upon  him  to  halt  He  was  not 
unheedful  of  the  smnmons,  for  cowardice,  at  least, 
fimed  no  part  of  Durazzo's  character :  he  re- 
toned  to  his  former  station,  and  standing  in 
front  of  the  rock,  folded  his  arms,  like  a  man 
sternly  resolved  to  abide  and  dare  the  issue. 

The  leader  of  the  troopers  had  recognised  the 
haughty  Duke ;  the  frame  of  the  former  shook 
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with  intense  passion, — ^the  eagerness  of  long* 
hoarded  hate.  He  mastered,  however,  the  feel- 
ings that  struggled  for  vent,  and  making  a  signal, 
his  men  surrounded  Durazzo. 

The  proud  brother  of  Joanna,  the  predicted 
future  king,  stood  in  the  centre  of  a  circle  of 
spears ;  and  that  circle  gradually  contracted,  until 
the  weapons  gleamed  almost  close  to  his  breast 
He  remained  undaunted,  glaring  on  the  military 
Captain,  while  scorn  curled  his  mustachioed 
lip. 

"  Thou  art  in  our  power,  Duke  of  Durazzo !" 
exclaimed  Walter  Courtenay. 

"  And  what  mayest  thou  want  of  me  1  marry, 
am  I  simple  enough  to  ask  the  question  1  as  thou 
art  a  common  robber,  so  doubtlessly  thou  wilt 
play  the  common  cut-throat,  unless  I  give  thee 
my  purse — ^here  it  is,  well  filled — now,  allow 
roe  to  pass." 

"  Duke,  thou  dost  act  rashly  in  renewing  thine 
insults  towards  me.  Thou  knowest  I  am  no 
robber,  or  cut-throat : — away  with  thy  gold !  my 
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IttTe  fellows  shall  not  contamiDate  themselyes 

vith  it.    Thou  art  my  mortal  foe.    Beneath  the 

wide-spread  Heaven  I  have  no  enemy  whom  I 

loathe  80  greatly,  and,  at  the  same  time,  whom 

I  bold  80  base  as  thou.    Nay,  my  men,  back ! 

bvk!  do  not  kill  him!" 

**  I  defy  them  and  thee !  Courtenay,  do  thy 
I  t  f> 

WQfSL 

'*  Sir  Duke,  I  am  no  assassin ;  but  I  rejoice 
that  an  opportunity  is  afforded  me  to  meet  thee 
in  equal  combat.  Know,  I  was  hastening,  with 
a  few  of  my  men,  to  surprise  a  body  of  insur- 
genti — ^traitors  to  the  Queen  of  Naples ;  but  the 
expedition  shall  be  delayed  until  I  have  obtained 
foil  satisfaction  for  the  foul  injuries  I  have  received 
at  thy  hands." 

"  Satisfaction  ?  call  it  rather  murder  !'*  cried 
Dnrazzo.  "  Am  I  not  alone  1  whilst  thou  art 
backed  by  a  host  of  followers  1  they,  in  sooth, 
will  scarcely  see  me  conquer  their  leader ;  and 
whether  I  fiul  or  triumph,  death  is  equally 
oertain." 
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Courtenay  turned  to  his  troop,  and  spoke  as 
calmly  as  his  indignant  feelings  would  permit 
him. 

"  Ye  hear  his  words,  soldiers !  that  man  hath 
insulted  me — ^how  I  shall  not  here  declare— but 
insulted  me  so  deeply,  and  hath  acted  so  false, 
and  despicable  a  part,  that  he  deserves  only  to 
be  hung  to  the  nearest  tree  like  a  dog.  Yet  I 
will  treat  him  in  honourable  sort,  and  grant  him 
every  equality  that  the  laws  of  single  combat 
enjoin.  Therefore,  fall  back,  soldiers,  onour  main 
body,  and  leave  me  with  the  Duke  of  Durazzo 
alone.  I  will  fight  him  with  no  advantage  on  my 
side.  As  surely  as  yonder  moon  shines  in  Hea- 
ven, one  of  us  shall  die.  Therefore,  men,  attend 
to  me — when  ye  shall  hear  a  blast  on  my  bugle, 
conclude  that  I  am  conqueror,  and  hasten  on  to 
bear  the  dead  Durazzo  to  his  home.  If  ye  hear 
nothing,  then  know  that  your  leader  has  fallen ; 
and,  having  tarried  an  hour,  that  the  Duke  may 
escape,  return  and  bury  me  even  beneath  this  sod. 
Do  ye  agree  faithfully  to  perform  my  behest  1" 
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Ike  men,  influenced  by  the  chivalric  spirit  of 
tlie  times,  mutely  acquiesced,  and  gallopped 
had  to  the  main  body  of  Adventurers,  who 
vere  leposing  in  their  tents  about  a  half'^-mile 
tram  the  spot. 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

THE  DUEL. 

I  haye  no  words  ; 

My  Toice  is  in  my  sword,  thoa  Uoodier  yiUain, 

Than  terms  can  give  thee  out ! 

Shakspeare. 

The  English  Captain  dismounted,  and  secured 
his  horse  to  a  tree.  He  advanced  to  Durazzo, 
who,  with  folded  arms,  displayed  calm  indiffer- 
ence, and  defiance.  Neither  individual  spoke 
for  several  minutes,  but  gazed  fiercely  on  each 
other.  Mutual  enmity  and  rage  inflamed  their 
hearts;  for  each,  in  his  projects,  considered 
himself  thwarted  and  injured. 

"  Duke  of  Durazzo,  wilt  thou  explain  thy 
conduct,  and  offer  a  befitting  apology  Y* 

"  I  understand  thee  not." 
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"  b  thy  memory  then  so  shallow  1  Didst  thou 

oot  but  a  few  weeks  smce,  when  I  was  an 
iiunate  of  the  Queen's  Palace  at  Baiae,  didst 
tlioa  not  intercept  a  letter,  and  violating  every 
l&w  of  honour  and  honesty,  open  the  same, 
rerealing  its  contents,  and  making  me  a  jest — 
tke  object  of  most  damning  ridicule  7" 

"  Pshaw !  doth  that  constitute  the  sum  of  thy 
picTances  ?" 

"  And  is  it  not  sufficient  ?  Thou  didst  thy 
vtmost  to  injure  me  in  the  opinion  of  the  Court ; 
in  the  opinion  of  the  Queen ;  and  in  the  estima- 
tioQofher — * 

"Hold!  bewared 

"  Her  I  have  dared  to  love." 

Durazzo  laughed  scornfully,  turned  on  his 
heel,  and  appeared  in  the  act  of  retiring. 

"  Nay,  thou  dost  not  leave  me.  Confess  thou 
hsst  acted  a  most  uncourteous,  and  dishonourable 

"  I  confess  nothing,  saving  that  thou  art  a 
presomptttous  traitor.    I  opened  thy  billet  ad- 
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dressed  to  the  Princess  Amalia,  feeling  myself 
authorized,  in  this  instance,  to  transgress  the 
rules  of  etiquette." 

''  Say,  rather  thou  didst  outrage  every  princi- 
ple of  justice  and  honour  between  man  and  man." 

"  I  considered  it  my  duty  to  expose  thy  au* 
dacity ;  and  thou  mayst  thank  the  lenity  of  the 
Queen  that  thou  didst  escape  without  forfeiture, 
imprisonment,  or  death  itself." 

"  Thou  canst  speak  plausibly,  Duke ;  but  thy 
words  cloak  falsehood  and  cunning.  To  thj 
teeth  I  tell  thee  I  have  been  meanly  betrayed, 
and  basely  insulted  ;  and  therefore  require  that 
satisfaction  which  one  soldier,  under  such  cir- 
cumstances, may  demand  of  another,  however 
unequal  in  other  respects  their  rank  may  be." 

Courtenay  cast  off  his  breast-plate,  that  he 
might  possess  no  advantage  over  his  antagonist. 
He  also  unlaced  the  plates  of  steel  on  his  arms, 
while  he  flang  his  helmet  upon  the  tuif ;  so  that 
in  every  vital  part,  he  was  even  more  uncovered 
and  defenceless  than  Durazzo. 


THB  DUEL.  201 

Tlie  brother  of  Joanna  regarded  his  enemy 
iitb  apparent  composure,  yet  the  spirit  within 
vas  shaken  and  agitated.  He  did  not  experi- 
eace  posonal  fear,  for  he  felt  himself  competent 
to  crass  swords  with  any  man  living ;  but  his 
lopes  were  concentrated,  and  his  thoughts  fixed 
oc  one  object.  A  throne  was  perpetually  pre- 
seat  to  his  imagination ;  and  to  win  this  he  would 
iare  Tentured  his  life  in  a  hundred  battles.  But 
bere  was  a  private  feud,  an  obscure  quarrel,  in 
rfaich  he  might  conquer  without  laurels,  or  fall 
vitbottt  lenown,  throwing  away  for  ever  his 
cbance  of  becoming  a  king.  Shall  he  then 
VBitfonly  risk  a  life  dedicated  to  a  career  of 
^lory?  No,  he  was  not  a  craven,  yet  he  ardently 
desired  to  avoid  fighting  with  the  English 
soldier. 
'*  Draw,  Duke  of  Durazzo— I  am  ready." 
"*  iMolent  varlet !  but  thy  presumption  is  con- 
sistent with  thy  former  conduct.  Whom  dost 
ti»u  challenge  ?  sheath  thy  sword,  for  mine  I 
shall  not  draw." 
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''  Not  draw  1  art  thou  then  a.  coward,  as  well 
as  a  dishonourable  man  ?" 

"  Nay,  thou  mayst  murder  me ;  no  oppro- 
brium in  consequence  will  rest  on  my  name.— 
But  to  measure  swords  with  thee — ^I  cannot  so 
demean,  so  disgrace  myself.'* 

Courtenay  ground  his  teeth — ^his  heart  swelled 
with  indignation;  and,  with  great  difficulty, 
he  restrained  himself  from  springing  on  the 
speaker. 

"  Marry,  whom  dost  thou  take  me  for,  Duke  V* 

"  A  man  without  rank  or  character — sprung, 
I  ween,  from  the  dregs  of  society ;  whose  fitther, 
very  probably,  was  a  sweeper  of  streets,  or  haply 
a  felon  hung  for  house-breaking." 

"  And  thou  art  an  illustrious  Duke,  a  member 
of  the  Royal  Family  of  Naples.  But  in  spite  of 
the  fortuitous  circumstance  of  thy  birth,  I  tell 
thee  thou  art  every  thing  that  is  base  and  vil- 
lainous !'' 

''  Slave !  though  thou  art  beneath  my  resent- 
ment, tbou  shalt  dearly  repent  thy  words.* 
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"  Xot  until  I  am  in  thy  power ;  for  this  sod 
shall  drink  the  life-blood  of  one  of  us.'' 

Courtenay  paced  up  and  down,  straining  his 
diawn  sword  in  his  hand,  and  casting  furtive 
liances  at  his  enemy.  He  could  not  murder 
him,  yet  he  was  resolved  to  obtain  vengeance. 
He  ruminated  on  the  most  politic  plan  to  compel 
Durazzo  to  a  conflict,  since  taunts  and  threats 
seemed  insufficient  to  provoke  him  to  draw  his 
sword«  The  Englishman  suddenly  stopped,  and 
again  confronted  his  foe. 

*'  ThoQ    wilt  fight,  Duke ;    thou  must  and 
shalf 
"  I  repeat,  I  cannot  so  demean  myself.** 
"  Then  thou  dost  quail,  and  art  afraid  to  die." 
"  Get  thee  gone,  varlet! — I  pass  on." 
''  Thou  shalt  pass  first  over  my  dead  body  : 
oonsummate   knave!    designing    traitor!    most 
mean  and  spiritless  coward !  will  nothing  move 
thee?" 

The  last  words  did  move  and  sting  Durazzo 
ta  madness,  for,  springing  forwards,  he  seized 
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Courtenay  by  the  throat.  The  fury,  which 
hitherto  lay  smothered  in  his  bosom,  burst  forth 
with  terrific  violence,  and  his  whole  frame  was 
convulsed  by  the  tempest  within.  He  clutched 
at  his  short  dagger,  and,  holding  it  aloft,  was 
about  to  dash  it  into  the  Englishman's  breast.  But 
the  latter  was  aware  of  the  action ;  and,  as  the 
tiger  by  a  desperate  effort  will  free  itself  from 
the  constrictor,  he  succeeded  in  grappling  with, 
and  thrusting  his  assailant  from  him.  Durazzc» 
reeled  backwards,  and  Courtenay  gave  a  !oui! 
laugh  of  exultation  and  contempt. 

"  So  thou,  I  perceive,  would*st  be  the  mur- 
derer, sir  Duke,  and  not  myself.  I  have  bafHec 
thy  purpose,  however,  this  time.  Shame  iipo: 
thee  to  have  recourse  to  the  assassin's  steel ! — > 
Nay,  thou  dost  not  escape  me  now — ^by  He 
ven !  I  will  run  thee  through  the  body,  unle 
thou  dost  instantly  draw  a  manlier  weapon.** 

As  he  spoke  he  struck  Durazzo  on  the  shou 
der  with  the  flat  of  his  sword.    This  last  indi^ 
nity  was  not  to  be  supported  even  by  the  politi 


THB  DUEL.  205 

aod  calcoladng  Durazzo.  He  trembled  with 
pission  through  every  fibre  of  his  frame.  The 
reflection  that  his  thousand  schemes  of  ambition 
night  temmiate  in  death,  had  no  iDfiaence  upon 
Mm  now :  all  considerations  were  forgotten,  and 
merged  in  the  wild  impulse  of  the  moment ;  and 
adnmcing  from  the  bank  against  which  he  had 
been  dashed,  he  instantly  crossed  swords  with 
his  antagonist. 

The  combatants  were  well  matched  both  in 
strength  and  skill.  Courtenay  having  won  his 
desire,  and  being  fiedrly  engaged  with  his  enemy, 
omled  from  lus  late  excitement.  He  was  col- 
lected and  calm,  as  though  he  smarted  not  be- 
neath the  sense  of  wrongs.  But  Durazzo  every 
moment  grew  more  impatient  and  fiery. 

The  Englishman,  beneath  the  wild  and  pow- 
erful strokes  of  his  stalwart  foe,  suffered  himself 
to  be  beaten  back.  Probably,  had  he  used  his 
utmost  endeavours,  he  would  have  felled  in 
maintaining  his  ground.  But  no  sooner  did  he 
perceive  symptoms  of  flagging  on  the  part  of  his 
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opponent,  than  he  sprang  upon  him  with  the 
agility  of  an  antelope.  His  passes  were  lapid 
as  lightning,  while  he  wheeled  on  every  side, 
perplexing  and  harassing  the  royal  Duke. 
Thrice  he  might  have  taken  his  life,  but  chose 
rather  to  disable,  than  mortally  wound  him. 

Foiled  at  every  point,  and  panting  for  breath, 
Durazzo  slowly  retrograded.  Still  he  disputed 
every  inch  of  ground.  He  sank  on  one  knee, 
yet  he  fought  dragging  himself  here  and  there, 
and  parrying  the  thrusts  of  his  antagonist ;  until 
wholly  exhausted,  and  unable  to  sway  his 
weapon  longer,  he  sank,  with  a  curse,  upon 
the  turf. 

Courtenay  bent  over  his  fallen  enemy.  Mercy 
that  minute  was  not  on  his  brow,  but  the  black- 
ness of  concentrated  hate.  The  man  who  had 
injured  him  so  deeply ;  who  had  caused  him  to 
be  held  up  a  mark  for  revilings,  and  laughter, 
was  in  his  power.  He  had  burned  to  take  his 
life ;  and  all  that  hatred  and  vengeance  desired 
was  granted  to  his  prayer. — ^He  blew  a  shrill 
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blast  OQ  his  horn,  and  planting  his  foot  on  the 
breast  of  his  adversary,  pointed  his  sword  at  his 
kvt. 

"  ThoQ  yieldest — say  thou' art  vanquished,  or 
ij  mj  wrongs,  thou  diest !" 

''  Take  my  life,  if  thou  wilt,  but  I  make  no 
eoQoessions  unto  thee !" 

"  Though  I  abhor,  I  do  not  despise  thee.  Thou 
lit  crafty,  yet  valiant ;  but  thy  nature  is  so  de- 
btted,  that  I  should  render  mankind  a  service 
by  sweeping  thee  from  the  earth." 

"  Strike  on,  then !  strike  on !" 

At  this  moment,  in  answer  to  the  bugle's  sum- 
aoQs,  a  tramp  of  horses  was  heard,  and  Court- 
oay's  tioop  of  adventurers  galloped  into  the 
mm*  When  they  perceived  the  result  of  the 
iad,  they  uttered  a  deafening  shout.  It  sounded 
siangely  in  that  lone  and  beauteous  spot,  where 
^leneath  the  trembling  moon,  the  cascade  only 
stioaid  murmur,  and  the  low  winds  sigh  over 
the  cnmibling  ruins  of  classic  antiquity. 

The  horsemen  formed  in  a  circle  around  their 
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leader,  and  the  prostrate  Duke.  The  latter 
looked  up  on  his  foe,  not  beseeching  merc^,  but 
scowling  defiance ;  haughty,  though  fitllen,  and 
unsubdued  in  soul,  though  vanquished  in  body. 

"  Soldiers !"  cried  Courtenay,  "  ye  behold 
the  issue  of  our  strife,  and  by  the  laws  of  combat 
I  am  now  at  liberty  to  slay  him  whom  I  call  my 
mortal  enemy." 

"  Spare  him  not.  Captain  V*  cried  several 
of  the  troopers  in  a  breath. 

"  Had  he  been  a  coward,  I  should,  in  truth, 
satisfy  now  the  calls  of  vengeance ;  but  the  Duke 
is  a  brave,  though  I  fear  me,  an  evil  disposed 
man.  Moreover,  soldiers,  let  us  recollect  that 
he  is  brother  by  marriage  to  the  good  Queen 
whom  we  serve.  His  life,  then,  riiall  be  granted 
him — ^Duke  of  Durazzo,  arise !" 

The  vanquished  Durazzo  stood  before  the 
troop — not  abashed,  as  most  men  might  have 
been  in  such  a  situation,  but  collected  and  proud. 
He  returned  no  thanks  for  the  clemency  shown 
him.    He  uttered  no  word  to  any  one  present; 
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bot,  on  being  infonned  that  he  was  at  liberty  to 
pnaoe  his  way,  he  strode  firom  among  them,  and 
dimlring  the  path  that  led  into  the  forest,  was 
nm  lost  amidst  the  black  pine  trees. 
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THE  PIKATES. 

There  be  land  rats,  and  water  rata — ^water  thieves  and 
land  thieves — I  mean  piratea. 

Shaktpeare. 

A  FLEET  of  Pirate-gallies  had  long  infested  the 
Neapolitan  shores  that  border  the  Adriatic  The 
want  of  an  efficient  naval  force  on  the  part  of 
the  Italians,  favoured  these  marauders  of  the 
deep ;  and  they  were  accustomed  to  effect  sudden 
landings,  pillage  villages  and  towns,  and  retire 
to  their  barks  with  much  valuable  booty. 

In  the  seaport  of  Brundisi,  a  more  than  ordi- 
nary alarin  had  been  raised.  This  town,  as  the 
classic  reader  will  know,  is  the  ancient  Brundu- 
sium,  so  celebrated  by  Roman  epicures  for  its 
exquisite  oysters.     The  pirates,  in  formidable 
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ainjy  were  now  hovering  off  the  coast,  and 
tlieir  hostile  intentions  admitted  of  no  doubt. 
Some  of  the  inhabitants  concealed  themselves 
with  their  money  in  under-ground  cellars;  hoping 
thereby  to  elude  their  avaricious  enemies. 
Others  fled  to  the  neighbouring  mountains,  with 
all  the  valuables  they  were  able  to  carry.  Ne« 
▼erthdess,  a  considerable  number  remained  in 
the  town;  they  had  assembled  in  the  market- 
plaoe,  cowering,  and  huddling  together,  as  if 
each  considered  his  security  depended  on  pressing 
closely  to  his  neighbour. 

This  patriotic  body  consisted  chiefly  of  oyster- 
Derchants,  clothiers,  and  vineyard  proprietors  ; 
«ad  they  began  eagerly  to  consult  on  the  best 
measores  to  be  adopted  for  the  defence  of  their 
property,  and  the  protection  of  their  wives  and 
daughters.  The  chief  man  among  them,  who 
vas  the  Podesta  of  the  town,  ascended  the  steps 
that  led  to  the  principal  church,  and  harangued 
the  terror-stricken  mtiltitude.  He  advised  them 
to  seize  whatever  arms  they  could  find,  and 
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lining  the  shore,  boldly  to  await,  and  resolutely 
repel  the  lawless  invaders. 

But  the  stout  Podesti's  words  foiled  to  instil 
courage  into  the  drooping  hearts  of  the  Brundi- 
sians.  The  ancient  and  warlike  spirit  of  the 
place  was  no  more;  and  the  men,  with  one 
accord,  declared  that  they  wotild  risk  their  lives 
in  their  fishing-boats,  gather  oysters  in  storms, 
and  if  called  upon,  travel  bare-fix)t  and  Casting, 
to  any  cross  or  shrine  in  Italy ;  but  as  for  fighting 
with  those  rough  and  desperate  seamen,  they 
dared  not,  they  would  not  attempt  any  thing  so 
dangerous. 

"  Offer  them  a  thousand  barrels  of  fresb 
oysters !"  cried  a  rotund  merchant  among  the 
crowd,  ''  on  condition  that  they  sail  past  our 
town,  and  do  us  no  injury.'' 

The  Podesti  shook  his  head,  doubtful  whether 
such  a  gift,  however  excellent,  would  content 
the  pirates.  A  ebip  load  of  lobsters  and  eels, 
was  next  proposed,  together  with  twenty  mules' 
burden  of  oranges.    But  the  Podestft  was  for 
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warlike  measmes,  and  at  length  carried  it  by 
vote,  that  a  messenger  should  be  dispatched  to 
FVoDtino,  a  Tillage  about  six  mites  distant, 
vhere  he  knew  a  troop  of  Condottieri  was  then 
sutioned.  They  would  offer  the  soldiers  one 
tboQsand  florins,  if  they  would  gallop  on  without 
delay,  and  protect  the  good  town  of  Bnindisi 
agai&ftt  the  threatened  descent  of  the  barbarous 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 

THB   TOXJNG  VICTIM. 

•*  Fond  memory  weeps  o'er  fiiendi  of  Tiniihed  ]ioiin» 
Ai  00  a  foreign  shore  he  sinks  to  die; 

Bright  dreems  of  sonny  fields,  and  greenwood  bowen. 
Crowd  on  his  heart,  and  wake  the  bitter  sigh." 


The  brief  but  fierce  conflict  was  over.  The 
Pirates  had  abandoned  their  design  upon  the 
seaport  of  Brundisi,  and  retired  to  their  gallies  in 
confusion  and  dismay.  Yet  many  a  comrade 
they  left  behind  them:  turbaned  Arab,  and 
bearded  Turk,  pressed  the  shore,  biting  the  flints 
in  their  last  agony,  and  howling  curses  upon  the 
Christian.  But  others,  less  furious  in  their  dying 
moments,  were  seen  raising  themselves  with 
difiiculty  upon  their  knees,  and,  with  their  faces 
towards  Mecca,  they  called  upon  their  prophet 
Mohammed,  and  muttered  sentences  from  the 
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Konn.  They  thought  of  the  breezy  bowers, 
the  amber  streams,  and  black-eyed  Houris  of 
Paradise;  and,  deeming  its  bliss  secure,  that,  in 
a  few  minutes,  they  should  enter  its  crystal  gates, 
light  flashed  into  their  dying  eyes,  enthusiasm 
banished  the  sense  of  pain ;  and,  with  a  smile  on 
their  white  lips,  they  clasped  their  hands,  and 
expired. 

The  mhabitants  of  the  ancient  town  hastened 
from  their  gates  to  greet  their  gallant  deliverers. 
Their  own  valour  had  failed  them ;  their  houses 
might  have  been  despoiled,  and  their  daughters 
carried  off  by  those  lawless  wanderers  of  the 
deep;  but  the  English  Condottiero  and  his  men 
W  defeated  the  rovers,  and  relieved  the  honest 
burghers  from  every  apprehension. 

Beneath  the  acacia  and  orange  trees  that  rose 
m  tarious  quarters  of  the  town,  the  military 
adrentiirers  were  regaling  themselves.  The 
oatiTes  showed  them  all  courtesy  and  hospitality, 
is  well  they  might.  They  bestowed  on  them 
preaents,   joined  with    them    in  draining   the 
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wine-cup,  and  afterwards  sang  Italian  songs, 
and  danced  in  jovial  circles  to  the  pipe  and 
guitar. 

But  where  was  the  English  Captain,  Walter 
Courtenay] 

Quitting  the  revellers,  he  had  passed  the  gate, 
and  was  wandering  along  the  shore.  Although 
it  had  been  but  the  miniature  of  a  battle,  he 
sighed  to  behold  its  victims.  Friend  and  enemy 
lay  around  him,  for  some  of  his  own  soldiers  had 
fallen.  None  now  exhibited  signs  of  life,  for  his 
care  had  removed  to  the  town  all  such  of  whom 
any  hopes  of  recovery  were  entertained. 

Quiet  brooded  over  the  scene ;  the  sun  was 
sinking  behind  the  woody  Apennine :  the  yellow 
beam  lay  in  long  lines  on  the  slumbering  waves^ 
and  revealed  the  far  convent  shining  on  the  rocky 
hill-top,  like  hope  on  the  brow  of  adversity. — 
Courtenay  exulted  not  in  the  victory  which  he 
had  gained;  but  sadness  was  upon  his  spirit. 
He  wandered  from  corpse  to  corpse,  examining 
the  features  of  each,  as  though  he  was  anxious 
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to  diatxiver  some  particular  follower  or  friend 
among  the  dead. 

"  Can  he  hare  fitUen  ?"  he  murmured  to 
hmself ;  "  I  gaw  him  in  the  thick  of  the  fight, 
m  be  has  not  returned  to  the  town.  My  brave 
boT !  Heaven  grant  that  thou  art  still  living !" 

Coortenay  passed  near  a  priest,  who  continued 
to  hold  his  cross  over  the  body,  of  an  English 
trooper,  although  life  was  extinct.  He  was 
breaduDg  prayers  for  the  rest  of  the  departed 
ioal«  That  father  was  a  disinterested,  a  sincere 
Christian,  and  Courtenay  felt  his  heart  warm 
towards  him  for  his  pious  exertions. 

The  English  Captain  left  behind  him  that 
portioQ  of  the  beach  which  had  been  the  scene 
of  the  conflict ;  and  projecting  rocks  hid  from  his 
▼iew  the  old  town  of  Brundisi.  Suddenly  he 
stopped,  for  a  faint  groan  met  his  ear.  Gazing 
in  the  direction  of  the  sound,  he  perceived,  at  a 
short  distance,  a  soldier  stretched  upon  the  sand. 
He  lay  beneath  the  shelter  of  a  rock,  and,  close 
beside  him,  gushed  a  slender  stream,  which. 
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having  burst  from  the  clifis  above,  was  pursuing 
its  sparkling  way  to  the  ocean. 

The  young  soldier  now  languidly  raised  him- 
self upon  one  arm,  and,  scooping  up  the  water 
in  the  hollow  of  his  hand,  drank  eagerly,  and 
dashed  the  cooling  fluid  over  bis  temples.  His 
steel  cap^  which  had  been  thrown  aside,  allowed 
his  long  hair  to  fall  in  rich  brown  masses,  wet 
with  his  own  blood,  and  the  dew  of  the  bubbling 
rivulet.  Apparently  exhausted  by  the  action 
of  drinking,  he  again  sank  on  the  beach. 

In  a  minute  Courtenay  stood  by  his  side :  it 
was  as  he  feared;— his  young  follower,  his 
favourite  Esquire,  was  mortally  wounded.  His 
fall  being  unnoticed  in  the  tumult  of  the  fray,  he 
had  been  left  among  the  slaughtered.  Reviving, 
however,  in  a  slight  degree,  the  stripling  had 
reached  this  spot,  but  was  unable  to  proceed 
further. 

Courtenay  addressed  him,  and,  at  the  well- 
known  accents,  Trevanion  opened  his  eyes,  while 
a  faint  smile  played  on  his  lips. 
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"  My  bnve  fellow !  would  that  I  had  found 
tbee  befiire !  but  I  trust  I  am  yet  in  time  to  render 
thee  assistance.'' 

The  yoatb  pressed  the  speaker's  hand  in  token 
of  gratitude,  but,  at  the  same  time,  he  intimated 
tliat  bis  kindness  would  avail  him  nothing. 

"  Bat  I  will  bear  thee  in  my  arms  to  the  town, 
vlierescnne  skilful  Chirurgeon  shall  dress  thy 
woonds.** 

"Raise  me  not!*'  said  Trevanion  faintly; 
"  that  pang  I  cannot  bear :  if  you  would  not  have 
ae  die  this  moment,  place  me  again  by  the 
faontain!" 

Courtenay,  perceiving  the  hopeless  condition 
of  the  sufferer,  yielded  to  his  desire;  and,  with 
the  crjstal  wave,  again  cooled  his  parched  lips^ 
and  burning  forehead.  He  sighed  as  he  thought 
of  the  blighted  prospects  of  that  young  soldier, 
to  whom  the  future  had  seemed  fraught  with 
every  pleasure,  and  had  promised  every  success. 
And  was  his  bright  career  to  be  closed  so  soon  ? 
was  the  sun  of  life,  ere  it  had  half  way  attained 
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its  meridian,  U}  be  quenched  in  darkness  for 
ever? — "Oh,  war!  war!*'  he  groaned,  "this 
cometh  of  thee !"  and  he  inwardly  cursed  the 
profession  of  arms  which  he  followed. 

Courtenay  sat  on  the  ground,  and  the  dying 
youth  laid  his  head  upon  his  knees.  He  watched 
over  him,  as  a  mother  may  bend  over  her  expiring 
child.  Much  has  been  said  of  woman's  sorrow  for 
her  lover  in  distress;  yet  it  is  blent,  perhaps,  with 
a  certain  degree  of  selfishness;  for  she  reflects  that 
if  he  begone,  her  lot  will  be  desolate  and  wretched. 
But  there  is  something  holy,  pure,  and  disinter-* 
ested,  in  the  compassion  and  anguish  which  one 
man  may  feel  for  the  suffering  of  another,  from 
whose  death  or  life,  he  will  reap  no  benefit. 

"  Courtenay,"  said  Trevanion,  gazing  on  that 
bronzed  but  noble  face  which  bent  in  silence 
over  him;  "  thou  hast  been  to  me  a  father ;  how 
shall  I  thank  thee  for  all  thy  kindness  ? — thou 
hast  thought  me,  perhaps,  in  my  lighter  hours, 
unheedful  of  the  past,  it  may  be,  ungrateful ; 
but  oh !  such  seeming  belied  my  heart !" 
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**  Talk  not  thus,  Trevamon ;  thou  art  nothing 
beholden  to  me ;  and  as  for  my  regard,  which 
hs  never  changed  since  the  hour  I  met  thee,  all 
vho  knew  thee  loved  thee  alike.  But  despond 
oot^Uioa  shalt  yet  live,  my  hoy.  I  will  dispatch 
jooder  peasant  who  now  approaches,  for  a  me- 
dictlnsan.* 

And  the  Italian,  having  received  Courtenay's 
orders,  hastened  to  the  town. 

"  Let  me  talk  to  thee.  Captain,''  continued 
tbe  yoang  soldier,  "  while  yet  I  may.  My 
tboogbts,  now  life's  scene  closes  upon  me,  turn 

to  my  parents  and  my  home I  have  informed 

thee,  that,  on  the  downfall  of  our  family,  my 
&ther  resided  in  a  cottage  hy  the  lake  of  UUs* 
vater.  There  I  passed  my  childhood.  Oh  ! 
that  I  had  not  deserted  him  in  his  poverty,  and 
sorrow !  but  it  is  useless  now  to  lament ;  I  cannot 
obtain  his  forgiveness,— -I  cannot  receive  his 
Uessing !" 
Courtaiay  would  willingly  have  banished  such 
from  the  youth's  mind.    He  knew 
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that  Trevanion,  urged  by  romance,  and  the  spirit 
of  adventure^  had  quitted  England  against  the 
will  of  his  parent ;  and  he  had  intended  shortly 
to  have  impressed  upon  him  the  expediency  of 
his  returning  home. 

''  Let  me  dwell  a  moment  on  the  happy  hours 
of  childhood !"  continued  the  stripling,  his  face 
brightening,  but  it  was  a  wan  and  melancholy 
lustre  that  illumined  his  eye.  ''On  the  mountain, 
along  the  shore,  and  over  the  glassy  lake,  my 
fancy  carries  me.  There,  with  my  book,  I  be* 
guiled  the  hour ;  with  my  rod  and  angle,  I 
cherished  not  the  dreams  of  ambition;  and, 
steering  my  skiff  over  the  summer  waves,  care, 
war,  and  sorrow,  were  nothing  to  me." 

Courtenay  was  deeply  affected.  Though  no 
such  retrospect  was  his,  he  could  enter  fully  into 
the  feelings  of  his  unfortunate  young  follower. 

"  But  I  am  departing!"  murmured  Trevanion ; 
*'  my  thoughts  must  no  longer  linger  on  earth. — 
Courtenay  I  regret  to  leave  thee ;  I  mourn,  like- 
wise, io  leave  one  who  dwells  by  that  &r  lake— 
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the  dream  of  my  youth,  the  beacon  of  love  and 
bpe,  on  which  the  eyes  of  my  soul  are  now 
fixed.  My  &ther,  also,  when  I  think  of  him, 
di,  desolate,  and  in  sorrow ;  who  mourned  for 
his  only  son  when  he  forsook  him ;  who  wept 
orer  me — my  father!  my  poor  father !" 

Trevanion  pressed  his  forehead  with  his  feeble 
bands;  and  though  he  was  too  faint  to  sob,  his 
tears  fell  on  the  sand  beneath. 

Conrtenay  was  raising  him,  and  about  to  utter 
words  of  consolation,  when  he  perceived  the 
^nthecary  whom  the  Italian  peasant  had  sum- 
mooed.  The  professional  man,  having  examined 
lus  patient,  shook  his  head,  and  whispered  in 
Coiirtenay*s  ear  that  the  case  admitted  of  no 
bope.  To  remove  him,  he  said,  would  only  acce- 
Wate  his  death;  and  he  kindly  offered  to  remain 
there  until  he  should  die,  if  the  Captain  wished 
to  depart 

But  Coorteoay,  in  deep  dejection,  refused  to 
quit  the  spot ;  and  the  disciple  of  Galen,  having 
adouniatered  a  soothing  potion  to  the  sufferer, 

VOL.  I.  L 


224 


THB  TOUMO  VICTIM. 


took  his  station  at  a  little  distance.  The  man, 
with  muchcoohiess,  commenced  some  astrological 
calculations,  and  concluded  by  sketching  the 
surrounding  scenery ;  for  to  the  profession  of  a 
physician,  he  added  that  of  a  painter. 

The  youth  evidently  was  sinking  fast:  the 
blood  did  not  flow  so  profusely  from  his  side,  but 
trickled,  drop  by  drop,  upon  the  shore ;  and  this 
betokened  that  life's  sands  were  nearly  run. 

Recovering  in  a  slight  degree,  he  placed  his 
hand  in  Courtenay's,  and  feebly  spoke : 

"  Thou  beUevest  in  another  world ;  I  have 
often  heard  thee  express  thy  religious  sentiments. 
For  crime  committed  here,  thou  dost  think  we 
shall  receive  retribution  hereafter.  Many  errors 
shall  I  have  to  answer  for,  yet  none,  methinks, 
will  weigh  so  heavily  against  me,  as  my  disobe- 
dience and  cruelty  to  my  parents." 

"  But,  Trevanion,'*  said  Courtenay,  wishing 
to  console  him  on  this  point,  and  reflecting  that  the 
youth's  conduct,  in  some  respects,  resembled  his 
own,  although  he  had  not  forsaken  a  father,  but 
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%  gttidiaa :  **  thoa  dost  reproach  thyself  too 
KTenljr.  Thy  fiEonily  was  ruinedi  thy  patrimony 
gone;  thoa  didst  bum  for  the  profession  of  arms; 
aid  a  desire  to  see  the  worldi  and  visit  foreign 
oonits,  led  thee  to  Italy :  and,  through  all,  I  dare 
aaert,  thou  didst  love  thy  parent." 

"  Love  him  ?  Oh,  yes,  yes— but  I  should  have 
RflBsined  with  him,  to  avenge  his  wrongs,  to 
ooosole  him  under  his  misfixrtunes* — But  it  is 
over — God  fcrgive  me ! — ^in  another  state,  if  I  am 
pctmitted,  I  will  visit  him ;  I  will  hover  around 
Um,  Us  guardian  angel ;  andhe  who  forsook  him 
vhen  Uving,  shall  be  by  his  side  for  ever !" 

The  filial  i^ection  of  the  dying  young  man 
nbdned  and  melted  Courtenay's  heart.  For 
himself^  he  had  never  known  the  care  and  love 
of  parents ;  yet  he  could  imagine  how  many 
ftnog  and  endearing  associations,  in  the  bosom 
rfthe  virtuous  son,  must  be  linked  with  their 
flKmory. 

"  My  noble  boy !»  he  said,  "  doubt  not — ^fear 
oot— thou  wilt  be  happy.    A  God  of  mercy  will 
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forgive  slight  offences  in  consideration  of  such 
virtue  as  thine.  Oh!  that  my  heart  were  as 
pure !  that  my  life  were  as  innocent !  recline  thy 
head  thus — now,  Trevanion,  art  thou  more  at 
ease?" 

"  Nay,  the  body  matters  little — thatwill  soon 
be  dust.  My  end  is  near  now ;  yet  the  pang  of 
my  wound  thrills  me  no  longer ;  a  heaviness,  a 
dizziness  come  over  me — objects  swim  before 
my  eyes — stoop  nearer,  Courtenay,  for  I  can 
scarcely  behold  thee." 

"  My  friend,  my  more  than  brother!  be 
comforted — I  am  with  thee. — Is  there  aught  that 
I  can  do  for  thee — when — ^when — '* 

Courtenay's  voice  failed,  for  he  was  choking 
with  emotion. 

"  Yes,"  murmured Trevanion,  "  should'st  thou 
ever  visit  England,  see  my  father — ^tell  him 
how  I  sorrowed  for  him — how  I  repented  of  my 
past  conduct — and  that  I  died  calling  upon  his 
name — loving,  blessing  him  !*' 

"  I  will  not  fail  to  perform  thy  request;  but 
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Dot  more  deeply,  more  sincerely  than  myself, 
vill  that  filther  sorrow  for  thy  loss." 

The  Englishman  bent  nearer;  he  felt  the  young 
»Uier*s  brow ;  it  was  cold  as  ice ;  he  placed 
liis  hand  npon  his  heart ;  it  had  ceased  to  beat ! 

Then  burst  forth  Courtenay's  feelings  which, 
before,  he  had,  in  a  measure,  controlled ;  nor  was 
it  derogatory  to  manhood,  that  his  affection  and 
sorrow  found  vent  in  a  flood  of  tears. 


CHAPTER  XX. 


THE  APPROACH  OF  A  CRISIS. 

'*  Oh !  giye  me  loye !  its  raptnres  still  be  mine ; 
The  Imst  of  all  earth's  raptares  I'll  resign." 

We  must  allow  a  period  of  some  months  to  elapse 
from  the  date  of  our  previous  chapters.  The 
glow  of  summer  was  gone ;  the  fervour  of  mellow 
Autumn  was  on  its  decline.  The  forest  had 
assumed  its  golden  mantle,  and  the  winged 
inhabitants  of  the  bough,  to  stream  and  valley, 
poured  forth  a  graver,  a  more  plaintive  strain. 

Poets  and  philosophers  have  ever  been  partial 
to  the  commencement  and  decline  of  the  year. 
It  would  be  difficult  to  decide  which  of  the  two 
periods  has  received  the  greater  share  of  their 
eulogiums.     Spring  may  be  more  exhilirating 
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Id  genius;  it  may  awaken  livelier  thoughts,  and 
tenderer  emotions ;  it  may  be  the  fit  season  for 
lore,  and  all  its  concomitant  pleasures.  But 
Antunm  yields  to  the  mind  a  deeper  tone ;  it 
gives  rise  to  a  loftier  and  more  solemn  train  of 
tlxx^ts.  Charmed  by  its  grave  and  sombre 
prospects,  the  poet  more  readily  melts  into  the 
pathetic^  or  soars  into  the  sublime.  The  spirit 
of  the  philosopher,  also,  is  more  collected,  and 
bis  meditations  are  more  profound. 

There  is  something  so  soothing,  yet  firaught 
vith  regret ;  so  elevating,  yet  so  melancholy,  in 
ibe  prospect  of  nature's  slow  and  beautiful 
decay,  that  minds  of  a  dignified  order,  as  well 
as  those  of  a  pensive  and  meditative  cast  must 
erer,  amid  the  revolving  seasons,,  give  the  pre- 
ierenoe  to  Autumn. 

We  shall  now  briefly  describe  the  situation  of 
a  few  of  oar  characters. 

Louis,  the  unfortunate  lover  of  Queen  Joanna, 
VIS  in  Rome.  The  splendour  of  the  Vatican ; 
tie  grandeur  of  St.  Petefs ;  the  majesty  of  the 
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Seven  Hills;  the  dying  glory  of  ruined  arch,  and 
crumbling  amphitheatre;  all  offered  means  by 
which  be  might  divert  his  thoughts  from  their 
one  bitter  channel ;  hut  how  far  his  misplaced 
passion  was  subdued,  we  are  unable,  as  yet,  to 
inform  the  reader. 

Camillo,  however,  his  devoted  attendant, 
enjoyed  the  visit  to  his  native  City,  beyond  any 
deacriptionthallanguagemightgive.  He  amused  I 
his  taciturn  master  by  recitals  of  achievements  | 
performed  by  his  ancestors  when  Rome  was  in 
hei  ghiry.  Each  ruin  had  its  &ble,  or  its  tale 
of  truth.  Now  he  apostrophized  an  obelisk, 
now  mourned  over  a  prostrate  column ;  and,  on 
the  Palatine-Hill,  he  so  &r  forgot  himself,  that 
he  commenced  declaiming,  as  if  surrounded  as 
formerly  by  his  awe-struck  pupils.  I 

Prince  Andrea  and  his  Court  had  returned  to 
Naples ;  and  Queen  Joaima,  Amalia,  and  Phi- 
lippa,  were  inmates  of  the  Castel-Nuovo,  » 
magnificent  but  gloomy  structure. 

The  English  Captain  had  not  attended   the 
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Coort  since  his  departure  from  Baiae  ;  yet  fame 
iottlly  trumpeted  his  military  achievements. 
He  had  rendered  signal  service  to  the  Queen  by 
the  redoction  of  several  rebel  barons ;  he  stormed 
tkir  strong  holds,  and  razed  them  to  the  ground. 
He  expelled  the  robbers  from  their  forests,  and, 
IS  we  have  seen,  repulsed  a  host  of  Saracen 
pirates,  who  had  landed  to  pillage  the  rich  town 
ofBrandisi.  Yet,  strange  to  say,  unlike  other 
Coodottieri  of  the  period,  for  these  services  he 
<feinaoded  no  gold;  honour  and  renown  seemed 
to  be  all  that  the  chivalric  Englishman  coveted. 
He  did  not,  however,  debar  his  soldiers  from 
sliariog  occasionally  rich  prizes  and  spoils. 

After  various  disputes  which  had  occasioned 
much  delay,  a  bull  was  at  length  prranted  by  the 
P<ipe  for  the  coronation  of  Andrea  and  Joanna. 
The  Htmgarian  faction  had  so  far  succeeded  in 
its  schemes  of  usurping  the  government  of  the 
^*&tioD,  that  Joanna  and  her  husband  were  to 
^ign  conjointly,  the  latter  being  dignified  with 
^  title  of  King.    The  twentieth  of  September 
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was  the  day  appointed  for  the  ceremony  of  the 
coronation.  Whether  through  the  tortuous  in- 
trigues of  Durazzo,  or  whether  it  was  of  their 
own  free  will,  did  not  appear,  but  a  fortnight 
before  the  day  mentioned  abovei  the  ro3ral  parties 
left  Naples  to  pass  the  intenrening  time  near  the 
pleasant  town  of  Aversa. 

A  spacious  convent,  beautifully  situated  amidst 
gardens  of  cypress  and  myrtle-trees,  was  chosen 
for  their  temporary  residence.  It  was  the  last 
spot  that  fate  should  have  selected  for  the  scene 
of  such  a  fearful  tragedy  as  was  about  to  be 
enacted. 

The  Prince  and  Queen  had  already  spent 
several  days  in  this  delightful  retreat.  The 
former  had  entirely  recovered  from  the  alarm 
which  he  experienced  at  Baise ;  he  had  dismissed 
his  body-guard,  thrown  aside  his  plate  armour, 
and  passed  his  hours  in  laughter,  wine,  and 
wassail.  The  latter,  although  she  had  regained 
her  accustomed  serenity,  was  by  no  means 
cheerful;   gloom  and  despondency  seemed  to 
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»teep  ber  spirit,  as  if  coming  events  had  already 
cast  their  shadows  on  her  soul. 

It  was  a  cahn  afternoon ;  the  sun,  although  he 
00  longer  poured  a  flood  of  radiance  from  his 
utanmal  urn,  shone  with  considerable  fervour. 
In  a  retired  part  of  the  convent  garden,  beneath 
^rref-archiDg  cypress  trees,  Joanna  and  Amalia 
vere  walking.  Each  remained  silent,  wrapped 
J)  meditations  of  her  own.  Joanna  appeared  the 
Aoe  beautiful  majestic  being,  as  when  we  last 
beheld  her ;  but  a  few  short  months  had  wrought 
s  great  change  in  the  person  and  character  of 
Amalia.  Her  eye  no  longer  sparkled  with  girlish 
'M  reckless  gaiety :  her  cheek,  which  once  the 
^'^test  incident  woke  into  dimples,  like  a 
^  ruffling  a  summer  lake,  rarely  betrayed  a 
^le.  Her  step  was  slow,  her  brow  pensive 
^  thoughtful;  scenes  of  festivity  had  lost 
liieir charm;  while  solitude,  once  so  irksome, 
seemed  the  only  thing  calculated  to  soothe  and 
satify  her  spirit.  Yes,  no  circumstance  so 
K&cts  the  mind,  and  metamorphoses  the  whole 
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character  of  woman,  as  the  dawning  of  the  pas- 
sion of  love. 

It  has  been  said  that  love  is  not  so  constant 
in  its  idolatry,  or  so  productive  of  unmixed 
pleasure,  in  early  youth,  as  in  riper  years.  The 
stripling,  and  the  girl,  feel  an  impulse,  headlong, 
irresistible ;  their  passion  is  based  on  charms  of 
person,  rather  than  on  qualities  of  mind ;  it  ex- 
amines not — reflects  not — and,  in  its  intoxication, 
would  run  into  any  danger,  and  possess  its  object 
in  spite  of  all  that  prudence,  reason,  or  religion 
might  urge. 

But  love,  which  is  a  later  produce,  if  we  may 
so  speak,  of  the  heart's  soil,  though  less  luxu- 
riant, is  more  deeply,  and  permanently  rooted  ; 
and  like  the  oak  on  the  mountain  top,  the  blight 
of  misfortune,  and  the  storms  of  fate,  can  render 
it  no  injury  ;  but  still,  with  revolving  years,  it 
strengthens  and  expands. 

Amalia's  passion  was  neither  entirely  the  one 
nor  the  other  described  above.  It  partook  of  an 
intermediate  nature.     True,  this  was  her  first 
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hre,  and,  so  far,  it  was  wild,  strong,  enthusiastic. 
Bat  being  in  her  nineteenth  year,  reflection  and 
retson  began  to  exert  their  influence  over  her ; 
Realily  to  oppose  the  warm  colourings  of  Imagi- 
utioD  and  Romance ;  nor  was  she  altogether 
Mind  to  consequences. 

The  &ir  companions  walked  side  by  side : 
tliej  seemed  to  take  no  notice  of  the  fountains 
which  played  near  them ;  the  golden  squirrels  that 
leaped  from  tree  to  tree,  or  the  bright-winged 
birds,  that,  scared  by  their  approach,  winged 
tway  from  the  boughs  above  their  heads. 

At  length  Joanna,  pointing  at  a  violet  which 
VBS  almost  concealed  by  the  surrounding  moss, 
addressed  her  relative. 

"  Seest  thou  yon  little  flower,  Amalia  ?  the 
pody  tulip  is  no  more;  the  sun-flower  hath 
Wed  its  pride ;  and  the  leaves  of  the  gorgeous 
1096  are  shed.  But  this  violet  still  blooms ;  the 
*^  reaches  it  not  in  its  shrine  of  moss.^ 

**  It  is  truly  a  sweet  flower;"  observed  Amalia. 

"Thus  the  exalted,  and  famed,  kings  and 
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queens,"  pursued  Joanna,  "  are  exposed  to  envy 
and  slander ;  they  wither  beneath  their  chilling 
breath.  But  the  lowly,  secure  in  their  humiUty, 
live  on  unpersecuted  and  happy.  Would  I  were 
like  yon  violet,  Amalia !" 

"  In  like  manner,"  rejoined  the  girl,  "  the 
nightin^e  sings  to  the  proud  rose,  until  intruded 
on  by  listeners ;  and  the  butterfly  flaunts  around 
the  gaudy  tulip,  unUI  caught  by  wanton  hands. 
But  the  perfumed  wind  breathes  unceasing  music, 
kissing  unmolested  that  violet's  dewy  Up ;  and 
the  beautiful  night-fly  slumbers  in  security  upon 
its  purple  bosom." 

"  And  what  would  thy  aimile  aim  at,  my 
sweet  girl  1"  asked  the  Queen. 

"  This  truth,  Joanna — the  lowly  bom,  and 
obscure,  are  allowed  to  lore  as  their  feelings 
prompt  them  ;  no  eyes  keep  on  their  actions,  a 
hateful  eijnonage  ;  no  cold  conventionalities,  no 
disparity  in  rank,  bar  and  crush  their  natural 
aifections;  would  I  were  like  yon  violet,  Joanna!" 

"  Still  do  thy  thoughts  dwell  on  scenes  that 
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are  paand  V  said  the  Queen.  ''  Well,  I  cannot 
chide  thee  now ;  since  I  myself  should  have  for* 
p)tten  the  penecutions  of  traitorsi  who,  probably, 
exist  no  longer.  But  it  is  a  sweet  flower,  Ama- 
lia— gather  it--there,  place  it  in  my  bosom." 

They  walked  on :  the  conversation,  just  reci« 
ted,  may  serve  to  elucidate,  better  perhaps  than 
a  lengthened  description,  the  state  of  their  mutual 
feelings.  After  a  short  pausOi.  Joanna  again 
^ke. 

"In  two  days,  as  thou  art  aware,  Amalia, 
the  ingost  ceremony  takes  place,  which  invests 
Andrea  and  myself  with  the  crown  of  Naples : 
jet  I  can  with  truth  say,  that  I  look  forward  to 
it  with  no  pleasure — ^with  no  satisfaction.*^ 

"  Saints !  my  fair  cousin,  and  what  may  be 
the  reason  ?  yet  need  I  ask  the  question,  when 
he  who  should  have  been  crowned  with  thee  is 
fer  distant,  and  Andrea  becomes  daily  more 
indolent  and  sensual  1" 

"  Ha !  wherefore  speak  you  thus  1"  cried  the 
Qoeen ;  ''  have  I  not  entreated,  commanded  you 
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never  to  refer  to  Louis  again  ? — I  thought  I  had 
forgotten  him,  and  I  tvill  forget  him !"  she  turned 
away  her  head  to  hide  the  tears  which  were 
stealing  down  her  cheek. 

"  Pardon  me,  Joanna :  my  own  sorrows  spring 
but  from  one  source,  and  I  am  too  inclined  to 
imagine  that  the  grief  of  others  must  have  a 
similar  origin." 

"  Amalia,"  said  the  Queen  in  a  tremulous 
voice ;  "  last  night  I  had  a  fearful  dream  ; 
although  no  believer  in  omens  or  visions,  I  can- 
not but  think  that  my  dream  prognosticates  some 
direful  calamity." 

"  Calamity  unto  whom,  Joanna?'' 

"  Draw  near  and  listen — no,  I  cannot  tell  it 
thee ;  I  would  not  fill  thy  gentle  bosom  with 
fears,  that,  after  all,  have  no  ground  to  autho- 
rize them.  Enough  to  say,  that  my  dream  rela- 
ted to  Andrea :  it  seemed  to  intimate  that  some 
awful  event  was  about  to  transpire ;  that  in  the  midst 
of  feasting  and  pleasure,  the  bolt  of  vengeance 
was  to  descend — the  trump  of  death  to  sound." 
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Jouwa  paused,  and  trembled.  "  Yes,  some- 
tiung  whispers  me  that  traitors  still  surround 
09 ;  who  they  may  be  I  know  not — ^but,  thank 
God !  we  quit  this  spot  to-morrow." 

To-fflorrow  ?  thus  mortals  reason, — ^they  con- 
sider not  what  may  spring  from  the  womb  of  to- 
iBonow !  they  form  resolutions ;  they  project 
schemes;  they  lay  themselves  down  in  confi- 
dence on  their  pillows,  nor  deem  that  the  arrow 
of  &te  is  on  the  wing,  and  that  on  the  morrow 
tl^r  eyes  may  open  in  an  eternal  world. 

Amalia  pressed  the  Queen  no  further  on  the 
subject  of  her  dream ;  and  now  they  arrived  at 
1  little  suramer-house,  formed  of  myrtles  inter- 
woven with  jessamine;  a  fountain  played  in 
hmt,  and  rustic  benches  were  ranged  within. 
^J  entered  and  seated  themselves.  The  mur- 
snrof  the  waters  was  grateful  and  refreshing. 
^  silver  dew,  after  it  had  sprinkled  moss  and 
^Of  was  gathered  into  a  tiny  channel,  which 
no  daodng  and  sparkling  around  the  arbour. 
A  tmall  bird,  tame  and  motionless,  sat  on  a 
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neighbouring  orange-tree,    and  poured  forth 
tremulous  plaintive  note,    as  if  to  bewail  th( 
declining  year. 

They  remained  without  speaking ;  each  ha 
her  arm  around  the  other's  neck  ;  their  thoughts 
were  wandering  far  away  from  the  scene  around 
them.  They  were  not  happy, — they  were  not 
completely  sorrowful ;  but  sunk  in  that  subduing 
melancholy  peculiar  to  reflective,  and  ardent 
minds. 

^  Joanna,"  said  Amalia,  breaking  the  silence : 
"  thou  must  encourage  these  gloomy  forebodings 
no  longer ;  for  myself,  I  anticipate  the  splendour, 
the  gaiety  of  the  approaching  coronation  with 
extreme  interest.  The  gorgeous  liveries  of  the 
foreign 'ambassadors;  the  procession  of  the  great 
officers  of  tlie  state ;  the  Pope's  Legate,  and  the 
Bishops  in  their  full  ecclesiastical  vestments: 
the  music,  the  shouts,  and  the  waving  of  a 
thousand  banners — ^\'es,  it  will  be  a  magnificent 
spectacle.  Would  that  one,  Joanna,  were  per- 
mitted to  take  a  part  in  the  pageant !  I  maintain 
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tint  his  sentence  is  severe  and  unmerited — ^no, 
DO,  I  question  not  the  justice  of  your  decision — 
fcrgive  me,  dear  Queen,  forgive  me !" 

"  Mj  poor  girl !»  cried  Joanna,  "  will  thy 
thoughts  be  for  ever  recurring  to  this  English- 
lum,  who  must  no  more  appear  at  our  Court  1 
Methinks,   after  so  brief  an  acquaintance,    it 

vodd  be  an  easy  task  to  renounce  and  forget 

him.* 

"  Alas !  I  have  not  thy  philosophy,  Joanna : 
vherever  I  may  be,  his  presence,  like  some 
cpiiit,  haunts  me  :  I  cannot  forbear  thinking  of 
kim— I  cannot  forbear  loving  him.  But  instruct 
ne,  Joanna,  and  I  will  follow  thy  precepts.  I 
vill  mention  his  name  no  more — I  will  endea- 
^^  to  banish  every  thought,  every  idea  con- 
vcted  with  him ;  I  will — Oh !  no  I  cannot — 
I  cannot  T' 

The  disconsolate  girl  laid  her  head  upon 
JoaoDa's  shoulder,  and  sobbed  aloud. 

"Amalia!*  sighed  the  Queen,  fondly  em- 
Wing  her — *'  would  that  I  could  comfort  thee, 
0^7  beloved,  my  poor  Amalia!" 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

TBC   husband's    SECBBT. 

Thiu  high  wai  gTKeful  wu  her  pit.— 
Km  hwrt  wu  tender  to  bar  m>t« : 
Her  matal — itern  Hauu,  who  wu  h«  T 
Akl  1   that  Dune  ii  not  for  thee.  I 

7^  Giaour. 

Not  tax  from  the  town  which  was  now  honoured 
by  the  presence  of  the  Queen  of  Naples,  the 
Duke  of  Durszzo  had  a  private  residence ;  it 
waa  situated  in  a  pastoral  valley  on  the  site  of 
a  mansion  which  had  once  belonged  to  the  illus- 
trious but  profligate  Sylla.  The  present  owniir 
was  a  man  of  less  genius  than  the  Roman,  but 
as  grasping  and  daringly  ambitious  as  be,  whil'' 
his  spirit  was  doubly  dark,  unprincipled,  and 
cruel. 
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Tlie  aatonuial  sun,  which  was  shedding  its  soft 
bams  OD  the  Celestine  Gardens,  where  we  left 
Jotona  and  Amalia,  was  at  the  same  moment, 
ghodng  through  the  casement,  and  wanning  the 
cbcqaered  marble  floor  of  Durazzo's  antique  and 
dune  hall.  There  sat  the  plotting,  moody 
Duke,  his  arms  folded  on  his  breast,  and  his 
eyes  fixed  on  the  armour  that  gleamed  on  the 
opposite  wall,  and  in  which  he  was  wont  to  array 
Umself  when  departing  for  battle.  The  gentle 
lad  beautiful  woman,  who  had  linked  her  lot  to 
a  man  possessed  of  no  one  opinion,  no  one  sym- 
pttby  in  common  with  her,  was  wistfully  watching 
ins  perturbed  and  altering  features. 

She  knew  by  various  signs,  his  sleepless  nights, 
bis  abstracted  air,  and  his  frequent  mutterings, 
tbt  he  wasaparticipator  in  some  daring,  and  dan- 
goras  plot.  She  had  not  ventured,  as  yet,  to  beg 
bim  to  unfold  his  secret  to  her;  even  an  allusion  to 
Us  altered  demeanour  might  tend  to  awaken  those 
psssbus,  which,  too  frequently  on  the  slightest 
ptoTocation,  burst  in  violence  even  upon  herself. 
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A  child  about  three  years  of  age  was  sporting 
in  the  hall ;  and  now,  with  bis  laughing  eyes, 
and  bright  Bunny  curls,  he  ran  up  to  his  fatht;r's 
side.  Durazzo  took  no  notice  of  him.  The 
child  endeavoured  to  climb  his  knee,  and  playid 
with  the  jewelled  handle  of  his  sword.  But 
suddenly  the  rude  thrust,  the  dark  scowl  on  ttio 
father's  brow,  sent  him  back  shrinking  and 
terrified  to  his  mother.  Maria,  we  have  already 
stated,  was  Joanna'sonly  sister,  and  consequently, 
in  the  event  of  the  Queen's  decease  without 
issue,  would  succeed  to  the  throne  of  Naples. 
She  was  much  younger  than  Durazzo;  yet  in 
spite  of  his  morose  temper,  selfish  ambition,  and 
undoubted  crimes,  she  entertained  for  him  an 
affection,  so  Neapolitan  writers  have  recorded,  be- 
yond the  ordinary  love  of  woman. 

"  Durazzo !"  said  Maria  rising,  and  timidly 
approachlngtheruminatingDuke;  "thouknowest 
that  I  have  no  wish  to  pry  into  thy  secrets ;  that 
I  would  not  interfere  with  that  which  does  not 
concern  me — but  I  can  keep  silence  no  longer : 
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tijanxioos  looks,  thy  gloomy  restless  cogitations, 
oocttiaii  me  deep  distress — unfold  the  cause  of 
t!tj  uneasiness — ^the  object  of  my  life  is  to  serve 
tbee— Dmazzo,  am  I  not  worthy  of  trust  ?" 

"  No  woman  is  worthy  of  trust !"  answered 
the  Duke  sternly. 

"Bat  I  am — Oh!  have  I  ever  given  thee 
teuoD  to  suppose  that  my  nature  is  &lse  ?  that 
I  could  be  untrue  to  one  whom  I  love  like  thee  ? 
DO,  she  who  braved  the  anger  of  friends;  she 
Tbo  did  fly  with  thee  when  a  king  sued  for  her 
hind,*  would  never  divulge  that  which  might  be 
ORDmitted  to  her  keeping.  Engines  of  torture 
&igbt  wring  this  spirit  from  its  clay,  but,  they 
Toaid  draw  forth  no  word  that  might  betray, 
aigbt  injure  my  husband  !'* 

"  Well,  I  believe  thou  art  a  fond  faithful  fool, 
de^tethe  hollowness  of  thy  sex;"  saidDurazzo, 
drawiog  his  young  wife  towards  him,  and  im- 


*  TW  king  of  Haogary  made  overtures  of  marriage  to 
^IttiA,  but  sh*  fled  clandestinelj  from  Caitle-Nuovo  with 


246 


THE  HUSBAND  8  BBCRET. 


printing  a  kiss  on  her  cheek.  "  Elnow,  then, 
I  am  occupied  in  mind,  I  am  troubled,  I  dream, 
I  plan,  for  thy  sake." 

**  For  mel"  echoed  Maria  in  surprise. 

'*  Yes,  foolish  one, — should'st  like  to  be  a 
Queen  1" 

He  cast  a  side-long  glance  at  his  wife,  half 
mirth,  half  bitterness — he  would  ascertain  how 
she  brooked  the  idea  his  words  suggested. 

"  What  canst  thou  mean?  Durazzo — thoa 
dost  well  know  that  so  long  as  my  elder  sister 
lives,  the  crown  of  Naples  cannot  be  possessed 
by  us." 

"  Speak  not  too  confidently  on  that  pomt — 
imagine  thy  sister  guilty  of  a  heinous  crime,  and 
driven  from  her  kingdom  by  her  indignant 
subjects — what  then  1  thou  wilt  occupy  her  place 
on  the  throne,  and  I  shall  be  called  on  to  govern 
with  thee.* 

"  Good  Heavens!  Durazzo,  dost  thou  again 
refer  to  that  murderous  attack  upon  Prince 
Andrea  at  Bai»  1  I  conceived  the  question  set 
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St  Test,  and  that  not  a  shadow  of  suspicion  at- 
t«:hed  to  Queen  Joanna^" 

"  Marry,  though  her  guilt,  in  my  opinion,  was 
saffidently  evident,  I  did  not  intend  making 
allusion  to  the  affair  at  Baiae:'*  and  Durazzo 
oauiKmsIy  shook  his  head,  as  a  roan  may  do  who 
Ins  some  secret  of  grave  importance  locked  up 
in  his  breast,  but  which  he  dares  not  disclose. 

"  It  is  difficult  for  me  to  believe  my  sister  a 
mardercss;^  said  Maria;  "  yet  I  do  not  pretend 
^  place  my  judgment,  or  penetration,  in  compe- 
titioQ  with  thy  own ;  and  if  Joanna  be  really 
vhat  thou  dost  deem  her,  though  she  be  my 
"liter,  I  would  not  seek  to  screen  her  from 
?«m*^l«nent.» 

"  Thou  hast  spoken  nobly,  and  above  thy  sex, 
^a;"  said  Durazzo,  warming,  and  unbending 
^  his  late  reserve.  '*  Believe  me,  thy  sister 
» loathes  her  husband,  and  is  so  attached  to  the 
Bunioa  Louis,  that  she  is  racking  her  brainf^, 
^ht  and  day,  and  employing  every  means  in  her 
p<)verto  rid  herself  of  the  obnoxious  Andrea/' 

VOL  I.  M 
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"  Alas !  then,  is  it  not  our  duty  to  protect  the 
unfortunate!" 

"  Of  a  truth  it  is — and  I  ponder  deeply  how 
I  shall  shield  the  unofTending  Andrea  against 
the  power  of  his  enemies ;  how  I  shall  impeach 
and  dethrone  her  whose  licentious  conduct  ren- 
ders her  unworthy  to  reign." 

Maria  shuddered,  as  the  prospect  of  a  terriblo 
revolution  rose  on  her  imagination. 

"  My  wife,  it  is  time  that  I  should  speak  lo 
thee  of  these  things;  for  Ihaveswomtoplacethee 
on  the  forfeited  throne  of  thy  worthless  sister;  ay, 
tiy  the  hosts  of  Heaven !  by  the  spirits  below !  by  | 
the  blood  I  have  quaffed  in  ratification  of  my  oath  I 
thou  shalt  be  a  queen,  and  I  a  king !" 

The  gentle  lady  trembled  at  the  daring  and 
fearful  words  uttered  by  het  husband.  She 
coveted  not  crown  or  sceptre — peace,  security, 
to  love  and  to  be  loved,  was  all  that  her  mild  and 
unaspiring  nature  desired. 

"  Durazzo!  my  life,  my  lord!"  she  cried; 
"  pause,  ere  thou  dost  rush  on  any  desperate 
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OMsnre.  We  are  happier,  believe  me,  far  happier 
in  oor  present  condition,  than  if  we  were  king 
ud  queen.  Should  my  sister  prove  herself 
unworthy  of  her  exalted  station,  let  others  de- 
thiooe  her — ^not  her  brother :  for  if  we  be  instru- 
inental  in  causing  her  downfal,  and  ascend  her 
throDe,  will  not  the  world  brand  us  as  usurpers?** 

"  Let  it  brand  us !  I  defy  the  world — I  only 
feel  I  was  born  to  be  a  king.** 

In  spite  of  the  declaration  of  her  husband, 
that  Joanna  was  striving  to  compass  the  death 
of  Andrea ;  in  spite  of  the  trust  which  she 
reposed  in  one  whom  she  sincerely  loved, 
fearful  thoughts  sprang  to  life  in  the  bosom 
of  Maria.  Urged  on  by  ambition,  could 
Durazzo  himself  be  meditating  the  removal  of 
Andrea  ? — ^yet  she  dared  not  for  worlds  breathe 
a  suspicion  that  he  could  stoop  to  act  the  part  of 
an  assassin. 

"  I  have  said,  Maria,  that  it  is  time  I  should 
school  thee,  since  thou  wilt  be  my  partner  in 
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power.  Now,  when  the  throne  shftll  become 
vacant,  thou  wilt  not  blench,  or  be  of  a  timid 
heart,  but  mount  boldljr,  and  assume  thy  right— 
which  is  the  crown  I  shall  place  on  thy  head- 
why  dost  tremble,  silly  one  t" 

"  Durazzo,  forgive  me — but  I  wish  not  to  be  ' 
a  Queen." 

"  Fool !"  cried  the  Duke  sternly,  as  he  griped 
her  arm ;  "  not  thy  wishes,  but  my  commands 
shall  be  attended  to.  I  see  the  inevitable  issue 
of  events :  the  Queen's  criminal  passion  will  be 
the  cause  of  some  dire  catastrophe,  that  will 
convulse  the  nation,  and  herald  a  revolution ;  I 
but  come  what  will — let  my  enemies  say  what 
they  choose  of  me,  thou  will  be  true  to  thy 
husband." 

"  I  swear  it,  my  dear  lord." 

"  Nor  reveal  to  living  soul  a  word  that  hath 
now  passed  between  us  V 

"  Never !" 

Durazzo  was  bo  fully  assured  of  the  affection 
and  fidelity  of  his  wife,  that  he  did  not  for  a 
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Donent  doubt  her  strict  adherence  to  her  pro- 
mise.   And  now  he  arose,  as  about  to  depart. 

"  Wilt  thou  leave  me  so  soon,  Durazzo  1 — 
Wcf,  indeed,  is  thy  visit  to  thy  wife  and  child — 
twiy,  dear  love,  until  the  morrow." 

"  No,  I  am  for  Aversa." 

"  But  why  to-night  T" 

"  I  mistrust  that  woman,  thy  sister — mine 
ear  hath  overheard  her  secret  counsels — some 
plot  she  is  hatching  against  me ;  I  would  be 
present  to  watch  the  movements  of  herself  and 
minions.'* 

"  Oh !  must  I  ever  be  doomed  to  live  in 
doabt  and  fear !  if  there  be  danger,  go  not  to 
Avena— but  why  those  angry  looks  1 — ^I  only 
*eek  thy  welfare — I  only  implore  thee  to  be 
l^ttdfiil  of  thy  safety.  If  tempted  too  strongly, 
tboudost.' 

"  What  Y 

"  Fall  into  error.'* 

"  And  9o  gain  for  thee  a  crown." 

"  Durazzo  P' 
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She  fixed  her  eye — a  suspicious  woman's 
hright  and  piercing  eye  full  on  her  husband,  and 
slie  strove  to  read  that  dark  inscrutable  soul. 

"  Go  not  to  Aversa  to-night — as  thou  art  the 
lather  of  yonder  innocent — as  tbou  dost  love  me — 
go  not !" 

"  And  wherefore  t" 

Maria  clung  convulsively  to  his  arm,  still 
looking  up  into  his  face : 

"  Danger  is  there !" 

"  Pshaw !  however  the  Queen  may  plot,  I  defy 
her,  and  her  parasites.  I  tell  thee  my  presence 
is  needed ;  I  have  state  business,  also,  that  must 
be  attended  to." 

"  Shall  we  ever  again  meet  in  peace  ?" 

"  Yes,  so  thou  prove  not  faithless  to  me — so 
lliou  dost  not  join  my  enemies." 

"  Never  anticipate  that.  I  am  thine  in  joy, 
and  in  sorrow — I  will  cling  to  thee  in  crime — 1 
will  love  thee  though  thy  hand  should  be  raised 
to  take  my  own  life." 

She  wept  wildly  in  his  arms; — that  evil  man 
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Stooped  and  kissed  away  her  tears.  His  callous 
heart,  for  a  moment,  was  moved  at  the  devotion 
of  that  fond  trusting  being ;  he  placed  her  on  a 
oooch,  and  whispered  in  her  ear  words  of  con- 
solation and  love ;  but,  presently,  flinging  that 
unwonted  weakness  from  him,  he  strode  from 
the  apartment,  and,  mounting  his  steed,  rode  off, 
faUowed  by  his  usual  train  of  pages  and  men-at- 
arms,  for  the  town  of  Aversa. 
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SUSPENSE. 

L'asaassinat  da  Roi  Andr^  eit  on  des  pias  grands  evene- 
irens,  et  des  plus  singuliers  da  qoatorzi^me  si^e. 

De  Sade, 

The  moon  had  concealed  her  silver  brow  behind 
a  veil  of  clouds;  no  star  was  visible;  and  ominous 
gloom,  like  the  wing  of  some  demon,  brooded 
over  the  face  of  nature. 

The  midnight  prayers  of  the  monks  were 
concluded  in  the  Celestine  Convent  at  Aversa. 
Each  father  had  crept  to  his  cheerless  and 
solitary  cell ;  and  silence,  deep  and  unbroken, 
reigned  though  the  spacious  Norman  building. 

Within  those  walls,  slumbered  a  Prince  and 
Queen ;  the  one  heavily  and  dreamless,  in  conse- 
quence of  his  recent  intoxication ;  the  other  calmly 
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as  an  angel,  if  angelic  natures  repose ;  the  con- 
sdousness  of  crime  weighed  not  upon  her  spirit 
to  perturb  her  visions ;  sleep  does  not  spread  a 
gentlier,  a  downier  wing  above  the  sealed  lids  of 
ia&ntile  iDD0cence»  than  he  waved  over  the 
couch  of  the  slumbering  Joanna. 

The  Duke  of  Durazzo,  who  had  arrived  with 
several  courtiers  about  the  close  of  the  day,  was 
DOW  in  the  apartment  assigned  to  him.  As  we 
have  seen,  he  had  half  prepared  his  wife  for 
some  fatal  catastrophe ;  he  did  not  believe  she 
voaM  suspect  him  of  participating  in  the  dark 
deed  about  to  be  attempted ;  but  even  if  she 
should  eventually  penetrate  his  secret,  he  knew 
her  nature  too  well  to  fear  either  the  alienation 
of  her  affection,  or  a  betrayal  of  his  crime. 

His  couch  was  unpressed,  and  he  remained 
in  the  shirt  of  mail  which  he  usually  wore  beneath 
his  mantle.  He  was  seated  at  a  table  on  which 
glimmered  a  lamp.  Before  him  lay  a  poniard, 
and  an  iron  mask,  while  beside  him  was  flung 
a  monk's  habit.    His  temples  dark,  and  gathered 
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into  furrows  by  thought,  were  leant  on  his  hand. 
His  eyes  were  unseen,  hid  by  his  overhanging 
shaggy  brows,  save  when  at  times  they  glanced 
towards  the  door,  or  glared  on  the  Havens 
without,  with  a  stern  and  menacing  expression. 
His  teeth  were  set,  and,  ever  and  anon,  as  be 
yielded  to  a  scornful  smile,  their  glistening 
whiteness  sbone  through  his  writhing  lips.  He 
moved  in  his  chair,  and  muttered  in  a  scarcely 
audible  tone : 

"  Why  do  I  tremble  1  why  do  I  hesitate  upon 
the  threshold  of  this  deedl — the  cogitations  of 
years ;  my  deeply-laid  schemes ;  all  my  anxious 
watchings,  are  centred  in  this  moment ! — do  I 
feel  compunction ?  do  I  shrink  from  blood  1 — no; 
yet  why  this  voice  within  that  whispers— dime! 
murder! — down  Conscience !  thou  shaker  of  otiier 
men's  resolves,  I  will  heed  thee  not^i — Crime  I 
prithee,  what  is  that  1  it  exists  but  in  the  imagi- 
nation of  man,  who  hath  framed  laws  to  coerce 
and  bind  his  fellows;  but  I  will  not  bow  to  the 
dicta  of  my  feeble  brethren.    Churchmen  paint 
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tbe  pleasures  of  Heaven,  and  threaten  us  with 
the  toniients  of  Hell — ^but  I  will — I  will  believe 
their  sjrstem  a  vain  theory,  and  their  creed  a 
delusion." 

He  paused,  and  passed  his  hand  athwart  his 
ejes.  The  dim  lamp  threw  an  uncertain  light 
upon  his  iron  armour ;  his  dark  shadow  was  cast 
igainst  the  wall;  and  his  slightly  trembling 
limbs,  and  clenched  hands,  betrayed  the  strength 
of  those  passions  which  were  working  in  his 
evil  bosom. 

**  Whither  have  my  thoughts  been  wandering]" 
he  continued  to  soliloquize :  *'  have  I  been  scared 
by  vain  dreams,  idle  fancies !  do  I  forget  my 
purpose?  seeing,  then,  that  I  have  nothing  to 
hope*  beyond  this  world,  here  will  I  raise  myself 
above  my  felbws,  and  grasp  the  object  of  my 
dearest  wishes — a  crown !  a  crown ! — ay,  come 
annihilarion,  or  immortality !  though  I  be  doomed 
to  the  lowest  regions  of  woe,  the  deed  shall  be 
done!" 

He  arose,  and  paced  the  room.   The  bell  struck 
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to  suspect  that  his  colleagues  indeed  held  back 
through  fear,  and  he  cursed  them  as  drivelling 
idiots,  pitiful  cowards,  whom,  when  he  should 
be  king,  instead  of  bestowing  upon  them  the 
promised  rewards  and  honours,  he  would  han^' 
on  gibbets !  but  he  could  brook  delay  no  longer — 
he  resolved  to  depart  alone  ! 

Durazzo  seized  the  dagger  by  his  sidCi  and 
gazed  on  it  for  a  minute : — 

**  It  is  but  a  blow/'  he  whispered ;  "  and  the 
wall  betwixt  me  and  the  paradise  of  ray  hopes, 
will  be  cast  down.  I  must  mask  my  features— 
my  monk's  stole,  too — so,  I  am  well  disguised — 
should  any  cross  me,  I  shall  be  taken  for  a 
peaceful  brother — ^ha !  ha !  a  peaceful  brother— 
they  will  not  ween  that — pshaw !  it  matters  not — 
the  die  is  cast." 

He  hid  the  poniard  beneath  his  vest,  and  was 
proceeding  from  the  room,  when  the  light  sound 
of  stealing  steps  was  heard  along  the  stone  gal- 
lery. Durazzo's  eyes  flashed  with  expectation, 
yet  sudden  doubts  crossed  his  mind.  Perhaps  his 
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oompanions  had  betrayed  him,  and  these  were 
oiBoen  of  justice  coining  to  seize  his  person.  He 
recoiled ;  he  grew  furious  at  the  very  thought ; 
and,  drawing  his  falchion,  determined,  if  such 
they  should  prove,  to  sell  his  life  dearly. 

A  minute  elapsed — ^the  parties,  whoever  the}' 
ought  be,  reached  the  door;  it  was  slowly 
<^)ened,  and  three  individuals  entered. 
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THE  MEETING. 

And  you  are  come  In  very  happy  time. 

JuHuM  Gstar, 

The  persons,  whose  approach  had  created  doubt 
and  alarm  in  Durazzo*s  mind,  were  enveloped  in 
black  stoles,  resembling  the  garment  in  which  he 
had  wrapped  himself ;  but  they  soon  relieved 
him  from  all  apprehension.  Minervino,  and 
Charles  Artus,  for  such  they  were,  brought  with 
them  a  third  person  whom  they  had  lately  gained 
over  to  their  plot — it  was  a  woman ! 

The  old  Countess  Philippa,   won  by  bribes, 

*    and  supposing  that,  in  the  main,  Andrea's  death 

would  promote  the  welfare  and  happiness  of  her 
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Dval  mistress,  had  consented  to  aid  the  conspi- 
rators in  their  nefarious  design. 

"  Well  met — ^arrived  at  last,  my  faithful 
Bends  I"  said  Durazzo,  in  a  low  tone  of  voice, 
dosing  the  door. — "  Let  our  words  be  few,  for 
it  beboveth  us  to  proceed  to  business  as  speedily 
as  possible ;  per  Bacco  !  I  had  thought  to  have 
slain  him  with  my  own  hand." 

*'  My  lord  Duke/'  whispered  Minervino,  who 
produced  from  beneath  his  monk's  habit  a  strong 
cord,  or  hempen  rope ;  "  I  have  brought  this 
accocding  to  thy  orders;  howbeit,  if  I  might 
Teoture  an  opinion,  I  would  say  that,  in  spite  of 
the  good  tale  to  be  connected  with  this  rope,  a 
dagger  were  the  surest  means  of  dispatching 
lamr 

"  What !"  exclaimed  Durazzo ;  "  and  so  taint 
ourselves  with  his  blood,  bearing  about  us  marks 
that  might  lead  to  discovery.  True,  if  I  had 
been  compelled  to  have  performed  the  deed  un- 
assisted, a  poniard  would  have  been  my  only 
resource,  and  I  must  needs  have  run  the  risk ; 
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but  now,  seeing  that  we  are  three,  Andreasso 
shall  perish  by  the  rope  !*' 

Artus,  the  Chamberlain  spoke :  "  Royal  Duke, 
I  hesitate  to  offer  thee  counseli  but  it  appeareth 
to  me  that  his  death  by  strangulation  might  occa- 
sion a  noise — a  dagger — " 

"  By  the  Incarnate  fiend  !*'  cried  Durazzo, 
interrupting  the  speaker ;  "  and  do  ye  both 
oppose  me  ? — ^Have  I  not  planned  and  will  I  not 
perform  as  I  list]  Marry,  dare  ye  dictate  to 
your  future  king ]~ he  shall  die  by  the  rope!" 

Minervino,  perceiving  Durazzo's  choler  rising 
to  such  a  fearful  height,  hastened  to  pacify  him. 

"  We  3rield,  noble  Duke,  to  thy  opinion  :  on 
further  consideration  I  think  thy  plan  is  prefer- 
able to  our  own/* 

"  We  yield — ^we  yield !"  cried  Artus — "  your 
Grace  is  more  keen  of  perception  than  ourselves  ; 
yet  our  suggestions  were  offered  in  honesty,  and 
without  confidence," 

Durazzo's  anger  was  appeased. 

"  Prithee  examine,  my  lord  Duke,"  continued 
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MiDenrino,  "  the  running  knot  which  we  have 
made  in  this  rope; — thou  mayst  easily  guess 
bow  we  intend  using  it." 

** Excellent!  beshrewme!  excellent!"  observed 
Durazzo.  "  Many  thanks^  good  Minervino,  for 
tbv  devemess. — Enough  on  this  head. — Now, 
Plulippa,  thou  rememberest  the  part  which  thou 
art  to  act." 

"In  sooth  I  do,  noble  Duke;"  replied  the 
&eed  matron."  The  Queen  at  this  moment  is  in 
itef  slumber;  and  Prince  Andrea,  as  usual 
ifier  bis  drunken  fit,  is  lying  in  the  adjoining 
apartment.  The  walls  are  so  massy,  that  we 
seed  entertain  no  fear  of  disturbing  her.  All  is 
&s  it  should  be ;  but,  Duke  of  Durazzo,  I  would 
say  one  word.** 

"  Proceed,  good  Philippa,  quickly." 

"  Swear  again,  in  the  presence  of  these  aigndri, 
to  perform  all  thy  promises :  that  my  son,  Evoli, 
^baU  be  created  High  Constable  of  the  Kingdom ; 
my  daughter  united  in  marriage  with  thy  rich 
va$sa],theCount  of  Stella;  and  that  I  myself  shall 
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bear  the  title  of  Marchesa,  with  an  allowance  ot 
four  thousand  florins  yearly." 

"  I  swear/'  said  the  Duke. 

"  Amen,"  added  Artus  and  Minervino. 

The  wretched  woman  raised  her  withered  hand 
and  intimated  that  she  was  ready  to  proceed  mi 
her  dangerous  commission  of  luring  Princ* 
Andrea  down  the  eastern  gallery. 

"  Wrap  your  stoles  around  you ;"  whispertn. 
Durazzo;  "conceal  the  rope  beneath  yom 
garments. — We  will  spring  upon  him,  rememht  r 
from  behind  the  pillars  that  stand  midway  ir 

the  gallery Philippa,  away ! — Comrades,  fo.- 

low  me !" 
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LIFE  OR  DEATH. 


•* awtke! 

the  alarum  bell— murder,  and  treason  !" 

Shaktpeare, 

The  old  Countess,   Philippa,  stood  before  the 
timbering  Andrea  with  a  shaded  lamp  in  her 

and.  As  she  stated,  he  had  not  entered  the 
Q^ieen*8  apartment,  but,  in  his  intoxication,  had 
ijag  himself  down  on  a  couch  in  the  ante- 
'  jaznber.  All  was  profoundly  quiet ;  Andrea's 
Hungarean  Chamberlains,  and  the  other  officers 

•'  tbe  household,  were  fast  asleep  in  their  several 
^panments,  for  they  also  had  "  quaffed  deep 

Inagbts"  of  Rhenish,  and  Falemian. 
The  diabolical  woman  bent  over  tbe  Prince, 
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and  touched  him  lightly ;  but  he  did  not  awake. 
She  hesitated  and  trembled ;  a  shiver  ran  though 
her  aged  veins ;  yet  her  emotion  did  not  arisi^ 
from  the  promptings  of  remorse  or  pity:  her 
mind  was  callous,  and  her  heart  was  withered 
up  like  her  body.  Her  agitation  proceeded  from 
personal  terror.  She  reflected  on  the  danger  of 
her  undertaking,  and  the  dreadful  consequence^^ 
that  would  attend  a  discovery ;  but  then  arose 
the  thought  of  the  honours,  the  wealth  which 
awaited  her;  and  a  consideration  of  these 
banished  fear,  and  goaded  her  on. 

Again  Philippa  plucked  Andrea  by  the  sleeve, 
but  the  effort  was  unavailing.  She  shook  him. 
when,  reluctantly  opening  his  eyes,  and  yawn- 
ing, he  spoke  with  difficulty  : 

"  Diavolo !  what  wantest  thou,  Jo-an-anna  • 
is  it  morning  already  1 — ^pshaw !  get  thee  gone — 
I  want  thee  not." 

"  It  is  I,  my  Prince ;"  whispered  the  dame, 
as  she  allowed  the  lamp  to  shine  faintly  upon  her 
haggard  features — "  it  is  your  servant,  Philippa." 
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"fia!  Philippa — ^well,  what  is  the  matter, 
vomanT  said  Andrea,  rubbing  his  eyes,  and 
stretduDg  his  arms. 

"  I  am  sorry  that  my  Prince  should  be  dis« 
torbed  at  this  unseasonable  hour ;  but  important 
bosiness  demands  it." 

"  A  pest  on  thy  important  business !  I  would 
rather  thou  hadst  brought  me  some  iced  water — 
vhat business,  fool?" 

"A courier  has  just  arrived  from  Naples/' 
said  the  lying  Philippa ;  "  with  momentous 
^iispatches  from  Friar  Robert ;  he  craves  to  see 
your  Highness  instantly,  and  waits  in  the  little 
apartment  at  the  bottom  of  the  gallery." 

"  I  wish  Friar  Robert/'  growled  Andrea, 
"  would  send  his  couriers  at  more  befitting 
lioars;  but  if  this  fellow  mustneeds  be  spoken 
with,  why,  call  Durazzo,  and  let  him  transact 
the  business.  I'll  not  rise,  I  tell  thee."  Here 
be  threw  his  limbs  out  at  length,  closed  his 
eyes,  and  composed  himself  for  slumber. 

Pbilippa  was  much  agitated;    she  doubted 
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whether  she  should  be  able  to  prevail  upon  him 
to  quit  the  room.  Moreover,  though  the  Convent 
walls  were  so  massive,  she  feared  that  a  violent 
contention  might  disturb  the  Queen. 

"  The  business  is  of  a  private  nature ;"  whis- 
pered the  hag  close  to  his  ear ;  "  and  none  but 
my  Prince  Andrea  must  be  acquainted  with  it.'' 

"  Ay,  but  surely  the  Queen  may  know  it," 
mumbled  Andrea ;    '*  go  thou  to  her  chamber 
and  wake  her." 

"  The  Queen,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  is  unwell, 
your  Highness,  and  must  not  be  disturbed.  I 
would  summon  the  courier  hither,  but  it  would 
be  unseemly  for  him  to  approach  so  near  the 
royal  dormitory." 

"  Out  on  thy  royal  dormitory !"  vociferated 
Andrea.  "  I'll  not  go — I'll  not  rise — I'll  see  no 
courier ;  so,  thou  Witch  of  Endor !  disturb  me 
no  longer !" 

Philippa,  already  embarrassed,  was  now  quite 
at  a  nonplus.  With  the  quick  conception,  how- 
ever, peculiar  to  her  sex,  she  bethought  her  of 
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s  taie  likelj  to  arouse,  and  prevail  over  the 
omrfiimarious  Andrea.  She  knelt  by  kis  side, 
lod  again  whispered : 

"  The  tidings,  my  Prince,  which  the  courier 
biings,  10  he  told  me  in  confidence,  relate  to  the 
tnitors  who  instigated  that  attack  upon  your 
iDjal  person  at  Baise.  Father  Robert  has  disce- 
rned them ;  yes,  they  are  even  now  in  the 
kouae,  aod  must  be  seized  while  slumbering  in 
their  beds/' 

"  Holy  Saints !"  cried  Andrea,  starting  up, 
ud  wide  awake ;  "  what  sayst  thou  ? — this  is 
Important  intelligence^  indeed!  I  thought  the 
oooiier's  business  might  refer  only  to  some  fresh 
lasorrection,  or  plague  breaking  out  among  the 
oiij  people  in  Naples ;  but  I  perceive  it  affects 
ny  own  person  nearly.  Woman!  why  didst 
tiioQ  not  disclose  to  me  as  much  before  V* 

He  arose  from  the  couch ;  his  features  were 
pale  with  alarm;  and  all  the  fears  which  the 
timid  Prince  had  experienced  at  Bais,  returned 
opoD  lum« 

▼OU  I.  N 
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"  Where  is  my  mantle  V*  he  cried ;  "  throw 
it  oyer  me,  my  good  Philippa,  Oh !  that  I 
should  have  discharged  my  body-guard!  The 
traitors  even  in  this  house,  sayst  thou  ?  yet  ere 
I  accompany  thee,  I  will  arouse  the  Queen.'* 

"  Stop,  my  Prince!  stop!''  exclaimed  Phi- 
lippa,  arresting  Andrea's  progress  toivards 
Joanna's  apartment :  ''  did  I  not  tell  thee  the 
Queen  is  unwell  ?  Haste  thee  I  Prince  Andrea, 
not  a  moment  should  be  lost ;  for  the  traitors,  I 
repeat,  are  to  be  seized  in  their  beds.** 

"  True,  most  true,  good  Philippa !"  said  the 
Prince  with  eagerness — "  let  us  then  to  the 
courier  instantly.  Lead  the  way,  and  I  will 
follow  thee  down  the  gallery." 

The  mendacious,  the  diabolical  woman  pro- 
ceeded with  her  glimmering  lamp ;  a  triumphant 
and  malignant  smile  lighting  up  her  withered 
and  black  features. — Andrea  followed  in  great 
haste,  rejoicing  in  his  heart  that  the  unknown 
traitors  should  have  been  at  length  discovered, 
and  that  a  befitting  punishment  was  to  be  in- 
flicted upon  them. 
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It  was  a  moment  of  dreadful  suspense  ! — a 
hang,  unsuspecting  and  blindfold,  was  approach- 
ing  the  precipice  of  destruction,  and  there  was 
■0  aim  to  save ! — ^A  few  minutes,  and  he,  so 
recUess,  so  unprepared,  would  stand  before  the 
tiibQDal  of  God ! 


There  was  a  struggle — a  faint  cry  as  of  a  per- 
s(m  ckoking  in  death — ^the  fall  of  a  body  to  the 
ground— and  all  again  was  silent.* 


*  GimYioa,  VUlani,  aod  other  Historians  widely  differ  in 
nbtiag  the  roanner  in  which  Andrea  was  lured  awaj  from 
1bi  tputaent  to  be  asnasinated.  They  all,  howeyer,  assert 
(W  he  was  strangled,  and  not  stabbed,  and  that  the  &tal  scene 
to^  place  in  the  gaUery  of  the  Celestine  Convent. 


M  2 


274 


CHAPTER  XXV. 


THE  ALARM. 


"  See !  where  she  comei,  her  mild  ejea  in  the  night. 
Like  diamonda  treasuring  lanbeams,  shedding  light. 
Yet  must  I  quench  in  death  their  lovely  ray. 
Nor  shall  her  beauty  charm  my  steel  away." 

Thet  bent  oyer  their  victim,  those  dark  and 
merciless  traitors.  A  feeble  moon-ray  shining 
through  a  narrow  window  of  the  lofty  gallery, 
fell  on  the  wan  features  of  the  dead,  like  the 
glance  of  a  pitjring  angel  mourning  for  the  cruel 
destiny  of  a  child  of  clay.  Now  that  their  long- 
meditated  act  was  accomplished ;  now  that  in  hell 
the  fiends  laughed,  as,  in  characters  of  blood,  they 
traced  the  murderers'  names  on  their  eternal  fierv 
tablets,  a  strange  tremor  seized  those  men  of 
crime.  The  rustling  of  a  leaf,  it  is  said,  will  affright 
a  guilty  man ;  and  they,   whose  hearts  before 
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seemed  of  iron,  quaked  as  they  stood  by  each 
odicr,  and  were  unable  to  withdraw  their  eyes, 
fixed,  fiisdnated,  spell-bound,  from  the  calm 
vUte  brow  of  the  unhappy  Andrea. 

"  Why  tarry  we  here  1 — the  deed  is  done  !" 
at  length  whispered  Durazzo ;  and  the  low  hoarse 
monnor  of  his  own  voice  seemed  to  glide  along 
the  walls  of  the  damp  stone  gallery,  and  return 
to  him  again,  as  if  some  demon  caught  up  the 
wo^  in  hideous  mockery. 

"  Tbe  deed  is  done !"  Yes,  and  in  this  world, 
tliere  is  no  more  hope,  no  more  peace,  no  more 
li^piness,  Durazzo,  for  thee! — what  now  will 
arail  the  endearments  of  wife  or  child? — ^thou 
iosi  not  hate  them ;  nay,  thou  fondly  lovest  the 
first;  yet  will  Maria's  innocent  eyes,  her  soul  of 
parity,  and  her  heart  of  affection,  be  henceforth 
as  a  torture,  as  a  light  from  paradise  upon  thy 
mental  hell,  and  an  upbraiding  curse  for  ever ! 

"  Why  tarry  we  here?"  repeated  Durazzo;  but 
lus  colleagues  returned  no  answer,  their  starting 
bloodshot  eyes  being  still  fixed  upon  one  object. 
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"  Men  !  what  behold  ye  ?  and  of  what  are  ye 
dreaming  ?" 

"  I  am  thinking,  my  lord  Duke/'  whisperei:! 
at  last  the  Chamberlain  Artus ;  "  that  yonder 
body  will,  ere  long,  be  a  terrible  witoeaa  against 
us.  Let  ua  save  ourselTes,  by  flying  immediately 
from  these  tell-tale  and  bnrible  walls." 

"  Fool !  by  such  a  step,  shall  we  not  plainly, 
directly,  confess  our  guilt  to  the  world  1 — &y  ? 
if  thou  dost  again  hint  such  a  thing, — "  the 
speaker  menacingly  placed  his  hand  on  his' 
sword, — "  beware  1  Signor  Artus,  beware!" 

"  Nay,  Duke,  restrain  thy  choler;  if  we  quii 
the  kingdom,  of  course  Minerrino  and  mysc-^i 
must  renounce  all  our  golden  hopes  of  wenhl< 
and  honours,  and  thou  wilt  lose  a  crown:  hw. 
the  love  of  life  is  strong  within  my  breast." 

"  Craven  t  this  to  me  V'  and  Dnrazzo's  eyes, 
in  the  darkness,  seemed  literally  to  send  fonI< 
sparks  of  fire. 

"  Dastardly  Artus  I"   exclaimed  Count  Mi- 
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"  Hold!  if  ye  both  are  against  me — if  ye  both 
win  maintain  your  ground^  then  will  I  brave 
cToy  danger,    and  perish   ere  I  betray  our 


"  Artns !  thou  speakest  now  like  thyself— but 
Ust!  my  friends,  that — that  body  must  not 
remain  here,  or  a  discovery  might  take  place 
ITCmatorely .  We  will  bear  it  to  yonder  aperture, 
3Qd  lower  it,  by  means  of  the  rope,  into  the 
garden  beneath/' 

Minervino  and  Artus  proceeded  to  act  upon 
t!ie  Duke's  suggestion,  but  wbile  they  were 
raisiDg  the  lifeless  Andrea  in  their  arms,  a  soft 
tread,  and  a  whisper,  were  heard  at  the  extremity 
•f  the  gallery . 

Hie  conspirators  started,  paused  in  their  task, 
and  eagerly  listened,  stooping  their  heads  low  in 
orierto  catch  the  feeble  sounds,  which  raised 
nore  alarm  in  their  guilty  breasts,  than  they  would 
tate  felt,  had  a  trumpet's  echoes  swelled  through 
ti)e  building. 

*'  Hush !  we  are  betrayed — by  Heaven !  we 
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shall  have  to  defend  our  Uvea  yet !"  and  Miner- 
vino  half  drev  his  sword,  while  the  cheek  of 
Artus  was  again  blanched  with  terror,  and  even 
fearful  miegivinga  were  entertained  by  the  reso- 
lute Durazzo. 

We  should  have  stated  that  the  Countess 
Philippa,  having  performed  her  part  in  the  foui 
transaction,  and  considering  her  presence  no 
longer  necessary,  had  retired  to  her  sleeping 
apartment  which  joined  that  of  the  Queen.  Jo- 
anna had  just  awoke,  and,  contrary  to  her 
custom,  had  summoned  Philippa  to  her  cham- 
ber. It  was  in  fact  to  make  inquiries  req)ectitig 
Prince  Andrea ;  and  when  the  Countess  informeil 
her  that,  to  the  best  of  her  belief,  he  still 
remained  in  a  state  of  intoxication  in  the  ante- 
room, she  had  even  arisen,  and,  hastily  arraying 
herself,  expressed  her  determination  to  see  him. 
It  was  at  this  point  of  time,  that  the  voices  of 
the  Queen  and  Philippa  had  reached  the  conspi- 
rators in  the  stone  gallery. 

"  I  scarcely  know  wherefore,  good  Countess, 
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bat  I  ara  sad,  and  heavy  at  heart*    This  predi- 
lectioQ  in  the  wine-cup  will  yet  bring  upon 
Aodrea  some  dire  misfortune ;  but  he  is  still  my 
iMisbaod,  and  Oh !  if  prayers  and  tears  will  ever 
reclaim  him,  it  is  my  duty  to  exert  all  my 
inflnenoe.* 
"  It  is  the  Queen  !*  whispered  Minervino. 
"Death  and  fury!"  muttered  the  Duke  of 
Dvazzo,  his  hand  clenched,  and  his  shaggy 
brows  knit  together. 

"  He  has  quitted  the  ante-chamber,  I  per- 
oeive,  your  Highness;"  the  treacherous  Philippa 
vu  beard  to  say :  "  but  I  humbly  submit  that  my 
Qaeen  had  better  return  to  her  bed,  for  she  will 
injure  her  health  in  this  chill  night-air." 

"  No,  Philippa,  he  rather  doth  injure  his  body 
and  bis  soul ;  I  will  seek  him — whither  can 
my  poor  husband  have  gone  V' 

**  She  is  coming  this  way !  perdition  on  her  !'* 
growled  Durazzo,  and  he  instantly  unsheathed 
his  dagger.  "  Friends !"  he  plucked  Minervino 
uhI  Artus  by  the  garments,  and  looked,  in  the 
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dim  light,  alternately  from  the  one  to  the  other — 
"  Friends !  be  firm — we  have  but  one  choice." 

"  And  what  is  thati" 

"  Self-preserratioD  authorizes  the  act — the 
Queen  must  die  I" 

"  Ay,  we  wilt  send  her  aHer  her  hosband !" 
gasped  Minerrino,  but  the  forced  smile  on  his 
lip  was  belied  by  the  riiiver  which  passed  over 
his  franie. 

"  I  will  stab  her  myself  rather  than  run  the 
risk  of  a  discovery :"  added  the  cowardly  Artus. 

"  Then  let  us  concml  ourselves  instantly  !" 
muttered  Durazzo  under  hia  breath. 

The  three  retired  behind  the  massy  pillar? 
which  supported  the  roof  of  the  building;  atiJ 
there,  their  wild  eyes  flashing,  and  their  daggers 
lifted,  expectancy  hushing  their  very  breath, 
they  waited  the  approach  of  the  &ir  unconscious 
being  whose  slaughtered  husband,  at  that 
moment,  tay  across  her  path.  Her  life  depeodeU 
on  the  cast  of  a  die — her  fate  was  in  her  own 
hands,  and  yet  she  knew  it  not.   Joanna  advance  J 
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t  fnrpaoes,  and,  at  every  step  she  took,  her 
oemies  bent  their  bodies  forwards,  and  more 
firmly  itrained  their  weapons. 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 

THE  GALLERY. 

Cis.  Why  he  tbU  cat!  off  tweol;  jean  of  life. 
Cat*  off  Ki  latay  yean  of  leuing  death. 
Bni.  Gnnt  (htt,  then  a  death  a  beneat. 

Jttlat  Cc*ir. 

"  DoKB,  sh&ll  I  rusli  on  her  now  V'  whispered 
the  Chamberlain  in  Durazzo's  ear.  "  I  feel  I 
am  equal  to  the  deed;  ay,  I  long  to  have 
vengeance  on  that  wcnnan,  fw  I  detest  her 
even    more    than    I     loathed     her     miaerable 


"  Stay!  I  see  her  shadow  on  the  wall;  she 
has  not  yet  passed  around  the  firat  ptU&r — When 
I  say  'send  her  to  Heaven t'  then  forward!  and 
I  will  support  tbee,  and  follow  up  thy  stroke." 
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Hie  Queen  amtmaed  slowly  to  approach, 
lod  the  confederates  cmild  now  perceive  the 
variDg  of  her  white  robe,  as  the  moonlight 
friotly  streamed  upon  her  from  the  high  lattices 
>bore.   But  again  the  subtle  Coimtess  spoke : 

"  Bj  the  respect  I  owe  your  Highness !  by 
mj  regard  for  your  honour  and  dignity ,  I  beseech 
JOQ  not  to  walk  at  this  hour  of  the  night,  through 
tbe  dark  and  solitary  gallery/' 

"  Whom  have  I  to  fear  in  a  convent  of 
peacefbl  brothers,  good  Philippa  ?" 

"  No  one  to  fear,  my  Queen ;  but  should  the 
nooks  proceeding  to  early  matins  pass  near 
Toa ;  or  should  any  nobleman  unexpectedly  leave 
ins  chamber,  tales  might  be  forged  respecting 
jour  appearance — ah!  my  zeal  for  the  dignity, 
and  onspotted  name  of  my  young  Queen,  hath 
led  me  haply  to  utter  words  that  may  awaken 
W  displeasure.* 

"  Nay,  worthy  Countess,  I  am  never  offended 
witk  thee  for  expressing  thy  sentiments  frankly : 
since  my  poor  father's  death,  thou  hast  been  my 
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best  coiuiBellor ;  and  I  Ceel  that  thou  art  right  on 
the  present  occasion ;  as  a  queen,  and  a  woman, 
I  must  not  incur  the  risk  of  being  seen  alone  in 
Jhese  solitary  galleries :  therefore  hasten  thou, 
I  beseech  thee,  and  ascertatu  whether  your 
lord  the  Prince  be  returned  to  the  banquei- 
table,  and  entreat  him,  in  my  name,  to  retire  to 
rest." 

The  Countess  seized  a  small  lamp,  and  honied 
along  the  corridor ;  an  angle  of  the  boildiog 
screened  the  spot  where  the  conspirators  stood 
from  the  nght  of  Joanna,  and  as  Philippa 
passed  them,  she  waved  her  hand  in  intimatioD 
that  they  had  nothing  now  to  fear. 

Joanna  moved  to  and  &o,  and  at  times  stood 
motionless  as  a  statue ;  her  hands  were  folded, 
and  her  drooping  brow  bad  the  marble's  paleness, 
and  its  coldness  too :  and  there,  in  the  shadowy 
tight,  she  looked  like  one  of  those  white-robed 
vestals  whom  the  old  sculptors  loved  to  chisel  in 
the  breathing  stone,  watching  through  the  bng 
and  silent  night  the  "  eternal  and  sacred  fire." 


TBB  OALLBRT.  286 

In  ft  tew  mmntes,  the  wretched  Philippa 
Rtaeed  her  steps  down  the  gallery,  and  stood 
bj  die  Queen's  side. 

"  PHnoe  Andrea,  your  Highness,  is  in  the 
Abbof  8  prirate  refectory  drinking  wine  alone ; 
Sat  Ins  Hungarian  friends  have  all  retired  to  their 
beds.  He  will  not  attend  to  thy  request,  but 
only  kughs  at,  and  mocks  thee  .** 

''  And  this  is  the  return  I  have  for  my  anxiety 
iDd  sorrow — ^this  is  the  husband  whom  I  am 
boond  to  lore,  obey,  and  cherish! — Philippa, 
^  heart  is  sick;  yet  do  I  feel  commiseration 
md  anguish  rather  than  resentment.  O  Andrea  I 
would  I  could  still  my  heart's  throbbings  on  thy 
•oooimt  I  thou  dost  miss  the  road  to  happiness 
tiiyielf,  and  my  own  thou  hast  wrecked  for  ever.'' 

And,  bursting  into  tears,  Joanna  returned  to 
kr  deeping  apartment.  The  deprayed  Philippa 
closed  her  door,  and  wishing  her  royal  mistress 
''peaceful  repose,  and  brighter  dreams,''  the 
place  once  more  was  lapped  in  profound 
stiltDess. 
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Noiselessly,  stealthily,  the  coospirators  quitlcl 
their  hiding  place ;  and  a  few  minutes  found 
them  in  the  retired  apartment  which  Dumzzo 
bad  previoiuly  occupied.  The  lamp  still  burned 
there,  and  the  three  tnech&nically  seated  them-  I 
selves  at  the  table.  No  word  was  exchanged ; 
they  seemed  to  be  gazing  intently  on  that  dull 
burning  emblem  of  mortality :  the  light  of  one 
soul  they  hadjustextinguished;  and  the  day  will 
arrive  when  the  lamp  of  their  own  lives  must 
also  expire : — what  was  beyond  for  them  ?  the 
undying  worm,  the  unending  torture,  and  all  tliat 
thought  shrinks  to  dwell  oa.  And  there  they 
sat,  those  silent  three ;  the  dread,  the  appreheo- 
sion,  the  stupor,  that  succeed  to  recently  com- 
mitted crime,  pressed  heavily  upon  their  spirits, 
and  spoke  in  their  blanched  cbeek:^,  tbcit 
quivering  lips,  and  the  dews  on  tbeir  pale 
foreheads. 

Hark !  what  soft  sounds  break  upoo  the 
stillness !  it  is  the  early  matin  hymn  of  the  devout 
fathers  assembling  in  the  distant  Cfaapel  of  the 
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CoQTent:  it  died  away,  and  swelled  again,  the 
^irit  of  devotion  and  of  prayer.  Oh!  how  those 
gentle  sounds  struck  upon  the  hearts  of  those 
guilty  men !  they  experienced  what  Dives  might 
Bare  felt  in  Hell,  when  he  listened  to  the  seraphic 
music  which,  for  a  minute,  was  permitted  to 
steal  on  his  ear  from  the  opened  gates  of 
Heaven. 

DurazzD,  whose  haughty  eye,  and  menacing 
brow^  were  evidences  that  he  possessed  a  hardi- 
Ixnd  beyond  that  of  his  companions,  was  the  first  to 
^feaik.  His  words  that  grated  harshly  on  the 
ears  of  the  listeners,  conveyed  advice ;  and  when 
he  bad  finished,  the  conspirators  arose,  and 
Durazzo,  with  an  earnest  gesture,  seized  each 
by  the  hand : 

'*  Ere  we  part,  let  us  again  pledge  our  vow 
of  fiiith:"  and  the  oath  which  appealed  to  powers 
below  rather  than  those  ahove ;  which  entailed  a 
terrible  doom  on  him  who  should  prove  faithless ; 
wbich  was  sworn  over  the  cup  of  blood  that  had 
first  cemented  their  union — ^the  oath  was  repeated 
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by  each,  and  then  the  black  triuniviTB,  the 
troublera  of  the  kingdom  of  Naples,  silently 
separated. 
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CHAPTER  XXVn. 

THE      ACCUSATION. 

If  «•  iroigli  the  snffiaget  instead  of  eounting  them,  it 
*^  be  tuj  to  demoDstnte  the  innocence  of  Joanna. 

DeSade, 

HoaNiNo  arose  fresh  and  jocund :  the  ruddy 
l^ttm  bathed  the  olived  hill-top,  and  danced  on 
^  meaodering  river.  The  light  gossamer 
loated  on  the  cool  air.  The  lark  sprang  from 
^  ooQch  of  moss,  and  mounted  to  hymn  his 
Btttios  in  the  sky,  more  constant  in  his  devotions 
^man.  The  loosened  flocks  bounded  over 
^  green  pastures  of  the  Terra  di  Lavoro ;  and 
^  away,  scaling  the  mountain's  side  that  over- 
liQDg  the  foaming  torrent,  the  muleteer  began 
^  shrill  and  plaintive  song. 
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Nature  wait  calm  nnd  cheerful ;  bul  fl 
fetenl  scene  waa  exhihiied  withia  the  i 
tbe  Cckaline  Conreol.  There  alarm,  i 
and  lOTOf  reigDcil.  Figorra  were  seen  hu: 
to  and  fro ;  some  pale  with  (kiTright ; 
fltuhiNl  with  rage;  while  the  ciy  offcn 
meniali  mingled  with  the  analhetniis  oFlj 

The  body  of  the  unfortunate  Andreal 
hod  b»ia  iowcrcd  by  Uie  oon.Hpiratot«  I 
Imlcony  above,  irmain«d  until  dnwn^ 
unobRerVf^d  in  the  Ccicntine  {lardcn. 
whn  had  been  Andrea's  niir»,  Chronicldl 
was  the  t!r<it  individual  who  diMove^ 
mutderod  Prince.  Injgdiciooaly  tlie  i 
occurrence  was  itnmedinlely  miide 
Jo&nnn,  and  such  wns  the  (earful  effi 
duced  by  th^i  inlelli^ence,  that,  tm  nm 
she  rcmaiiHid  in  n  slate  bordering  nn  don 

Ttm:  chief  pi-rM)ftagt«  that  hAi)  nccnil 
tho  PrinoG  tuid  Queen  to  Avem, 
«s>#tmb)<Hl  in  iho  ^nt  hail  of  lbs  < 
They  cnnMiUcil  (4>ge(]teT;  ihcy  ■rgited  I 
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W.  «^)ecfing  the  dreadful  cotaatropbe  of  the 
iifit.  Grare  heads  were  shaken,  and  suspi- 
M»  glances  were  exchanged.  Durazzo,  espe- 
o*lly»  seemed  ardent  to  investigate  the  matter, 
Md  was  heard  above  all  the  rest,  exclaiming: 

"  Yes,  my  fellow  nobles  and  friends  !  it  is  a 
W  fcr  atrocity  abnost  unparalleled ;  I  can 
wrcely  imagine  how  human  nature  could  have 
•dne?ed  such.  But  of  a  surety  we  shall  be 
»U€  to  discover  the  foul  perpetrators.'' 

"  It  is  to  be  hoped  so — soon,  very  soon :» 
said  the  High  Constable. 

"The  affair  is  most  mysterious;"  observed 
tie  traitorous  Minervino.  "  It  would  appear, 
Wevcr,  that  the  unhappy  Prince  was  stran- 
gled, for  the  rope  which  I  hold  in  my  hand,  was 
found  even  around  his  neck  in  the  garden." 

"  Dost  thou  say  so  V  exclaimed  the  colleague 
«f  Durazzo,  Charles  Artus.  "  Alas !  for  the 
kings  of  the  earth !  let  not  the  lowly  envy  their 
crowns  !— For  me,  I  am  so  overcome  by  grief 
fcr  the  fete  of  the  youthful  Andrea,  that  I  can- 
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not  at  present  tax  my  nund  with  even  imBginiiiL' 
who  may  be  the  murderer:" — and  the  villain 
shaded  his  eyea  sa  tbouf^h  pity  had  elicited 
tears. 

Jacobuzio  di  Pace,  Andrea's  favourite,  tlic 
Count  of  Stella,  Boccaccio,  and  others,  wer.' 
consulting  apart ;  omon^  other  statements  it 
was  said,  that  the  Countess  Philippa  was  tli<' 
last  who  had  seen  Andrea  alive;  but  the  cir- 
cumstance having  been  expluned,  no  import- 1 
ance  was  attached  to  it,  nor  indeed  did  it  war- 
rant any  ground  for  suspicion  against  that  imli- 
vidual.  The  general  conversation  was  waxing 
louder  and  more  confused,  when  Durazzo  again 
exclaimed  in  a  deep  voice  that  sounded  through 
the  hall : 

"  Have  any  person,  or  persons,  been  known 
to  quit  the  Convent  walls  since  midnight  1" 

An  officer  of  the  household  observed  that  tlie 
portinajo  of  the  gate  would  be  the  most  proper 
party  to  answer  that  question.  The  man  i«as 
accordingly  summoned.  He  stated  that  noone  had 


TUB  ACCUSATION.  293 

puBed  from  the  moiiasteTy  since  the  hour  named, 
with  die  exception  of  two  Benedictine  monks. 

"  Ha  !*  cried  Durazzo,  with  a  start  of  sus- 
picion; "  what  was  their  business/" 

"  This  must  indeed  be  looked  into  \"  added 
Mioerrino. 

A  priest  stated  that  the  Benedictines  were 

pilgrims  from  Rome,  who  had  brought  a  present 

of  relics  to  the  Celestine  Convent ;    but  their 

'  vows  had  forbidden  them  to  tarry  beyond  a  few 

knis. 

Durazzo  had  been  previously  acquainted  with 
tbe  arrival  and  departure  of  these  pilgrims,  and 
bd  resolved  to  turn  the  incident,  slight  as  it 
lught  appear,  to  his  advantage. 

''  From  Rome  ?*  cried  the  Duke ;  ''  the  pil- 
grims from  Rome?  the  Saints  forbid !" 

"  And  why  not  from  Rome,  my  lord  Duke  ?» 
•iked  the  poet  Boccaccio. 

"  The  Saints  forbid !  I  say ;"  muttered  Du- 
lazzo,  his  eyebrows  knitting,  and  his  fingers 
quicUy  healing  his  forehead. 
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"  Tliou  seem'st  to  entertain  some  horrible  sus- 
picion, Duke ;"  said  the  High  Constable. 

Dutazzo  answered  not,  but  presently  cried  in 
a  voice  of  thunder : 

"  The  rope !  let  me  see  the  rope  !" 

The  cord,  which  had  been  found  around  the 
neck  of  tbe  unfortunate  Andrea,  was  accordingly 
prescnied  to  him,  and  he  had  no  sooner  beheld 
it,  than  he  exclaimed : — 

"  Heaven  have   mercy  upon  the   murderer's  ' 
soul  ! — [t  is  as  I  suspected ;  this  rope,  my  friends, 
once  girt  the  loins  of  a  Benedictine  Monk." 

And  Durazzo  spoke  the  truth ;  they  found  the 
lope  to  be  of  the  same  peculiar  formation  and 
length  u  that r-omroonly  worn  by  the  Brothersof 
StBenedict.  To  account  for  the  circumstance,the 
reader  must  be  informed  that  Minervino,  on  the 
preceding  evening,  bad  purloined  the  rope  in 
question  fromone  of  the  pilgrims,  while,  fatigued 
by  long  travel,  be  was  taking  his  tiesla  in  the 
hall.  The  crafty  noble,  at  the  moment,  con- 
ceived a  lude  plan,  upon  which  Durazzo  after- 
wards refined. 
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The  oord  was  now  passed  from  one  to  the 
^;  all  ODiinouslj  shook  their  heads,  and 
Dnazzo  again  called  upon  the  porter  of  the 
pie. 

"  Sirrah !  when  the  Pilgrims  quitted  the  gate 
at  fflidnigfat,  didst  thou  not  observe  that  one  of 
dtea  lacked  his  rope  !" 

The  man  seemed  confused,  and  stammered  out 
with  difficulty : — "  Don't  blame  me,  your  Excel- 
IsQzs—I  could  not  question  holy  Pilgrims ;  but 
one  of  them,  I  confess,  did  want  his  usual  rope." 
''Never  tremble,  honest  fellow;''  said  the 
High  Constable;  "  no  blame  attaches  to  thee, 
siaoe  thou  hadst  no  orders  to  arrest  men  who, 
to  &fl  appearance,  were  peaceful  brothers." 

"  Ay,  get  thee  gone  to  thy  post !»  cried  Du- 
noo, "  yet  one  word  more — ^which  way  did  the 
I%iiD8  proceed  after  they  had  passed  the  gate  ?** 
''Which  way!  your  Excellenza  ?*'  answered 
tlie  corpulent  lay-brother ;  "  I  looked  after  them, 
bat  our  Lady  bless  ye !  'twas  so  dark  that  I 
could  scarce  see  my  hand.   However,  they  called 
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upon  their  Saint  to  protect  them  on  their  journey 
back  to  Rome;  and  then  they  commenced  Bingi'i^ 
some  holy  hymn  ;  and  this  is  all  I  know  of  the 
matter ;  I  swear  to  it  by  San  Gennaro,  and  the 
holy  cross." 

"  Honoured  nobles  and  friends  !*  resumed  the 
wily  DuTazzo  ;  "  we  will  immediately  dispatch 
pursuers,  ay.  blood-hounds  after  these  Pilgrims, 
who,  evidently,  are  the  assassins  in  disguise. — 
Si^^nor  Di  Pace,  wilt  thou  oblige  us  by  conducting 
the  aSair  7 — Hy  heart  bleeds,  good  friends ;  I 
cannot  say  what  I  would — my  misgivings  even 
make  me  shudder — * 

"  Nay,  my  lord  Duke ;"  exclaimed  the  High 
Constable  ;  "  reveal  all  thy  suspicions  :  honour 
and  duly  compel  every  man  present  to  throw  all 
the  light  in  hispoweron  this  fearful  assassination." 

"  That  one  so  nearly  related  to  myself,"  con- 
tinued Durazzo ; — "  Oh !  my  friends.  Heaven 
grant  that  my  conjectures  prove  groundless  !" 

"  The  Roman  Pilgrims,"  observed  the  rirh 
Florentine,    Nicola    Acciajuoii,    "cannot,  in 
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poi  sooth,  be  related  to  my  noble  Duke  of 
Dorazzo.* 

"  Deemest  thou,  Acciajuoli/'  cried  Durazzo 
fteroly,  "  that  the  Pilgrims  were  any  other  than 
mere  agents,  base  tools  ? — he  who  wielded  them 
—look  ye,  Florentine, — I  must  be  spared — I  can 
ay  no  more !" 

"  These  dark  hints,  Duke,*  observed  Accia- 
iioli,  "  are  worse  than  real  accusations. — In  one 
vord  candidly  state  whom  thou  dost  suspect  of 
hftTing  compassed  this  horrible  crime.'' 

DurazzD  eyed  him  steadily,  and  proceeded 
m  a  firm  deliberate  tone  of  voice : 

"  We  have  observed  for  a  long  time  past — with 
ptin,  I  say,  we  have  observed  the  partiality  of 
tbe  joung  Prince  Louis  of  Taranto  for  our  Queen 
Joanna.  Letters,  just  received  by  me  from  the 
Cardinal  Colonna,  state  that  Louis  is  now  inRome." 

*'  Hold!"  exclaimed  Acciajuolo,^    stepping 

*  The  fiiendflhip  existing  between  the  rich  and  elegant 
P^oreadoe  Aceiajnoli,  and  Prince  Lonii,  ii  much  dwelt  on  in 
Hctpofitaa  Hittoty.  They  teemed  to  realtie  the  Nitui  and 
EoTj^hu  of  the  poet. 
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back,  and  drawing  hia  aword ,  "  I  nnderstam 
thee ! — is  this  the  point,  then,  to  which  all  th^ 
insinuations  have  been  tending  1  dareM  ihoi 
accuse  my  companion  in  arms,  my  noble  friend 
Prince  Lotus,  of  this  most  heinous  crime  ? — b; 
the  Sainta  above !  cmfront  me  with  a  champior 
that  I  may  do  battle  for  him !  yet,  I  warrant  thee 
he  will  speedily  be  here  to  maintain  to  the  deal 
his  own  innocence.  Louis  guilty  ?  he  who  him 
it  doth  him  foul  injustice — he  who  asserts  it,  lie 
in  his  teeth !  I  may  not,  being  of  humbler  lineage 
offer  battle  to  a  royal  Duke ;  but  if  one  othe 
Captain,  Knight,  m  Noble,  in  this  hall,  second 
and  espouses  thy  opinion,  him  I  defy  to  morta 
combat,  here  or  elsewhere,  oa  horse  or  foot,  ani 
thus  I  throw  down  my  gage  !■ 

The  battle-pledge  sounded  on  the  marble  Booi 
and  Count  Minervino,  at  a  glance  from  Durazzc 
instantly  raised  it,  and  haughtily  defied  Accia 
juoli. 

The  tumult  which  succeeded  to  this  circuin 
stance,  may  not  be  described.     Some  entertainei 
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a  bigfa  and  favourable  opinion  of  Louis ;  others, 
eovioos  of  the  young  soldier's  acquirements,  both 
mental  and  personal,  were  but  too  ready  to 
dander  and  accuse  him.  Few,  howeveri  in  their 
bearts,  beUeyed  him  guilty ;  although  the  fact 
of  his  being  enamoured  of  the  Queen,  his  retire- 
ment to  Rome,  together  with  the  incident  of  the 
Pilgrims  who  had  come  from  that  City,  might 
veil  raise  dark  surmises  in  their  minds. 

The  commotion  was  shortly  appeased  by  an 
annoimcement  made  by  the  Grand  Seneschal, 
tbat  the  Queen  had  partially  recovered  from  the 
d»ck  which  the  dreadful  intelligence  of  the 
assassination  had  occasioned  her.  Eyes  brigh- 
tened,  and  the  greater  number  present  rejoiced 
at  this  information,  for  the  chivalric  feeling  which 
tbe  Neapolitan  Nobles  entertained  for  Joanna, 
tt  no  time,  suffered  diminution. 

The  Seneschal  proceeded  to  state  that  the 
Qoeen  wished  to  communicate  in  her  apartment 
with  a  few  of  the  officers  of  the  crown,  and  named 
Dorazzo,  the  High  Constable,  and  Francisco  de 
Baiu. 
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The  individuals  Bummoned,  immediBtely  quii 
led  the  Convent-Hall.  They  found  the  Queei 
though  evidently  recovering  her  presence  i 
mind,  in  a  fearful  state  of  agitation.  She  w; 
supported  by  Atnalia,  and  the  Countess  Ph 
lippa.  Her  cheek  was  hueless,  and  her  ey^ 
were  swollen  with  weeping.  Their  head 
uncovered,  the  Courtiers  nlently  bowed  befoi 
lier.  She  endeavoured  to  speak,  but,  for  sever! 
minutes,  was  unable  to  articulate.  Amnli 
ttrove  to  animate  and  soothe  her ;  and  the  fais 
Philippa  wiped  the  tears  from  her  eyes. 

At  length  with  an  effort,  such  as  strong  minil 
when  weighed  down  by  calamity,  only  can  makt 
she  subdued  the  violence  of  her  emotions,  an 
addressed  Durazzo  and  hia  colleagnes. 

"  It  hath  pleased  God,  my  faithful  subjecii 
to  visit  uB  in  an  awftil  manner.  Thoi^h  Hi: 
ways  be  inscrutable;  though  religion  hids  u 
submit,  we  may  not  control  our  natural  feelings 
I  boast  not  stoicism,  and  therefore  am  plungen 
in  the  sorrow  ye  witness." 
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Jouma  paused,  and  raised  her  eyes  to  Heaven. 

"  For  the  love  of  God,  m}'  friends,  and  for 
tie  lore  which  ye  bear  your  Queen  !  spare  no 
neans  that  may  lead  to  the  discovery  of  the 
peqpetrators  of  this  horrid  deed." 

The  EQgh  Constable  here  briefly  related  what 
btd  passed  in  the  hall,  with  the  suspicious 
circmnstances  connected  with  the  Benedictine 
Monks;  but,  from  motives  of  delicacy,  he 
refrained  firom  making  the  slightest  allusion  to 
Prince  Louis. 

"  I  am  informed,"  continued  the  Queen,  weep- 
iae  afresh,  and  covering  her  face  with  her  hands, 
"  that  ye  have  removed  him  to  the  Chapel  of 
the  Convent.  May  God  receive  his  soul ! — ^yet 
I  would  behold  him  once  more ;  and  do  ye  not, 
my  friends,  dissuade  me  from  indulging  my  wish ; 
ID7  womanly  weakness  shall  not  overcome  me. 
Ves,  this  hour  we  will  proceed  to  the  place  of 
<leatk :  we  will  pour  forth  our  souls  in  prayer  to 
Him  who  hath  permitted  this  dreadful  calamity 
to  fall  upon  OS ;  and  then  ye  will  bear  me  from 
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this  unfa&ppy  Spot — ye  will  bear  me  quickly  to 
Naples." 

She  arose,  and  leant  upon  Durazzo,  and, 
followed  by  her  female  companions,  the  agitated 
and  weeping  Queen  slowly  walked  to  the  Con- 
Tent  Chapel. 

O  Power !  O  Royalty !  can  ye  shield  your 
possessors  from  sorrow?  change  and  disap- 
pointment, calamity  and  woe,  chequer,  in  turn, 
the  lots  of  all. 


END    OF  VOLUME  I. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

THE     ARREST. 


BiiWa  FfiBinidiim  silaat  mineula  Memphii : 
AflidvQB  JMtet  oee  Bobyloiia  labor ;  fte. 

Aroho  tlie  many  magnificent  spectacles  in 
Borne,  there  is  no  object,  perhaps,  more  sublime 
tlm  the  amphitheatre  of  Vespasian,  or,  as  it  is 
geoetaUy  called,  the  Coliseum.  The  solitary 
oolnmns  of  the  Forum,  and  the  ruins  on  the 
Palatine,  may  excite  the  gazer's  interest,  and 
speak,  '  tmmpet-tongued/  of  by-gone  power, 
od  glory.  The  broken  and  mouldering  Aque- 
ducts, that  conveyed  whole  rivers  across  vallies^ 
aad  over  mountains,  for  the  adornment  and 
benefit  of  the  Eternal  City,  are  stupendous  proofis 
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beyond  eyeo  Egypt's  Pyramids,  of  what  humar 
art  can  achieve.  The  Pantheon,  the  Temple  ol 
Minerva,  intoxicate  the  mind  with  ideas  o 
beauty.  St  Peter's  dazzles,  while  it  elevato 
the  Boul.  But  it  is  in  the  Coliseum  only  thatth 
classic  beholder  is  lost  in  amaze,  and  totall; 
overcotne  by  a  sight  so  vast,  so  magni6cenl 
and,  at  the  same  time,  so  utterly  desolate. 

To  behoM  these  famous  ruins  to  advantage 
they  should  be  visited  by  night.  The  lofi 
arcades  in  shadowy  perspective ;  the  stupendou 
arches  through  the  rents  of  which  the  stars  ma 
tremble ;  walls  overgrown  with  weeds  and  iv> 
yet  still  unshaken  and  massy,  as  built  fo 
eternity ;  the  statue-strewn  arena,  where  lion 
corobatted,  and  the  gladiator  engaged  his  fellow 
story  rising  above  story,  where  nations,  no^ 
ashes,  once  sat; — these  are  the  objects  whict 
in  utter  silence,  in  dimness  and  decay,  strike  th 
gazer  with  awe,  and  fill  his  heart  with  a  Bublim 
melancholy,  and  a  sense  of  desolation  which  hav' 
no  words. 
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Tvo  figures,  passing  under  the  arch  of  Titus, 
entered  this  majestic  fabric.  They  walked 
sbwljr  on,  contemplating  the  ruins  around  them; 
b«t  I&ne  and  the  devastating  hand  of  man,  had 
out  then  rendered  the  mighty  amphitheatre  so 
oomiilete  a  wreck  as  we  behold  it  in  the  present 
day. 

The  more  richly  attired  of  the  two  individuals, 
ahhoof^  he  gazed  with  admiration  on  the 
ooontless  arches  and  columns,  did  not  appear  so 
eatirely  engrossed  by  the  spectacle  as  his  com- 
puDOtt.  His  arms  were  folded,  his  brow  was 
dtfk,  and  he  frequently  paused  and  stamped  on 
the  mosaic  pavement,  betraying  emotions  which 
efidently  bad  not  their  origin  in  the  musings  of 
t^  antiquary  or  scholar.  He  leant  against  the 
^sft  of  a  broken  pillar,  and  muttered  to 
biiiaelfl 

"Andrea  assassinated?  can  this  report  be 
erne! — Joanna  freed  from  that  hateful  alliance  ? 
<lowii  rebel  nature !  why  should  I  exult,  since 
kr  divorce  hath  been  a  divorce  of  blood  ?" 

B  2 
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The  thoughts  of  Louis,  for  we  scarcely  n( 
say  it  was  he,  naturally  reverted  to  the  actors 
the  tragedy.  A  whisper  had  reached  his  i 
that  he  himself  was  suspected  to  have  bee 
participator  in  the  dark  deed.  At  first  he  trea' 
the  report  lightly,  and  laughed  in  scorn  at 
unfounded  calumny ;  but  the  rumour  still  p 
vailing,  and  bis  name  being  publicly  placarc 
in  the  streets  of  Rome  by  some  unknown  pai 
the  forbearance  and  pride  of  conscious  rectiti 
were  converted  into  indignation  and  ta^. 

"  Camillo,  come  hither,  I  wish  to  quest 
thee.' 

But  the  old  Roman  heard  not  his  mastt 
call ;  he  had  eunk  on  his  knees,  and  was  d« 
phering,  by  the  moonlight,  some  half  effa< 
characters  on  the  mutilated  base  of  a  atat 
Louis  repeated  his  summons,  which  elicited  i 
following  answer : 

"  It  is  his ! — this  marble  was  erected — di 
your  Highness  require  my  presence  1 — erected 
the  memory  of  that  famous  gladiator,  my  ancest 
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vho  mooesnyely  conquered  ten  Gauls,  strangled 

three  tigers,  bat  fell  at  length  in  single  fight  with 

u  enormoas  Numidian  lion." 
"  CamiUo,  I  would  speak  with  thee  on  affairs 

of  inportaDce.'' 

"  I  hear  your  Highness,  and  will  be  at  your 
aide  in  a  moment — Oh !  that  I  had  lived  in  the 
daji  of  Htus !  or  even  Heliogabalus !  to  have 
beheld  this  vast  solitude  crowded  with  anxious 
tiioiiaaQda — to  have  heard  their  shouts  echo  along 
tbeae  marUe  arcades,  where  all  is  silence  now, — 
I  tm  coming.  Prince  of  Taranto — and  to  have 
vitnessed  the  feats  of  strength,  and  the  struggles 
of  desperation  and  blood — ** 

**  Haste  thee,  man,  and  finish  thy  rhapsody ; 
I  tm  ill  at  ease,  and  feel  inclined  just  now  to 
ooQtemplate  the  present,  in  preference  to  the 
pest.  Listen !  thou  art  a  better  news-gatherer 
tlttn  myself.  Hast  thou  learnt  any  further 
pvticulars  respecting  the  late  assassination  at 

Aversa?" 
Camillo  wished  to  divert  Louis's  thoughts 
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from  the  Bubject,  and  stated  that  the  ridiculou 
reports  in  drculation  merited  ovUy  contempt  am 
laughter. 

"  'Say,  thy  jocose  humour  will  not  serve  thee 
acquaint  me  with  every  thing  thou  bast  heard 
Have  my  onknown  accusers  invented  yet  an 
tale  calculated  to  win  credence;  for,  seeing  th? 
I  have  been  at  Rome,  an  unqualified  statemcr 
that  I  was  a  party  in  the  foul  deed,  would  lac 
the  semblance  of  truth." 

Camillo  hesitated,  but  at  length  repeated 
Ftory  which  he  had  heard  an  hour  before  in  th 
Campo  Vaccino.  It  was  no  other  than  the  tal 
concocted  by  Dur&zzoand  his  confederates,  am 
which  has  been  already  related. 

"What!  Benedictine  monks t — Andrea  stran 
gled  by  the  very  rope  which  one  of  them  wore 
and  these  hoary  assassins  said  lo  have  beei 
employed  by  me? — what  artful  villain  can  havi 
fabricated  such  a  conning  lie? — " 

"  Be  calm,  my  Prince.  The  best  men  hav« 
ever  the  greatest  number  of  enemies.    Shall  w< 
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difflb  orer  yondeT  mass  of  fallen  pilasters,  aod 
explore  the  ruins  on  the  opposite  side  of  the 
arena  ?" 

"  Silence,  fool !  dost  thou  mock  me  7 — I  am  in 
tartare.— Ay,  I  must  confront  my  enemies,  and 
cnah  this  foul  conspiracy  against  me  in  its 
tnitL  I  will  not  remain  in  Rome  another  hour, 
but  start  instantly  for  Naples/' 

"  The  will  of  Prince  Louis  be  done !  I  mourn 
to  leare  the  glorious  city,  but  will  accompany 
thee  to  exile,  to  bondage,  or  to  death !" 

Louis  and  his  follower  were  passing  out  of  the 
Coliseum.  They  had  reached  the  northern 
entrance,  when  they  were  accosted  by  four  men. 
The  strangers  were  in  black  vestments,  and  soon 
duoorered  themselyes  to  be  Familiars  of  the 


Louis  was  at  a  loss  to  conjecture  what 
might  be  the  nature  of  their  business ;  but,  in 
a  very  summary  manner,  they  displayed  a 
scroll  of  parchment,  the  authority  on  which  they 
acted. 


O  TBS  ARRBBT, 

"  Prince  LouiflofTannto,  utdAurelioCamillo, 
a  proscribed  Romso  !" 

"  We  are  the  indindoala  you  name :"  ao- 
swered  the  Neapolitan  Prince. 

"  Then  je  are  our  priaoDers ! — nay,  draw  not 
your  swords ;  ye  will  bring  on  yourselves  certain 
death,  if  ye  threaten  the  servants  of  our  hi^h 
Tribunal.  Moreover,  here  are  twenty  men, 
armed  to  the  teeth,  to  enforce  our  orders.* 

"  And  of  what  do  ye  accuse  ns?" 

"  Our  cbar^  touches  not  the  late  tnuisactiooi 
in  Naples.  Tbon  mayest  be  guilty  or  ioDocent ; 
we  only  lake  cognizance  of  spiritual  concerns.— 
Know,  Prince  of  Taranto,  thon  art  sunuooned  t( 
appear  before  tbe  Court  of  the  holy  Inquisition 
to  answer  a  charge  of  wicked  heresy ;  the  natnn 
of  the  accusation  thou  wilt  bear  anon  frotn  otbe; 
tips  than  ours." 

Louis  in  utter  surprise,  suffered  tbe  sokiier 
that  attended  the  ^miliars  to  disarm  him.— 
Camillo,  likewise,  thought  it  prudent  to  yiel< 
himself  prisoner;    and    the  two  were   vileotl; 
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cted  to  those  gloomy  walls,  over  whicli 
a  chilling  myalAiy,  and  wbooe  name  wei^ 
Bted  with  every  species  of  tyranny   and 
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By  H«af  en !  ft  ii  ■  iplcndtd  light  to  mc. 
For  one  nhohitli  no  (Hand,  bo  brother  there ; 
Their  riTiI  ecmrri  of  oriied  emhroideij. 
Their  nrioui  ■rau  that  glitter  in  the  ut. 

CMde  HimJJ. 

Tub  matin-bells,  in  town  and  village,  bad  cease 
their  accustomed  chime;  and  the  ann,  drinkin 
the  last  dew-drops,  flashed  over  the  hrow  < 
Vesuvius.  It  was  one  of  those  splendid  momin*; 
clear,  bright,  and  serene,  which  only  may  b 
witnessed  in  the  beantiiul  clime  where  the  seen 
of  our  narrative  is  laid.  The  Neapolitan  nob! 
had  risen  early  irom  his  couch  of  down.  Th 
fisherman  of  the  Crater,  and  the  rine-dresse: 
of  the  Tifati  mountains,  had  not  repaired  to  thei 
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waited  toil :  even  the  humble  coniadino  bent  not 
over  his  plough.  All  ranks  and  ages  were 
Boring  along  the  various  roadsi  and  thronging 
to  one  commoD  centre;  for  two  illustrious  men 
we  to  meet  in  mortal  combat  near  the  town  of 
Caierta. 

The  adversary  of  the  conspirator  .Minervino, 
it  will  be  supposed,  was  Nicola  Acdajuolii  the 
friend  of  the  absent  Louis ;  but  the  Florentine 
haring  been  thrown  firom  hishorse,  had  received 
such  severe  injury,  that  he  was  unable  to  take 
the  field.  Acdajuoli,  therefore,  according  to  the 
castom  of  the  period,  had  liberty  to  fight  by 
proxy,  and  his  deputy  was  Courtenay,  the 
English  Captain, 

The' cause  and  object  of  this  appeal  to  arms, 
vhidi  had  been  delayed  for  a  considerable  time, 
fiom  respect  to  the  memory  of  Prince  Andrea, 
the  reader  will  recollect. — Minervino  was  to 
do  bottle  against  the  self-offered  champion  of 
Loois.  The  English  Captain  and  his  friends, 
upheld  the  innocence  of  the  Prince,  who  was 
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accused  by  the  adverse  party. — So  powerful 
was  the  intetest,  and  so  persuasive  were  the 
arguments  of  Durazw,  that,  notwithstanding  tht 
favour  with  which  Louis  had  beeo  r^^arded,  lii< 
calumniators  and  supporters,  were  nearly  equa 
in  number.  The  protracted  absence  of  Loui: 
undoubtedly  injured  his  cause.  Hen  whisperei 
that  if  he  were  really  innocent,  he  would  kin| 
since  have  returned  from  Rome,  and  confironte< 
his  accusero.  They  knew  not  that,  by  iSi 
intrigues  of  Durazzo,  he  had  been  preventei 
from  doing  this ;  yes,  it  waa  through  the  I>ake' 
means  that  Louis  had  been  secretly  seized,  aii< 
confined  within  the  walls  of  the  InquisitioD. 

The  Benedictine  monks,  the  presunwd  assa<^ 
sins,  said  to  have  been  employed  by  the  Prince 
had  been  secured  and  tortured  by  order  of  th< 
Duke.  They  confessed  nothing;  but  their  silenc 
and  ignorance  were  considered  obstinacy ;  am 
the  wretched  beings  both  expired  in  torments  upo] 
the  wheel.  Many  other  innocent  persons,  oi 
a   suppo»tion  of    their    connexion    with     thi 
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MBMwiMttioD,     were    executed    by    Durazzo's 

ooomiaiid. 

Thus  stood  affairs  on  the  morning  appointed 
iir  tbe  eTentAiI  duel  The  laws  of  the  judicial 
combat  were  such,  that  the  conquered  party, 
efeo  though  he  escaped  the  sword  of  his  enemy, 
vas  to  be  put  to  death,  the  principals  suffering 
the  iate  of  the  proxies.  Consequently,  should 
the  English  Captain  be  defeated,  his  death  would 
bm^Te,  in  a  similar  fiite,  Acciajuoli  and  Louis* 

One  leserration,  however,  was  made  on  the 
present  occasion :  considering  that  both  of  the 
principals  were  of  the  royal  blood,  it  was  agreed 
that,  in  the  erent  of  a  defeat,  while  the  deputy 
or  deputies  suffered  death,  the  punishment  of  the 
Duke,  or  Louis,  should  be  confiscation,  and 
perpetual  banishment  from  the  kingdom. 

Thespace  without  the  lists  was  already  covered 
with  a  dense  mass  of  spectators.  The  discre- 
pancy of  opinion  which  prevailed  regarding  the 
criminality  of  Louis,  raised  the  anxiety  and 
impatience  of  the  people  to  a  great  height. 
Voices,  from  time  to  time,  were  heard  proclaiming 
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for  Prince  Louis,  or  Durazzo ;  while  some  cried 
though  it  could  not  be  ascertained  who  the  parties 
were — •"  The  Queen  is  as  guilty  as  Louis — dealt 
to  the  Queen  and  her  paranuur  !<* 

Happily  Joanna,  who,  it  was  expected,  woult 
honour  the  field  by  her  presence,  had  not  ye 
arrived.  It  is  true,  that  more  than  once,  he 
ear  bad  been  assailed  by  the  insinuations  o 
certain  men  who  were  disafTected  to  her  govern 
ment ;  but  thus  to  bave  been  publicly  charf  e< 
with  Andrea's  murder,  would  have  overwbelmei 
her  with  horror. 

The  popular  tumult  was  increasing,  when  (Iii 
royal  trumpets  were  beard.  Winding  up  tb< 
valley,  were  seen  the  Queen  and  her  Court ;  shi 
was  attended  by  the  most  illustrious  personagesii 
the  kingdom;  heralds,  pursuivants,  and  trumpeter; 
advanced  before  her.  On  eachsidewere  ranged  tin 
troopsofthe  various  great  Barons,  their  gay  stand 
ards  emblazoned  with  their  respective  devices 
whileintherear,aaaguardofhonour,adiMinctior 
conferred  on  them  for  the  eminent servicm  whict 
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tbejr  htd  reoently  rendered  tbe  state,  came  the 
pDaot  band  of  the  English  Captain. 

On  tbe  arriTal  of  the  royal  party ,  all  commotion 
oessed ;  for  respect  as  well  as  fear,  awed  the 
Boltitiide  into  silence  and  order. 

The  Queen  and  her  ladies  of  honour,  alighting 
fiom  their  silken  litters,  were  escorted  by  the 
High  Constable,  and  Durazzo,  to  the  temporary 
pllery  erected  fiir  th^ir  accommodation.  As 
Joanna  mored  forwards,  the  younger  Cavaliers 
who  lined  the  path,  threw  their  gay  mantles 
before  her,  over  which  she  passed,  bowing  to 
them  for  the  honour  which  their  gallantry  did 

She  was  still  arrayed  in  the  weeds  of  mourning; 
her  air  was  dejected,  yet  dignified  and  calm. 
Giief,  instead  of  impairing  her  beauty,  had  giren 
to  her  eye  a  tenderer  expression,  and  rendered 
ber  features  more  touchingly  lovely. 

hi  the  approaching  duel,  which  was  considered 
one  of  high  importance,  the  Queen  indeed  had 
a  difficttk  port  to  sustain.    Were  she  to  favour 
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(he  friends  of  Louis,  it  would  be  said  that  she 
vu  biused  only  hy  attachment  to  him;  and 
which  statement  would  go  &r  to  inv<rfve  her  in 
his  imagined  criminality.  On  the  other  hand, 
if  she  supported  Durazzo,  it  would  be  declaring 
to  the  world  that  she  considered  Louis  guilty, 
whose  innocence  ^e  had  never  for  a  moment 
doubted. 

To  suspend  all  judgment,  and  allow  affairs  to 
lake  their  course,  seemed  then  the  only  line  of 
conduct  which  Joanna,  in  her  peculiar  position, 
could  possibly  adopt. 

Cavaliers  and  ladies  were  seated,  and  the 
expectant  crowd  without  the  barriers  murmured 
impatience.  The  heroes  of  the  day  at  length 
made  their  appearance,  advancing  from  oppo- 
site tents.  Count  Minervino  was  arrayed  in  a 
magnificent  suit  of  Milan  armour,  polished  to  a 
tlazzling  brightness.  The  balteus  or  belt,  from 
vhich  depended  his  jewel-htlted  sword,  was  of 
chain-work  of  gold ;  ostrich  plumes,  white  mic- 
gled  with  purple,  rose  to  a  majestic  b«gbt  above 
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glittering  casque.  His  steed,  a  noble  Ara- 
bttn,  paired  the  ground,  impatient  to  plunge 
into  career. 

Tbe  English  Captain  was  far  less  imposing  in 
kit  ippearanoe ;  but  his  tall  figure,  and  martial 
betring,  needed  not  that  pompous  adornment 
ezUbited  by  his  rival.  The  scarf  which  Joanna 
bad  presented  to  him  was  drawn  across  his  massy 
coiiass;  no  plumes  waved  on  his  helmet;  his 
tword  was  ponderous,  but  its  hilt  flashed  not 
vidi  gems ;  a  rich  surcoat,  however,  of  crimson 
^eifet,  flowed  over  Courtenay's  shoulders,  and 
^dayed  his  armorial  bearing— a  stag  in  a 
SeUofgoId. 

The  eyes  of  Joanna  and  Amalia  were  ri  vetted 
opott  the  champions.  It  would  be  diflScult  to 
dedde  which  of  the  royal  ladies  took  the  deeper 
ioierest  in  the  proceedings ;  or  whose  heart  beat 
tlie  more  wildly  with  doubt  and  expectation.^ 
Tbe  doel,  according  to  the  romantic  practice  of 
tbe  times,  would  clear  Louis's  fame,  or  stigma- 
tize him  for  ever ;  and  the  lover  of  Amalia  must 
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conquer  io  his  behalf)  or  meet  with  certa 
death. 

The  chanipions,  to  prove  the  groand,  no 
lode  slowly  around  the  lists.  As  they  pass< 
the  Royal  Pavilion,  they  bowed  to  the  Qucc 
and  the  galaxy  of  high-born  ladies  who  su 
rounded  her,  with  profound  respect.  Each  ib< 
proceeded  to  bis  post,  and  prepared  for  t 
deadly  onset. 

The  Esquires  delivered  to  their  masters  thi 
lances  and  triangular  shields.  The  heralds  pr 
claimed  aloud  the  object  of  the  present  du 
and  the  laws  of  single  combat,  calling  upon  ea 
soldier  to  do  his  devoir,  to  spare  neither  ste 
nor  pan,  but  fight  his  enemy  to  the  death. 
Then  the  trumpets  sounded,  and  Uie  Chatnpioi 
closing  their  visors,  and  laying  their  long  lane 
in  the  rest,  dashed  forwards  upon  their  fearl 
career. 

On,  on  they  rushed  !  some  of  the  more  tim 
present  closed  their  eyes ;  but  others  view 
their  course  with  an  intensity  of  interest.     Tl 
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Champions'  spears  gleamed  through  the  dust ; 
their  bodies  bent  oyer  their  war-saddles — the 
fpsoe  between  diminished,  and  now  tliey  met  in 
the  midst  with  a  shock  like  thunder. — ^Where  is 
the  English  Captain?  where  is  Minervino?— ^ 
their  lances  are  shiyered  into  atoms — ^their 
steeds,  by  the  &rce  of  the  concussion,  stagger 
backwards,  and  sink  upon  their  haunches:  but 
neither  iaJdismounted — neither  is  conquered.  In 
a  minute  they  wheeled  around,  and  appeared 
9pia  at  their  posts,  while  fresh  spears  were 
ddiyeied  to  them  by  their  aciiye  Esquires.* 

The  spectators  shouted  applause,  so  nobly 
tad  the  course  been  run:  yet  it  was  eyident 
{rem  a  dint  in  Mineryino's  helmet,  from  which 
the  lo&j  plumes  had  been  struck  away,  and  from 
the  shattered  state  of  Ids  shield,  that  the  English 
C^itain  had  the  adyantage. 

The  Cayaliers,  with  renewed  energy  and 
<ioQble  fury,  addressed  themselyes  for  a  second 
flKODDter.  They  designed  aiming  their  spears 
tt  eadi  other^s  throats,  so  that,  in  all  probabi- 
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lity,  the  approacliing  charge  would  be  fetal  tt 
one  of  them.  But  ere  they  had  dashed  thei 
rowels  into  their  steeds,  aod  ere  the  tnimpel 
had  sounded,  a  sudden  moTement  among  lb 
crowd  attracted  the  attention  of  the  loyal  spects 
tors.  Two  strange  horsemen  were  observed  fore 
ing  their  way  through  the  shrieking  multitude 
some  opposed  their  pn^ress,  but  soon  fell  bac 
before  them.  They  had  now  gained  the  palisad 
or  barriers  of  the  lists,  and  ata  bound,  tbeir  nob 
steeds  carried  them  over  the  obstruction. 

He  who  seemed  the  prindpal,  or  master,  wi 
closely  cased  in  blacX  armour :  his  horse  was 
the  same  cobur,  though  now  streaked  with  foar 
and  soiled  by  trarel. 

The  Esquire's  helmet,  like  that  of  his  lord' 
concealed  his  &ce ;  but  it  had  a  singular  orn^ 
ment ;  on  its  fiont  was  displayed  an  iron  eag 
with  wings  outspread,  such  as  was  worn  by  tl 
anrient  Romans;  instead  of  the  short  rapie 
too,  commonly  used  by  an  Esquire,  he  wielded 
ponderous  javelin,  the  favourite  weapon  of  tl 
same  people. 
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Tbe  horaeinaii  in  the  black  annour  had  no 
cDgnixance  whereby  he  might  be  distinguished. 
Although  athletic,  and  above  the  common  heighti 
his  moTementa  were  full  of  agility.  He  bounded 
farward  on  his  filming  Arabian,  and  made  a 
dead  halt  in  the  centre  of  the  Usts.  His  atten- 
dant reined  up  close  behind  him. 

The  heralds  and  marshals  of  the  field  moved 
fiom  their  stations  to  question  the  stranger  as  to  this 
daring  intrusion ;  but  ere  they  could  approach  the 
caTalier,  he  drew  his  sword  and  cried  aloud  : 

**  Friends !  enemies !  be  ye  not  amazed ;  an 
mjnred,  and  a  foully-traduced  man  appears  before 
TOO.  In  the  names  of  the  Madonna,  of  San 
Gennaro,  and  of  God !  I  here  forbid  the  procedure 
of  this  combat — Albeit,  I  come  not  in  peace, 
bat  breathing  vengeance,  and  seeking  the  blood 
of  my  foes ;  ay,  and  with  this  right  arm,  I  wHl 
redress  mv  wrongs,  or  perish !" 

The  Esquire,  at  that  instant,  unfurled  his  lord's 
banner,  which  had  been  rolled  around  the  end  of 
tbe  staff;  it  displayed  lilies  of  gold  on  a  field  of 
aznre,  the  well-known  arms  of  the  Neapolitan 
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Princes.  The  horaemui,  also,  raised  his  viso: 
and  gazed  around  upon  the  astonished  assemble 

Then  the  multitude,  recognisiug  him  who  wa 
once  their  &Tourit«,  bat  whose  name  calumn 
had  so  blackened,  sent  ibrth  deafening  shoul! 
drowning  in  their  applause  the  murmurs  of  an 
who  might  still  remain  his  enemies. 

"  Taranto  1  Taranto  ■  Long  live  Prince  Lou 
of  Taranto !" 
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THB  ACCUSER  AND  THE  ACCUSED. 

Th«ir  weapons  fierce,  the  foes  «re  plying. 

Now  downward  stroke,  now  sidelong  thrust ; 

The  iparks  like  stars  are  round  them  flying, 
Their  plumes  are  hid  'mid  clouds  of  dust. 

Blood  dims  their  late  resplendent  mail: 

Oh !  say  which  wairior  shall  prevail  ? 

ThM  Combat. 

Thi  excitement  occasioned  by  the  unexpected 
appetrance  of  Louis  had  somewhat  subsided. 
TLe  Prince  clasped  the  gauntletted  hand  of  the 
English  Captain,  returning  him  thanks  for  the 
ttmoe  which  he  would  have  rendered  him,  by 
fighting  in  his  cause :  other  friends  he  likewise 
greeted ;  then  bending  before  Joanna,  he  spoke 
io  a  lespectful  but  firm  voice : 
"  My  liege  Queen  will  not  marvel  that  I  have 
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dared  to  interdict  thta  judicial  combat,  seeing 
am  arrired  to  do  battle  in  my  own  cause.  Lon 
ago  had  I  been  in  Naples,  but  bave  been  be 
captive,  by  whose  authority  I  knov  not,  with! 
the  waJls  of  the  Inquisition,  from  which  place 
effected  my  escape  but  two  days  siace." 

"  Ha !  in  the  Inquisition?"  faintly  said  Joann 
scarcely  able  to  support  the  calmness  she  in 
posed  upon  herself,  while  gazing  once  more  upc 
him  who  had  so  long  possessed  her  heart. - 
"  Surely  if  our  friend  the  Pope  knew  of  this,  1 
would  be  wrath.  What  Ecclesiastic  daied 
arrest  thee  t" 

"With your  Highnes8'Bpermisuon,*an3were 
Louis,  "  I  would  waive  for  the  present  an  e: 
atnination  into  this  affair.  I  stand  chafed  wi: 
a  heinous  crime.  My  enemies  have  sougl 
ground,  during  my  absence,  whereon  to  buil 
their  foul  accusations ;  but  that  ground  shall  t 
proved  a  quicluand.  Carlo  Duke  of  Durazzo 
I  call  upon  thee  to  stand  forth !  Thou,  I  learr 
art  my  chief  accuser.    Ab  I  am  thy  peer. 
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diallenge  thee  this  hour  to  mortal  combat,  on 
bone  or  foot,  with  lance  or  sword — God  judge 
betwixt  thee  and  me !" 

"ThoQ  beardless  boy!"  cried  the  Duke  haugh- 
tily ;  "  think  not  that  I  have  accused  thee  of 
taking  the  life  of  our  late  lamented  king  without 
sufficient  proof.  Thy  smooth  words,  thy  hypo* 
my,  will  not  avail  thee.  I  accept  thy  chal- 
lenge, murderer !  and  God  judge  betwixt  thee 
udmer 

With  eyes  flashing  indignation,  and  lip  qui- 
Teiing  with  passion,  Durazzo  turned  away,  and, 
eotering  a  tent,  hastily  arrayed  himself  in 
anoonr. 

Hia  friends,  Minervino  and  Charles  Artus, 
^  and  black  in  soul  as  himself,  rendered  him 
aaistance.  They  animated  the  arch-traitor  with 
an  aasuiance  of  conquest,  proved  the  strength  of 
bis  lance,  and  brought  him  the  best  steed  in 
Xiples. 

On  the  other  hand,,  the  adherents  of  Louis 
odetvoored  to  dissuade  him  from  the  combati 
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at  least  for  that  day :  be  bad  ridden,  they  ^ 
so  many  miles,  that  he  must  needs  be  exbau; 
Louis  returned  them  thanks  for  their  kind  i 
sideration,  but  would  not  be  guided  by  t 
counsel.  Not  an  hour  hoget  could  he  e: 
without  brightening  hia  sullied  fame. 

"  Ho  I  Camillo ;"  he  cried ;  "  take  in  cb; 
my  faithful  steed :  poor  LiUo  I  thou  art,  in  ^ 
Booth,  too  sorely  jaded  to  bear  thy  master  in 
coming  aflray." 

Louis,  toresthia  limbs  for  afew  minutes,  sci 
himselfontbe  grass.  The  English  Captain  off 
him  some  wine ;  while  the  pedantic  Roman, 
Camillo,  bathed  his  hot  and  throbbing  temp 
the  Prince  smiled,  and  talked  cheerfully,  i 
like  a  warrior  long  used  to  battles,  seem  to  i 
little  of  the  approaching  combat. 

"  Our  Lady  save  you,  Camillo !"  he  excls 
ed ;  "  art  thou  still  wandering  amid  the  nilD 
the  seren-hilled  dty,  that  thou  must  mount 
iron  eaglet  on  thy  basinet  1  or  dost  thou  fa 
thou  art  following  thy  lord  against  some  b( 
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of  btffauous  Vandals,  that  thou  carriest  that 
Bonaa  javelin  in  thy  belt  ? — go  to,  thou  art  in 
Naples,  man;  assume  my  cognizance,  and 
dream  no  more  of  the  ancients." 

"Fudon  me,  Prince  Louis,'*  said  Camillo 
doggedly :  **  but  suffer  me  this  day  to  remain 
ueootred  as  I  am.  After  thou  hast  battled  with 
d»  royal  Duke,  I  intend  challenging  some  bro- 
ther esquire — he  with  his  sword,  and  I  with  this 
tvi^^dged  javelin ;  for  as  my  ancestor,  Julius 
Lcdos  Septimus  Camillus,  transfixed  a  barbarous 
diefoftheSuevi,  so—" 

A  loud  flourish  of  trumpets  from  the  marshalls 
^  &  field,  interrupted  the  worthy  Roman's 
't^odcKDontade — it  announced  that  Durazzo  was 
for  the  conflict, 
linis  sprang  from  the  greensward ;  Camillo  in 
instant  laced  on  his  lord's  helmet ;  the  English 
ipuin  advanced,  leading  the  noble  steed 
be  had  ridden  against  Minervino ;  and  he 
it  to  the  Prince,  his  own  being  too 
exhausted  to  serve  him.    Louis  thanked 

c2 
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him  for  his  courtesy,  and  vaulting  upon  i 
lofty  war-horse)  proceeded  towards  the  appoin 
station. 

The  Duke  of  Dnrazzo  was  no  contempti 
opponent ;  be  was  still  in  the  prime  of  life,  c 
had  been  inured  to  arms  from  his  youth ;  he  v 
of  a  huge  stature ;  and,  bony  and  gaunt,  \ 
capable  of  enduring  great  and  protracted  &tig 
Louis,  although  taller  and  more  active  than 
adversary,  was  far  inferior  to  him  in  weight  < 
muscular  power. 

They  confronted  each  other,  it  might  hi 
been  at  the  distance  of  a  hundred  yards.  1 
feelings  of  Joanna  we  attempt  not  to  portra 
that  she  believed  Louis  guiltless,  admitted  of 
doubt ;  Durazzo,  ahe  also  believed,  was  actual 
by  honest  and  conscientious  motives,  althoui 
at  times,  a  vague  suspicion  that  he  was  not  w1 
he  appeared,  crossed  her  mind. 

The  Champions  grasped  their  lances ;  i 
heralds,  in  their  glittering  tabards,  perforn- 
their  ofSce,  and  the  multitude  shouted  the  nan 
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of  Dmazzo  and  Louis.  There  was  a  breathless 
paoae  of  aiudety  and  impatience.  Then  pealed 
the  stirring  trumpets,  and  forward,  like  whirl- 
winds, dashed  the  impetuous  foes. 

With  eyes  that  flashed  fire  through  the  bars 
of  Ins  Tizor,  Durazzo  directed  his  lance  against 
the  throat  of  his  adversary.  Louis,  observing 
ins  deadly  intention,  by  a  dexterous  movement 
noeiTed  the  weapon's  point  in  his  shield,  and 
sapped  it  in  twain  like  glass ;  at  the  same  time 
^  own  spear  struck  Durazzo  full  on  the  breast ; 
but  such  was  the  temper  of  the  steel  cuirass,  and 
the  weight  of  the  rider,  that  he  was  not  borne 
Zombis  horse,  while  the  lance  of  Louis  shivered 
into  fragments. 

In  an  instant  the  cavaliers  were  at  their  posts, 
ud  receiving  fresh  weapons,  were  ready  again 
to  dash  forwards.  Another  flourish  of  trumpets, 
tod  the  ground  shook  beneath  their  fiery  steeds. 
The  result  of  this  charge  was  different ;  the  well- 
Aiiected  spears  striking  each  helmet,  the  warriors 
were  hurled  from  their  horses : — ^they  both  rolled 
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upon   the    plain — prostrate,    but    still    unv; 
quisbed. 

Hearts  beat  quick,  and  Bbouts  arose;  1 
neither  Durazzo  nor  Louis  was  staxmad  by 
fall.  They  sprang  upon  thnr  feet,  and,  dran' 
their  swords,  engaged  each  other  with  redoub 
fury. — Oh!  how  Joanna,  with  straining  e; 
and  throbbing  heart,  watched  the  evolutions 
the  combatants !  but  for  on*  alone  aioae 
prayers ;  and  every  stroke  that  Dnraazo  aiii 
at  the  gallant  Louis,  seemed  to  pierce  her  o 
gentle  bosom. 

Furious,  and  exerting  his  strength  to  the 
most,  Durazzo  appeared  to  possess  a  deci( 
advantage  over  bis  foe.  Louis,  although 
aggrieved  party,  was  cofDparatively  calm  ;  1 
it  was  a  stem  and  resolute  composure.  He 
ceived  the  heavy  and  rapid  strokes  of  i 
Duke  upon  his  broad  Milan  WBr-sword.  Yet 
spite  of  his  caution  and  skill,  his  armour, 
several  places,  was  cut  through,  and  bk 
flowed  from  mam  than  one  wooDd.    He  ga 
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vay— what  might  save  him?  his  defeat  and 
goilt  were  then  to  he  published  to  the  world ! — 
DmazzD's  friends  triumphantly  shoated;  the 
English  Captain  looked  disconcerted;  Camillo 
dadied  his  eagled  casque  and  iron  javelin  to 
the  groand ;  and  the  Queen,  fidnt  and  trem- 
bling, oould  scarcely  support  herself  upon  the 
piatfimn. 

But  the  brave  Louis  suddenly  awoke  to  the 
danger  of  his  situation.  For  the  first  time  he 
exerted  his  activity  and  full  strength.  Wheel- 
ingi  and  shifting,  and  practising  a  thousand  sci- 
entific passes,  he  completely  perplexed  and 
harsased  the  flagging  Durazzo. 

Oh!  it  was  a  gallant  and  thrilling  sight,  to 
behold  the  young  warrior  fidl  like  a  loosed  lion 
cpoD  his  foe !  The  heavy  strokes  of  his  broad 
fiilchion,  thathacked  the  armour  and  shivered  the 
shidd  of  Durazzoy  feU  deafening  on  every  ear : 
sparks  flew :  the  cleft  plumes  of  the  Duke's  hel- 
met floated  around.  Backwards  he  bent,  foam- 
ing with  pain  and  fury.    The  hearts  of  his  trai- 
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torous  colleaguefl  BUDk  vithio  them ;  yet  all  pn 
served  a  profound  nlence,  and  every  eye  v. 
strained  to  behold  the  issue  of  the  eventful  coi 
flict. 

Durazzo  suddenly  started  aside ;  he  thre 
down  his  shivered  sword  snd  battered  8hie]( 
and,  drawing  his  long  dagger,  rushed  in  1 
grapple  with  his  foe.  This  was  the  mw 
deadlj'  species  of  war&re,  and  seldom  resorte 
(o  by  the  soldier  of  the  period,  unless  whe 
driven  to  desperation. 

Durazzo's  arms  were  locked  around  bis  ad 
rersary  with  all  the  crushing  strength  tha 
tiate  and  demoniacal  passion  could  give.  Tht 
dagger  gleamed  in  his  hand,  and  he  endea- 
roured  to  pierce  his  enemy  through  scxne  opeDinc 
or  joint  of  his  armour. 

The  combatants  were  now  so  involved  in 
rising  sand,  and  their  helmets  and  surcoats  vere 
30  discoloured  with  each  other's  blood,  that  tlieir 
persons  could  scarcely  be  identified.  At  length 
reeling  along,  as  if  both  were  exhausted,  or  both 
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mortaUj  wounded,  though  still  grasping  and 
grtppluig  with  each  other,  they  sank  down  with 
t  Clash  upon  the  plain. 

A  thrill  ran  shiyering  through  the  multitude. 
^Tio  was  underneath  in  that  fatal  struggle  ?  or 
were  both  alike  disabled? — a  faint  ejaculation  was 
Itnid,  followed  by  a  deep  groan,  as  though 
ottered  by  one  in  the  agony  of  death* 

**  Prince  Louis  is  dying !"  cried  Joanna,  in  a 
tremulous  voice,  to  the  High  Constable  who  sat 
near  her ;  ''  haste  for  the  love  of  God !  and  bear 
mj  kinsman  from  the  field  \^ 

Bat  suddenly  one  of  the  Champions  was  seen 
to  spring  from  the  ground.  Whether  it  was 
Durazzo  or  Louis,  so  soiled  and  blood-sprinkled 
"nA  the  armour  of  both,  the  spectators  could  not 
fi>r  a  moment  decide*  They  beheld  the  victor, 
Wever,  place  his  iron  foot  upon  the  breast  of 
Us  prostrate  foe ;  he  then  brandished  his  sword 
above  him,  and  cried  in  a  voice  audible  to  all : 

"  Thou  art  my  prisoner !  it  is  mine  to  bid 
tW  live  or  die ! — God  hath  aided  my  cause. 

c  3 
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Confess  thyself  conquered,  or  thou  dost  cease 
breathe !' 

Then  the  hills  shook,  and  the  hearan  rang,  i 
the  multitude  shouted ;  "  Looia  is  Tictor !  Lou 
is  innocent!  long  live  Prince  Louis  of  Taranto 
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CHAPTER  IV. 
woman's  love. 

Naj,  turn  not  from  me  that  dnr  fiice ; 

Am  I  not  thine,  thj  own  loyed  bride  t 
TIm  one,  the  chosen  one  whose  plaoe. 

In  life  or  deeth  u  bj  thy  fide  t 

Moart. 

Thb  Tanquished  Darazzo  was  borne  senseless 
from  the  lists.  His  wounds,  though  dangerous, 
were  not  mortal,  and  he  was  conveyed  in  a 
fitter,  by  easy  journeys,  to  his  mansion  near 
Avena.  There  his  wife,  Maria,  whom  we  have 
ilieady  introduced  in  our  pages,  nursed  and 
vatched  over  him  with  the  tenderest  solicitude. 
She  loved  him,  as  only  a  wife  may  love;  she 
saw  not  half  his  vices ;  she  excused  his  dark 
sod  tortuous  intrigues  of  ambition  :  and  though 
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Bt  times  B  fearful  sunnise  cast  its  shadow  on  he 
■pint,  that  he  might  be  acqaaisted  with  the  rea 
murderers  of  Prince  Andrea,  she  dared  not,  sh 
would  not  for  a  moment  imagine  that  he  couli 
have  perpetrated  the  foul  deed;  that  Au  ham 
had  taken  the  life  of  her  sister's  husband. 

Pale  and  emaciated,  but  slowly  recoverinj 
from  the  effects  of  his  wounds,  Durazzo  was  do? 
reclining  on  his  couch.  Those  troubled  feature 
were  still,  and  that  wild  fierce  eye  was  sealed  '» 
sleep.  Maria  sat  at  a  short  distance  watchin^ 
her  husband,  whose  bodily  pains  but  rarely  suf 
fered  him  to  slumber.  Her  cheek  was  pallit 
with  anxiety,  yet  a  smile  dwelt  on  her  lips,  for 
she  hoped  that  the  balm  of  repose  would  be  be- 
neficial to  the  beloved  sufferer. 

I^ty,  with  tearful  eye,  contemplating  haggard 
Crime;  Hope  brightening  over  the  evil  genius  ol 
desolation  and  blood;  an  angel  ministering  t<> 
our  first  parent  when  banished  from  Paradise- 
such  was  Maria  beside  the  sick  couch  of  bei 
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The  oountenance  of  the  sleeper  changed,  and 
its  gloomy  bat  calm  expression  passed  away. 
Ihe  feeble  son-lighty  glancing  through  the  stone- 
diafted  window,  revealed  a  corrugated  brow,  a 
working  lip ;  and  now  he  muttered,  in  a  troubled 
dream,  words  that  seared  the  brain  of  the  gentle 
hstener — ^worda  that  must  break  her  peace  for 


She  started  up  with  raised  hands,  and  lips 
apart;  she  would  have  quitted  the  room,  nor 
listened  to  the  dreadful  confession  of  that  tell- 
tale dream ;  but  a  fearful  curiosity,  an  indescri- 
bable sense  of  terror,  rivetted  her  to  the  spot. 

"  Then  he  is  guilty — he  strangled  him, — ^he  is 
the  murderer  of  Andrea ! — ^my  husband,  my  dear 
lord,  a  mordererl — Oh,  God !  support  me — sup- 
port me!* 

The  ejaculation  which  had  involuntarily  sprung 
to  her  lips,  awoke  Durazzo,  and  he  staled  at  his 
wife,  whose  agonized  attitude,  and  look  of  in- 
tense fear  might  well  excite  his  astonishment. 

"  What  aileth  the,  Maria  ?  hath  my  protracted 
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ncknen  tasked  thy  patience  too  far,  and  ren- 
dered thee  mad?" 

The  lad  J  totally  unable  to  disgoiM  hex  feelings 
yielded  to  the  impulse  of  the  moment,  and 
springing  forwards,  exclaimed : 

"  Thy  dream,  Durazzo — in  the  name  of  Hea 
Ten  t  tell  me  what  thou  didst  dream  about !" 

The  cause  of  his  wife's  perturbation  at  onc« 
flashed  upon  the  apprehension  of  Dunzzo.  Ht 
had  been  enacting  in  his  sleep  the  tragedy  a 
Arersa  over  again ;  guilt  had  unwittingly  be- 
trayed itself,  and  he  felt  th^  he  must  hav< 
given  utterance  to  words  which  no  human  ea: 
should  have  heard. 

Durazzo  half  supporting  himself  on  his  elbow 
gazed  fiercely  on  the  shuddering  Maria. 

"  What  dream  dost  thou  speak  of!"  hf 
cried  Tehemently :  "  what  didst  thou  hear  m 
say?" 

"  That  thou  didst  stnmgle  him, — that  then  wui 
the  aasawtn !  Oh,  that  I  oould  believe  thy  woids 
to  be  but  the  ravings  <tf  delirium !    for  then  I 
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wrnld  not  shrink  fiom  thee  in  horror  as  I  do  now. 
Thoa  srt  gnOty,  Durazzo !  I  know  at  last  that 
choQ  art  gniltj  !*' 

Haiia  sank  into  a  chair,  and  bent  her  face 
over  her  knees.  Her  heart  was  divided  between 
lore  for  the  regicide,  and  horror  at  his  deed.  She 
dared  not  look  on  him— she  dared  not  fly ;  and 
the  sgony  she  endured  was  too  great  to  find 
rent  in  sobs  and  tears. 

Durazzo  laughed  scornfully:  he  would  no 
longer  endearour  to  deceive  his  wife,  if,  indeed, 
further  deception  were  possible. 

"  Woman,  hear  me !  the  notions  thou  dost 
entertain  of  right  and  wrong,  are  as  replete  with 
kOj  as  thy  mind  is  feeble.  I  would  have  thee 
trunple  on  such  weakness,  and  rise  superior  to 
thy  sex.  Know,  then,  that  I  dtdwasisX  in  ridding 
this  kingdom  of  the  sot  Andrea  V 

**  Bat  wherefore  1"  asked  Maria  with  a  shud- 
der; "  I  thought  you  intended  to  protect  him 
Against  the  designs  of  his  enemies.* 
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"  He  barred  my  passage  and  thine  to  th 
throne  !  now  away  1 — declare  to  the  world  tlui 
I  am  a  regicide !  join  my  enemies,  take  me  pri 
soner  in  my  own  bouse,  and  see  thy  husband  fo 
endeavouring  to  procure  for  thee  a  croui 
hanged — hanged  like  a  dog !  dost  hesitate,  ni 
most  virtuous  wife? — go,  I  beseech  thee !" 

With  a  bitter  laugh,  the  sick  man  reared  him 
self  on  his  couch,  and  pointed  his  emaciated  bth 
trembling  hand  at  the  door.  Some  women,  im 
bued  with  lofty  notions  of  rectitude  and  virtut 
might  indeed  have  fled  from  the  side  of  a  bus 
band  stained  with  such  a  crime  as  Duraz^o 
But  Maria,  though  hei  own  heart  was  pure  a 
the  taintless  skies  above  her,  could  not  so  dive» 
herself  of  natural  affection — could  not  extingui^) 
her  love. 

"  Hush  1  Durazzo ;"  she  cried,  approachioe 
him ;  "  be  calm — this  excitement  will  injutt 
thee — I  would  not,  for  worUs,  be  the  means  o\ 
retarding  thy  recovery." 
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"  Xo,  for  it  would  be  useless  hanging  a  sick 
and  feeble  man — his  sufferings  would  not  be 
sufficiently  acute/* 

**  Durazzo,  thou  dost  mock  my  anguish :  I  have 
loTcd  thee,  and  thee  only  in  the  wide  world ;  I 
hare  sworn  to  be  faithful  to  thee  through  good 
tad  ill — how,  then,  can  I  desert  the  father  of  my 
dbild  1  how  can  I  betray  my  husband  ? — no,  I 
repeat,  dark  as  is  the  crime  which  the  demon 
ifflhitioii  hath  prompted  thee  to  commit ;  though 
my  blood  run  cold  when  I  contemplate  thee  as 
tile  slayer  of  my  sister's  husband ;  thou  shalt  not 
tufler  the  penalty  due  to  God's  violated  laws 
thioagli  my  meana.  Yet,  from  henceforth,  thou 
dflst  stand  alone — ^I  can  love  thee,  but  I  cannot 
take  a  ahare  in  thy  conspiracies;  and  if  eventually 
tiioa  dost  overturn  the  throne  on  which  my  sister 
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"  Hold !"  muttered  Durazzo  in  a  low  but  eager 
irhisper — "  Thou  dost  touch  a  chord  that  vibrates 
tkoogh  my  brain : — overturn  thy  sister's  throne, 
and  place  thee  thereon? — ^yes,  that  is  the  goal 
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to  whtcb  I  am  stiaining — that  will  be  the  rewa 
of  all  my  ct^tatums,  my  dreams,  my  toils !" 

The  speaker's  brow  was  flushed,  and  his  ey 
glistened  with  an  unnatural  brightness,  as  visio 
of  power  and  greatness  floated  before  him ;  b 
exhausted  nature  could  not  keep  pace  with  l 
energy  of  his  spirit ;  his  former  pallor  retume 
and  he  sank  back  feeble  as  a  child  upon  h 
couch. 

"  Alas!  Durazzo,"  continued  Maria,  "  I  i 
tended  to  have  spoken  words  which  might  ha' 
chafed  thy  spirit,  but  I  forbear.  And  now,  sin 
I  know  thy  nature  fully,  that  thoa  wilt  go  fbrwai 
with  thy  darling  schemes,  in  spite  of  thy  po< 
wife's  wishes  and  prayers,  I  will  not  attempt  i 
thwart  or  oppose  thy  views,  if  thou  wilt  mal 
me  one  solemn  promise." 

"  And  what,  Maria,  may  that  promise  be  1" 

"  That  thou  wilt  spare  my  sister — that  tho 
wilt  not  take  Joanna's  life  I" 

Durazzo  pondered — he  turned  on  his  pillo" 
and  looked  earnestly  at  the  trembling  lady :  i>i 
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Attores  relaxed  from  their  severity,  and  kindness 
eren  softened  in  his  eye :  he  beckoned  Maria 
nearer,  and  took  her  hand  in  his. 

"  I  have  loved  thee/*   lie  said,    "  and  love 

thee  still;   thou  art  the  only  breathing  thing 

towards  which  my  heart  yearns  in  fondness. — 

Poor  weak  one !  and  dost  thou  fear  that  I  shall 

slied  thy  sister's  blood  ]  no,  detest  her  as  I  may, 

OTerleap  all  barriers  and  impediments,    as  I 

lesolve  to  do,  I  solemnly  give  the  promise  thou 

dost  require — ^I  will  not  lift  my  arm  against  thy 

sister's  life  !*' 

Such  influence  had  Durazzo  over  the  unhappy 
woman,  that  she  even  thanked  him,  as  though  he 
hid  bestowed  upon  her  an  extreme  favour.  In 
place  of  her  late  dismay  and  horror,  softened 
feelings  rushed  upon  her  too  feminine  heart,  and 
she  kissed  tbe  hand,  and  wept  on  the  breast  of 
tbe  murderer. 

"  Oh!  my  Durazzo,  would  thou couldst renounce 
thine  erring  dreams !  would  thou  couldst  seek 
pordflfi  for  past  crimes,  and  commit  no  more ! — 
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but  if  thou  ait  to  lose  Heaven,  I  love  thee  sc 
entirely,  bo  sinfully,  that  I  feel  I  would  forego  itf 
blisH  also,  and  patiently  endure  all  tortures,  rathei 
than  be  divided  from  thee  [" 
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"  Be  itood  within  bu  gloomr  hill, 

With  cuUea  down-beat  brow ; 
Uia  ibadaw  dukracd  on  the  wallj 
Hia  look*  mi^t  well  Ihe  beut  kppil — 

What  pluu  tbe  Uaitor  now  V 

Sose  months  had  elapsed.  The  Duke  of 
Durazzo  had  arisen  from  hta  bed  of  sickness, 
■od  was  restored  to  perfect  health.  Louis  not 
wly  fb^ve  him,  but  petitioned  tbe  Queen  that 
fte  sentence  of  banishment,  Tvhich,  in  accord- 
■nce  with  the  laws  of  tbe  duel,  had  been  pro- 
■tmnced  upon  him,  raigbt  be  revoked.  The 
pohtic  Duke,  as  he  was  bound,  thanked  his 
pwrous  foe,  declaring  that  be  was  now  satisfied 
^W  his  suspicions  had  been  t«o  hastily  assumed. 
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Durtuzo'R  vyv9  wcro  fixed  upon  the  flo 
This  unprincipled  and  amtjilioiM  nui,  In  wb 
plots  and  rebellions  seemed  as  uftturnl  ■ 
necessary  an  the  ftir  he  breathed,  was  r^Tt^rii 
as  osual,  dark  schemes  and  projects  in  his  resti 
brain.  The  drFMt  of  Iiis  laic  niacfainalione 
fixing  the  crime  of  murder  upon  Louis,  and  ii 
pUcatinj;  the  Qoeen  in  his  ^ilt,  stimulnled  h 
to  more  covert,  but  not  lewi  d<>5rp(>rat«  in««car 
"  Dinroln!"  ^^.■  mnttercd  tn  himself;  "  I  Ul 
imagined  that  tlii«  woman  was  so  much  bcloi 
by  our  dhrelling  Neapolitans!  unite  tbe  Ft 
Companies  t  raiie  the  country  a^tul  her !  t 
tneiuuM  would  now  be  impracticable.  By  I 
holy  crow,  though,  the  Queen  shall  yet  fall  ii 
the  snare;  I  will  ycl  make  her  appear  tbr  adi 
tercss,  the  murderess ;  nor  while  I  bnv.. 
I  despair  of  becoming  a  king." 

He  approached  a  tabic  at  the  upper  > 
hall,  at  which  two  men  in  rich  attJre  u  'r 
one  of  them  was  busy  in  deciphering  tl]> 
of  a  letter,  which  had  just  arrived  at  tJi- 
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Duruzo  spoke — "  Wherefore  tlie  King  of 
imguy  should  have  addressed  me  in  his  bar- 
inns  language,  I  know  not ;  haply  his  Italian 
•aetazy  was  unworthy  to  be  trusted  with  the 
uwledge  of  bo  weighty  a  matter.  But,  Mioer- 
u,  ihou  ait  an  apt  HuDgariao  Clerk;  yet, 
iMnks,  (hou  hast  pored  over  the  document 
ig  enough ;  of  a  surety  thou  canst  read  it  to 

Doont  Minervino  slated  that  he  perfectly 
krslood  tbe  letter  now,  and  commeoced  as 


4«i$,  by  God's  grace  King  of  Hungary,  to 
Ibe  Noble  Duca  di  Dumzzo, 

Saluting. 
'  We  have  received  in  safety  thy  dispatches, 
1  are  grieved  to  uuderstand  that  the  Adulteress 
;  her  paramour,  who,  we  doubt  not,  did  cause 
brother  Andrea  to  be  murdered,  Uve  unim- 
ched  and  unmolested  in  Naples.  As  the 
Ms  are  in  Heaven,  this  foul  thing  must  not 

OU  II.  t> 
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be. — Reck  not,  noble  Duke,  the  duntatrous  tat 
of  the  laU)  dui-l;  it  nrill  prodacc  no  t^ffpct  nf 
tlia  minds  of  juid  and  r^monKblu  m*^.  We  « 
liraclum  lo  ibe  irorld,  bc  that  all  penona  n 
know  ilutreof,  the  guilt  of  Jobuds  snd  Lmiii 
Taruoto.  Thou  dost  offbr  unlo  us,  in  the  im 
of  thyself  and  friends,  tb4i  Croirn  of  Na{>le«; 
that  we  come  with  troop!),  and  drive  thia  woo 
and  her  partisans  from  the  kingdom. — ^The  p 
posa)  we  cordially  embrnoe.  Tboa  dost  o 
suggMit  UiBt  ttiysflf  bIwuUI  be  conudorvd  » 
ro  us  in  ihc  kingdom,  i^reming  as  Viccn 
while  we  remain  in  Huugary.  Relying  u| 
thy  honour  and  good  faith,  we  likcwUe  oi^ 
lo  this/' 


"Ha!  ba!"  ioterrapted  Dunuczo  withu  sna 
"  pet  Bacco  *  the  Hungarian  bath  taken  < 
bail.  See  ye  not,  Mtiiervino  and  .Vrtuft,  hi 
eoiily  we  sbal)  be  ablv  to  Aakv  off  his  yoke ! 
such  is  the  well-known  tyranny  of  this  Trai 
Alpine  King,  Ihattherf eapolilaoBarons  will nei 
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IdDg  mbmit  to  luB  Binj. — Bat,   good  Count, 


"  To  antre  tbe  success  of  onr  arms,  my  lord 
Duke,  tioa  most  appssr  for  a  certain  season, 
to  beEtiend  the  woman  Jowiim.  Thou  canst 
amt  orer  to  oar  party  as  soon  as  a  favourable 
jpportmi^  occors. 

"  One  &ct  we  would  now  state,  inasmuch  as 
t  is  of  paramount  importance.  Owing  to  recent 
nr&re  our  treasury  is  nearly  exhausted. 
Sue,  then,  for  oar  usa,  whid  doubtless  thou 
wst  do,  aizty  thousand  marks,  and  remit  them 
D  Di  fatthwitL  This  money,  together  with  a 
oufrom  our  friend  the  King  of  Poland,  will 
ufale  us  to  set  our  troc^  immediately  iti 
MtioD;  and,  by  God's  assistance,  in  a  brief 
iate  from  the  date  hereof,  we  will  be  matching 
njourbtrntiers. 

"  Given  by  our  hand  in  Buda,— « 

Lbwis." 
d3 


'iffl^p 
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Durazzo's  countenance,  as  Muieirino  com 
lied,  brightened  with  satisiaction,  and  he 
claimed  in  undisguised  delight — 

"  This,  then,  my  friends,  is  the  answer  fi 
the  Hungarian  King ;  San  Marco.'  for  our  cai 
it  could  not  bare  been  a  more  bvouiabte  o 
hdwbeit,  I  am  staggered  in  one  particular 
where  are  we  to  raise  immediately  such 
sun  of  money  as  that  required  V 

"  Tax  thy  estates  in  Greece ;"  aaid  the  Cha 
berlain  Artus. 

"  Seek  pomegranates  in  frozen  Thule,"  repi 
Durazzo ;  "  or  hope  to  wring  honey  from  Alpi 
racks ;  for  the  fertility  of  Greece,  as  well  as  ) 
glory  is  no  more." 

Send  forth  a  strong  party  of  men-at-arms 
plunder  some  rich  castles  of  the  Guelph  Baron! 
advised  Minervino. 

"  No,  my  friends,"  exclaimed  the  Duki 
"  neither  project  will  do. — Solomon  of  Napl 
sliall  supply  UB  with  the  sixty  thousa: 
marks." 
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"What!  Solomon  the  Jew!"   cried  Artus; 
'  we  are  indebted  to  him  for  two  loans  already." 

"  Ay,"  added  Count  Miaemno;  "  thou  dost 
HKinber,  my  lord  Duke,  with  what  difficulty 
t  obcabed  from  bim  the  last  supply.  How, 
KB,  may  we  hope  he  will  advance  us  more 
loney,  our  former  debts  lemaining  unpaid?" 
"  Permit  me  to  manage  the  affair ;"  said  the 
^itating  Duke.  "  This  crafty  son  of  Abra- 
un  shall  be  outwitted  yet.  We  will  forthwith 
spatch  a  messenger  to  Naples,  greeting  thp 
:w  in  all  courtesy ;  and  I  will  frame  sucli  a 
ie  as  shall  bring  him  to  my  castle — the  fox  to 
e  lion's  den — this  very  day." 


CHAPTER  VF. 

THE       8TRATAGGH. 

Ob.  Fktber  AbnlMa,  wbat  Umh  Chiutiui  mn ! 

"  Not  90  fast,  wife!  daughter  of  Leali,  not  s 
fast ! — Dost  thou  not  perceire  we  are  descendin 
a  tnouotain  ateep  as  that  of  Sinai  in  tke  Wildei 
ness  ?  Rein  in  thy  mule,  Rachael,  I  aaj ;  1  can 
not  keep  pace  with  (hee.  Holy  Moaes!  ho^ 
this  ass  goeth  thump — thump! — Boy  Methuselah 
thou  shouldst  have  placed  a  wool-bag  oa  th< 
saddle  ;  yea,  I  am  in  great  pain.  Would  I  wer< 
at  my  benches  in  Naples,  quietly  counting  ore 
my  monies!  Praised  be  God,  however,  then 
standelh  that  heathenish  cross,  and  yonder  lictF 
the  valley  of  Jehoabaphat,  or  whatever  Gentile; 
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c*iJ  il;  and  these,  the  peasants  told  me,  are 
htU-wiy  10  my  Duke's  castle." 

Thus  spoke  our  friend  Solomon,  the  Germnn 
Jew.  Tlie  story  which  Durazzo's  messenger 
kd  delivered,  and  which  had  the  powerful 
effKt  of  drawing  the  I sraelJtish  merchant  out  of 
Jfapies,  a  city  he  so  seldom  quitted,  was  simply 
u  follows : — 

The  Duke  wished  to  communicate  with  Ma^^- 
let  SoloQion  respecting  the  discharge  of  his  loans ; 
ht  vas  still  an  invalid,  and  unable  to  wait  on  him 
■a  N^Ies ;  be  therefore  prayed  that  Solomon 
*wld  honour  him  with  a  visit,  bringing  for 
coopaiiiijnship  his  worthy  wife  Rachael.  All 
gwd  cheer  awaited  them  at  the  castle. 

This  courtesy  on  the  part  of  Durazzo,  soothed 
■hi  gratified  Salomon,  inasmuch  as  it  might 
«arcely  have  been  expected  from  one  about  to 
t^j,  aod  not  receive  money.  He  bade  the 
Msaenger  "  depart  in  peace,"  and  inform  his 
lord,  that  he  would  he  at  his  residence  in  a  few 
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The  Hebrew  and  hia  wife  were  accompani 
only  by  one  serving-boy,  who  ran  on  foot  by  i 
side  of  their  beasts ;  for  the  Jews,  actuated 
motives  of  policy,  ever  avoided  s  display 
wealth.  Durazzo's  fortre«8  was  situated  abc 
ten  miles  from  Naples ;  this  short  distanc:e,  he 
ever,  was  esteemed  a  formidable  journey  by  t 
tarry-at-home  Hebrew  merchant 

The  road  now  wound  through  a  valley,  ai 
Rachael,  who  enjoyed  the  ride,  was  still  i 
ambling  on  before  her  worthy  lord. 

"  Dost  thou  not  hear  me,  woman  1"  cried  tl 
Israelite ;  "  thou  drivest  on  as  though  (ht 
wert  the  wife  of  that  rapid  charioteer,  Jehu.- 
My  beast  is  not  so  light  of  foot  as  thine.  Ko^ 
thou  asa,  will  I  cudgel  thee  with  unsparing  hant 
why,  Abraham  help  me  I  he  only  goeth  l\ 
slower.  Rachael,  in  mercy,  halt  \ — good  Mt 
thuselah,  run  thou  on,  and  stop  thy  mistress 
mule.  Yet  no,  do  not  leave  me ;  my  own  as: 
peradventure,  will  fait,  or  run  off;  fw  what  wii 
the  jolting,  and  the  heat  I  endure  fmn  this  mod 
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rftfiTel,  lam   powerless  as  Samson   beneath 

ifce  dKsts  of  ihe  false  DelUah." 

fiachoel,  IS  in  duty  bound,  now  looked  back 
ti  her  disconsolate  husband  ;  but  Solomon's  ass, 
»&x  from  running  away,  suddenly  took  it  into 
lii  bead  to  stand  still.  In  vain  Solomon  kicked 
■d  belloved ;  in  vain  the  boy  Methuselah  laid 
Ui  cudgel  lustily  across  the  animal's  flanks.  He 
ponteil  his  nose  to  the  wind,  lirmly  planted  his 
fcre  feet  l^ether,  and  defied  iheit  utmost 
odmvours. 

Rsrhoel  returned,  hoping  that  company  might 
l»Te  the  effect  of  enticing  the  ass  forward.  This 
Bcasure  also  proved  fruitless.  She  advised  her 
tMbsiid  to  dismount ;  but  the  Jew  was  as  obsti- 
■le  as  his  beast. 

■'  What,  villuin  !"  he  cried,  "  is  Balaam  on 
iiT  hack,  that  thou  dost  stand  in  this  manner  1 
lely  Israel !  I  am  no  false  prophet,  but  an 
■west  Jevr." 

Here  the  ass,  as  if  to  dispute  his  master's  last 
MertJMi,  gave  a  loud  bray.     Solomon,   it  was 
D  3 
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evident,  was  now  fast  lonog  the  wonK 
serenity  of  his  temper ;  he  kicked  and  ballm 
most  stoutly,  ever  and  anoo  cryiof  to  his  atteiii 
ant  Methuaelah : — 

"  Smite  him  on  the  ribs,  my  boy !  spare  noUh 
thick  cudgel!  Plagues  of  Egypt!  I  wiUcurehim 

The  ass  began  to  move,  but  alas !  the  motic 
was  retrograde.  Solomcm's  patience  being  no' 
completely  exhausted,  he  hastily  took  tram  li 
gaberdine,  a  long  bodkin,  which  be  was  woni  i 
carry  about  him  for  sundry  purposes:  bepluiig«' 
it  smartly  into  the  animal's  side ;  and  this  iodet 
had  a  vivifying  effect,  but,  woe  unto  Mbsie 
Solomon  I  the  ass  whisked  his  tail,  snddenl 
stooped  his  head  between  his  knees,  and  eleva 
ting  his  hind  legs  towards  the  sky,  flung  on 
Iriend  a  complete  somerset  over  his  shoulders. - 
Kacbael  shrieked — the  boy  Methuselah  slarei 
aghast  with  his  mouth  open.  Down  came  Soto^ 
mon,  who  sustained,  however,  no  injury ;  but  s<- 
great  was  bis  affright,  that  his  teeth  chattered 
and  his  grey  hair  stood  on  end. 
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"Abraham!  Moses!  have  mercy  on  me!"  lie 

qKulaicd.     "O  my  soul!  where  am  17  praised 

te  Heaven !  I  ara  still  alive," 

Hi«  first  alarm  being  over,  he  arose  and  ap- 
pvocbed  the  Ma  with  gesticulations  of  fury. — 
~  He  »hail  die !  the  accursed  animal  shall  not 
liveu)  hour  longer;  I  swear  it  by  the  twelve 
Jtiba  I  Methuselah  lake  out  thy  knife ;  we  will 
m  iua  throat  even  here." 

V»in  were  Rachaets  pleadings  for  pity  in  the 
foor  creature's  behalf;  the  Jew  sternly  ordered 
Uk  U6  to  commence  operations.  Rachael,  still 
iMoceiiiiig,  hinted  of  the  animal's  worth,  and 
U  ibe  last  suggestion,  tlie  mercenary  Hebrew 
■nfilated. 

"  Troe,  wife  Rachael,  I  did  forget.  His  hide 
wnld  fetch  small  monies,  but  the  living  ass,  in 
Ac  ontltel- place  at  \aples,  would  bring  me  two 
Isnos;  be  shall  not  die,  no  not  at  all— the  vil- 
■uxxis  ass  shall  be  sold  Lo-morrow." 

Solomon  completed  his  journey  on  foot,  and 
vtbing  befel  our  friendsworthy  of  being  recorded, 
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a»bl  th«y  renchcd  Dunuzo'i  forlren  unoag  I 
mountains. 

It  wu  noon,  whru  piuiiiig  over  the  dn 
tmdge.  And  crmsiDg  the  court-yard,  the  J' 
snJ  his  wife  stood  in  the  great  hall.    The  g) 
and  miusy  door  having  Iwon  re-clascd,  the  I'sl 
Ftcquninted    them,    Ihsl    tlut    Duke    heing 
iiivnlid  would  rcci^ivc  th«fa  in  his  (irivate  ap* 
iiient.    SolomoD's  heart  bounded  with  joy.  ' 
lie  firmly  believed  that   Durnzxo's  «nli 
in  lummoninf;  thrm  thilliur,  was  to  )i'[': 
dobw.      But  Rachoel,    irilh  lliat  dis^-......, 

H'Lich  women  often  possess  beyond  men  of  I 
subtlest  paits,  entertained  for  the  Gm  time  a  st 
[licion  of  eril;  yet  lier  alarm  vas  excited  I 
late  to  save  them. 

Durnzxa  and  his  collcaipies.  Mioerrtno  a 
Charles  Arias,  received  Solnmon  aod  his  vr 
with  a  shew  of  fncndnhip.  Rachaol  Bhranh 
[III!  fortiiddin^  appeanincR  of  titosc  dark,  m 
impriitdpled  caballera;  but  Sobmio^i  was  i 
loijuacity ;     he   diank  deeply    of  the    spio 
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■im  ofiered  to  him,    and  made  liimself,  to 

w  a  bmiliar  tenn,  quite  at  home. 

"  Of  a  verity,  noble  Duke  !"'  he  cried ;  "  it 
gneredug  sorely  to  hear  of  your  indisposition, 
caused,  they  say,  by  the  wounds  given  Ihee  by 
Uk  beitbeD  Louis  of  Taranio :  but  it  weDt  like 
balmofGilead  to  war  Boub,  when  mygood  brother 
Ben  Jacob  informed  us  that  yoor  Grace  would 
mo  be  hale  and  strong  again." 

Durazzo  observed  a  stem  gravity,  and  Miner- 
rino  and  Artna  exchanged  meaning  gloncee  with 
nch  other. 

"  I  do  thank  your  Grace  for  hastening  to  dis- 
iai^e  the  large  loans ;  for  ray  ships  being  all  on 
Jie  wide  seas,  and  my  coffers  empty,  holy  Aba- 
aam!  I  am  vastly  in  want  of  monies!" 

"  I  am  in  a  similar  {medicament;"  calmly 
ibaerred  Durazzo. 

"  No,  no!*  exclaimed  Solomon  laughing;  "  ex- 
nse  me,  my  lord  Duke  hath  doubtless  hoarded 
Tj  him,  large  amounts  for  defrayment  of  them 
lid  debts ;  so  your  royal  Eccellenza  cannot  be 
D  mot  of  gold — ha  1  ba  1" 
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"  I  have  no  amoimta  that  I  know  of ;  nor  h: 
I  boarded  by  me  any  money  fot  the  purpose  tl 
dost  mention ;"  replied  Durazzo. 

"  No  money?  none  at  all?"  exclaimed  Solon 
witha  rueful  countenance,  and  etroking  his  bea 
"  your  Grace  is  pleased  to  be  facetious.  Wi 
jest  with  your  servant,  I'll  not  be  offended." 

"  I  do  not  jest,  Solomon  of  Naples.  It  is  tn 
that,  at  some  future  period,  I  may  take  ii 
consideration  those  transactitins  which  thoudar 
to  call  debts  :  but  at  present,  I  tell  tbee,  I  am 
want  of  money,  and,  to  supply  me  with  anotP 
loan,  I  summoned  thee  hither." 

No  language  may  describe  the  look  of  biai 
dismay,  the  utter  estonisbment  of  the  unhsp; 
Jew.  He  clasped  his  skinny  hands,  and  roll) 
his  twinkling  eyes  from  Duiazzo  to  Minervin 
from  Minervino  to  Rachael,  and  back  agai' 
At  length  his  consternation  found  vent  in  woid: 

"  Abraham  protect  me  t  what  do  I  bear !  the 
thy  messenger  or  thou,  excuse  me,  must  faa^ 
uttered  a  falsehood  foul  as  the  lie  of  Gebazi 
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:l«demecometo  tbycaatle  to  receive  monies; 
what  else,  dost  thou  think,  would  have  in- 
%d  me  to  undertake  tliis  long  and  wearisome 
meji — I  pay]  I  advaitce  thee  another  loan? 
:  oa  me — tortore  me  on  the  wheel — crucify 
Snt!" 

Tie  Jew's  eyes  sparkled  and  flashed  with 
y,  be  stamped  wildly,  and  began  plucking 
h*in  out  of  his  beards 

Be  calm,  master  Solomon  '."  said  Durazzo. 
gnora  Rachaella,  be  not  alarmed ! — without 
wr  preamble,  I  make  my  proposal ;  yet  Grst 
uld  wish  you  both  to  know  that  ye  arc  in 
»wer," 

le  Duke  struck  the  table  with  his  mace,  and 
f  men,  with  diawD  swords  in  their  hands, 
!  their  ^ipeanUKe,  and  kept  guard  at  the 

I'll  not  adraoce  one  copper  bajoco !"  stormed 
Qon,  nothing  daunted. 
tfy  castle  is  strong,  and  around  me  are  my 
ill  friends   and  vassals ;"   cried  Durazzo ; 
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•  Jew  and  Jewess  !  yo  cannot  eecapr  rr-    -- 
alt  appeal  will  Iw  in  vain.     Salomon  vi 
Ihtttt  coll  upon  thoo  to  supply  m«  »": 
lliousand  markH,  to  bo  broufcfat  lo  this  c*Mle  at  o 
before  set  of  sun  to-mortiiw.'' 

"  tiixty  thouBond  moriiB  T  not  one  paulo,  *m 
my  faUier'a  nouie  was  Reuben !"  Todrirrated  th 
inSexibl«  Jew. 

"  Oh .'  my  hiuibnnd !''  crird  Rncluurl  spumkuii 
for  tlie  first  time ;   "  regnrd  nut  the  euhH'  .      ' 
thy  liberty,  thy  life  may  bo  in  danger. 
Dttrartol  perfidioim,  unhappy  man !  l)i  i 
Chrifltiana treat  thr  children  ofourdcspi- ' 
wringing  from  ihcmbythoalronghandof « 
and  injustice,  Utat  which  they  lure  gaiivcd  bydayi 
of  toil  and  nights  of  watching!  but.aai  Gml  livftli, 
a  day  of  retribution  will  came ;  thmi  wilt  rrpUl 
when  too  late.     A  dark  destiny  awoita  thor,  ta 
cruelty  and  crime  ahall  not  always  prevail  .'■ 

"  Woman  I  we  need  no  homtlirs ;"  oxcloiuud 
Dtuazzo,  knitting  bis  browH.  "  Sok>mon,  tlioa 
hast  the  sum  I  demand  in  thy  chests  at  Napltfl^ 
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Sum  !  I  have  no  monies.  DiJ  I  not  tell 
before,  that  toy  ships  are  all  on  the  seas] 
B  if  I  would,  I  could  not  lend  thee  now  fifty 
lU.  Rachael,"  whispered  the  Jew  aside ; 
lad  by  rae  and  say  the  same  thing," 
1  will  not  believe  thee !"  thundered  the 
e.  "  Thou  art  a  blood-sucking  villain,  and 
■  di"!gorge.  Thou  didst  gain  thy  gold  from 
n  Christians,  and  to  honest  Christians  it 
return.  In  depriving  ihee  of  thy  wealth, 
ffve  our  country  and  our  holy  religion." 
We  do  !    we  do  !"    echoed  Minervino  and 


hercfore,  Jew,"  continued  Durazzo,  "agree 
fiply  our  wants,  or  prepare  for  thy  doom  !" 
tfy  doom !"  muttered  Solomon,  turning 
and  gazing  around,  as  if  he  feared  that  the 
ts  Bt  the  door  were  about  to  spring  upon 

"  What  doom,  my  lord  Duke  I" 
fbou  stialt  soon  see  :"  and  Durazzo  making 
I  to  Count  Minervino,  the  latter  raised  the 
jy  at  one  end  of  the  apartment,  and  in  a 


66 


TUB  STmATAOBM. 


room  beyond  apprared  an  extsnitioniir,  Ui  i 
in  hift  h»n(l,  the  block,  the  saw-diut,  and  bU  1 
a[>paratufl  of  deuUi, 

Racltnel,  lU  lh«  CimrfttI  spcctaelcr,  rrtsin 
more  ptesenoG  nf  tntnd,  and  evinced  a  far  grea 
degree  of  fiimncss  tli«n  bcr  husband.  She  gu 
upon  the  scene  luid  Durano,  with  a  chungtlc 
steady  eye>  while  indtgnatiou  swelled  ht-r  hov 
aL  this  Tillaiiiflus  oulra^,  this  unpanlltilu-d  era 
ty.  iSolomoii,  horriiied,  Ibundentruck,  raised  I 
hands ;  ihc  iDUSclea  of  his  face  quivered  i  I 
knees  knocked  each  other,  and  he  leant  ajtau 
a  pillni  for  support. 

Dunzzo's  dt-cp  roice  was  beard "  LM 1 

wifo,  accompanied  by  my  frtonds.  Count  Miot 
Tino  Mid  Signor  AtIiis,  tepatr  tliis  liour  to  H 
ptcs.  X^t  her  bring  on  the  nutrrow  ibe  manej 
require,  and  Solomon  the  merchant  shall  nea 
bis  liborty-  Huwbcil,  if  ever  by  word  oc  sq 
bit  or  his  wifu  boiray  to  tha  world  ihts  nana 
lion,  whithuraoover  ihcy  may  flee,  lh«  ioff 
shall  nwch  ttuiir  hearts — But  lol  ifSulumoDi' 
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m  IB  deliver  to  bis  wife  ihe  keys  of  his 
■Aire,   or   to    afford    her    sucb   informatioD 

ahaU  enable  her  to  gain  access  lo  the  same, 
a  this  hour  he  must  address  fais  prayeis  to 
aten,  for  bis  head  shall  be  severed  frotu  his 
br!" 

'  Amen.'"  exclaimed  Arlus  and  Minervino, 
lie  the  executioner,  lifting  his  ponderous  axe, 
le  a  slow  morement  towards  the  block. 
\mo  was  deep  silence  for  a  few  minutes, 
>  Ridiael,  recovering  from  a  momentary 
tams,  addressed  her  husband. 

If  God  be  pleased,  for  wise  purposes,  to  de- 
r  OS  over  to  the  power  of  the 'tyrant  and 
rewor,  it  is  our  duty  to  submit. — Oh,  my 
wid  I  hesitate  not  to  save  thy  life  !" 
But  how  can  I  save  my  life,  Rachael  ]" 
I  Solomon  gapping  for  breath ;  "  Shew  me 
— Where  have  we  this  immense  sum  ? 
I  (apposing  it  were  ours,  better  die,  I  main- 

ih/iD  surrender  it Sixty  thousand  marks? 

to  collect  them,    all  those  coffers  in   the 
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Btrong-rMm  must  be  emptied;  all  those  b 
in  the  deep  well,  drawn  np,  which  for  twe 
years  I  have  been  gathering  there, 
ther  Abraham  !  all  this  money  gone,  w 
shall  I  do  1  I  shall  be  an  outc^t,  a  begga: 
shall  starve  in  the  streets, — alas,  that  ever  1 ' 
born!" 

"  Haste  thee !  determine  !"  vociferated  1 
razzo.     "  The  headsman  stands  prepared." 

"  Rachael,  draw  nearer ;"  sighed  Soloir 
clasping  the  pillar  more  firmly.  "  Did  he 
name  the  headsman?  look  too  at  that  gha) 
block.  Abraham  I  Moses !  support  me  ! — Tl 
art  a  good  wife,  and  for  thee  I  would  wish 
live — "  Here  tears  rolled  down  the 
man's  cheeks,  as  Rachael  tenderly  embrai 
him, 

"  Take  these  keys,  then,  dear  wife ;  my  31 
nager  will  assist  thee  in  drawing  up  the  bags. 
Yes — Oh !  must  I  say  it  T  bring  the  sixty  the 
sand  marks  to  this  castle  to^^nnrow !" 

Thus  tyranny  and  unprincipled  violence  t 
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iffced  eter  exlorUoQ  and  avarice.  But  while 
m  condemn,  and  pour  infamy  on  the  conduct  of 
himzxo,  we  cannot  but  entertain  a  degree  of 
'ly  ibr  Solomon  ttie  Jew. 
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Certet.  doit  tliaa  think  I  will  adhere  to  that  put; 

which  nought  ii  to  be  gained  1    m;  Mral  icqniretb  hoc 

Uld  tn;  piuDch  Tictiuli.     Harrj,  I  will  demt  tliii  booi 

Dodtley't  } 

Nothing  could  exceed  the  oonstemation  i 
spread  through  (he  kingdom  of  Naples,  at  the  I 
aimouncement  of  the  intentioua  of  the  Hungu 
Monarch.  A  public  proclamation  was  made 
which  the  Trans-Alpine  King  declared  that 
took  up  arms  to  avenge  the  death  of  his  brol 
Andrea;  be  called  upon  all  honourable  n 
and  lovers  of  justice,  (o  join  his  standard,  : 
assist  him  in  expelling  Joanna  and  hei  paiam 
Louis  from  the  kingdom.  He  also  laid  cli 
himself  to  the  crown  of  Naples,  in  right, 
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^,  of  his  gnndbtber,  Charles  Martel ;  but 
itj  one  perceived  that  Uiia  title,  unsaoctioned 
bereditaty  law,  and  indefensible  in  eveiy 
Dt,  was  insisted  upon,  merely  to  give  some 
»T  of  justice  to  his  rapacity  and  ambilion. 
Hk  {voclamation  bad  an  ioamediate  and  ruin- 
effect  It  divided  the  kingdom  into  two 
ties.  Those  who  believed  Joanna  guilty,  or 
ed  to  profit  by  a  state  of  revolution  and  anar- 
,  eagerly  embraced  the  cause  of  the  Hunga- 
ikii^. 

-oya!  spirits,  however,  were  not  wanting; 
■naoy  and  powerful  were  the  Barons  who 
irt  Joanna's  throne,  swearing  to  maintain 
there,  in  spite  of  the  aapersions  and  threats 


Tie  English  Captain,  Walter  Courtenay, 
>K  military  reputation  had  now  spread 
ugh  Italy,  was  offered  large  sums  if  be  wouJd 
the  Hongarian  &ction.  But  his  chivalric 
it  seamed  the  aggressor  and  his  bribes;  a 
%n  claimed  his  sword ;  Joanna's  innocence 
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be  bad  urns  qaettatmni ;  aod  nt  tbe  bead  oX  i 
isUiid  vaunuia,  faa  was  ready  to  figbt  or  petit 
in  bet  cause. 

Dark  was  the  aspect  of  aflaira.  The  vhol 
kingtlam  v&s  ia  cninniotiiiii ;  troitAta  dans 
opeidy  to  araw  tbar  sentiments,  and  the  ]iiyi 
parly,  whose  ultimata  iate  Done  might  diviM 
ewattinfr,  in  dreadful  aaxicty,  th«  arrival  of  A 
6<!rce  invader. 


Evening  bad  spread  her  yeil  ovut  Naples  ta 
its  loTtrly  bay.  Pacing  along  the  aoutJteni  t»l 
Uemcnt  of  the  Castel-Nuovo,  was  seen  a  Talk 
of  tliu  onl«r  of  Cordeliers.  Hi*  pomon  <ra 
aliort,  but  hia  rubicund  oounteiiuice  spok^  oA 
of  abalinitnc«,  bowevn-  it  might  exprtra  niMk 
nnss  or  sanctity;  while  a  full  yard  ami  ' 
rope  was  employed  in  encircling  his  c  : 
pauDcli.  His  hands,  like  thaw  of  adeba'iL*-'<rr 
wore  sbrivfillcd,  his  legs  witbered,  and  be  ip 
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red  to  walk  with  difficulty,  although  sup- 
«d  by  a  staff. 

he  Father  gazed  over  the  boundless  shining 
;  iU  heaving  bosom  was  flushed  with  the 
i9on  of  dying  day ;  the  fisherman's  bark 
uned  silently  along ;  and  the  sea-bird 
eled  to  her  nest  among  the  white  racks  of 
enio : — all  nature  was  bushed  into  a  deep,  a 
repose.  Ah !  how  seldom  such  tranquillity 
s  the  heart  of  man !  his  day  is  passed  in 
oil,  perhaps  vexation  and  disappointment ; 
ms  haunt  his  pillow  by  night,  presenting 
i  frequently  images  of  sorrow  than  of  joy. 
a  calm  suspension  of  the  passions,  an  ab- 
e  of  all  vicissitude  and  care,  however  the- 
i  may  oi^ue,  would  not  constitute  a  state 
^fect  happiness. 

le  beauty  and  magnificence  of  the  surraund- 
)ro9pect,  possessed  no  charm  for  the  iriar; 
oal  aspired  not :  Lis  longings  were  confined 
Qie  and  sense.  He  turned  away  with  an 
>f  dissatisfaction,  and  gazed  upon  the  rayal 
)L.n.  B 


)     I 


il 


.     I 


74  THE  DB8B&TBR. 

residence,  along  the  battlements  of  which  be  1 
been  walking;  and  then  a  malignant  scowl  ^ 
tied  upon  his  sinister  and  forbidding  features. 

With  the  character  of  Friar  Robert,  the  r 
der  is  already  acquainted.  Since  the  deatb 
Prince  Andrea,  he  had  by  no  means  ejceici 
so  great  a  degree  of  power  in  the  public  ad 
nistration,  as  he  formerly  enjoyed  :  still,  by 
character  of  sanctity  which  he  supported,  he 
taioed  all  his  former  influence  aver  the  mind: 
the  too  credulous  and  superstitious  people. 

He  seated  himself  upon  a  projecting  come 
the  battlement,  loosened  the  rope  that  girt 
loins  for  ease,  and  threw  back  the  cowl  from 
bald  head  to  enjoy  the  cool  air.  He  mutf: 
in  a  low  accent,  striking  hia  staff  ever  and  ai 
as  if  in  anger,    upon  the  granite  wall  bent 

"  Shall  I  never  gain  this  Cardinal's  hat? 
the  mass  <  I  will  defy  Pope  Clement,  and 
his  myrmidons !  so,  let  me  consider : — the  K 
of  Hungary  about  to  invade  us,  is  inimical 
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a  Vicar  of  God — Pshaw !  I  mean  this  plebeian 
lefic — and  he  wouU  rejoice  to  hurl  him  from 
I  ch&ir.*  I  will  go  over,  theii,  to  the  Hunga- 
n  monarch.  What  caie  I  for  Joanna  ]  whe- 
» (he  be  guilty  or  innocent,  I  loathe  her  with 
'  canting  cold  philosophy ;  moreover,  her 
Ij,  without  doubt,  is  the  weaker :  and  shall  I 
ankoi^st  the  trampled  the  oppressed  1 — no,  by 

bones  of  St.  Stephen !  no  1  I  will  shake  the 
t  off  my  feet  upon  this  City.     I  will  offer  my 
rices  to  the  Hungarian." 
i¥ith  an  air  of  determination,  he  again  siriick 
staff  upon  the  wall,  and  beckoned  his  faithful 

privileged  Servitor  towards  him. 
^otester, who hadstood  at  a  respectful  distance, 
igbt  as  an  arrow,  with  his  hands  meekly 
ed,  advanced  with  a  solemn  countenance.  It 
ned  as  though  no  smile  had  ever  crossed,  or 
Id  possibly  disturb  the  gravity  of  that  long 


of  HvDftij  wu  >  biUar  ananif  of  Clement  VI.  who 
□D  hii  invuioil   of  the  Kingdum   of 
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bee;  oltbougli  liti  grey  parcupioe  hair,  deToUrad 
nose,  and  oblique  viston,  might  go  far  to  exdH 
tl\c  risible  ncrrcs  tn  a  Becnnd  pnrtj. 

"  Hntli  Durozzo  yet  returned  to  the  castlit  I* 
demanded  the  Father  atemly. 

"  No,  your  bolincM ;  he  is  evea  now  reviv- 
ing tbo  Queen's  tioops  oo  tbe  sea-shore  :  boj'oiul 
that  point,  your  RnvercncR  may  we  thvm.  That 
too  my  valiant  countrymrui,  the  English  C^aplua, 
is  exercising  his  Free  Cotnpaaions." 

"  Ah  !  yes,"  cried  Rabart  i  "  I  spy  thcmr" 
dogs !  cuUthroDts  !  all  of  them ;  vith  such,  I 
lell  thee,  hell  ia  cmmtned." 

"  Alas !  holy  Fatlit>r,  E  hope  not  eo."  si|li«) 
Fotestvr ;  "  Those  champieos,  if  I  may  Tentun 
lo  say  it,  are  too  finc-btiilt,  aa  I  think,  bt  bi 
scorched  up  in  tlie  uable*t  regions. — Tba  Lod 
Mve  tiieni,  your  reverend  aelf,  and  dm  tool* 

"  Champions,  or  fine-fauilt,  ihey  are  nil  . 
aud  villoins,"  naid  Hubert: — "  Draw-  m 
rah  !"  The  Servitor's  eyes  dilated,  and  i..^ .». . 
neck  swayed  forwards,  indicative  ofatleutian. 
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"  This  night,  pack  up   my  trunks,  my  Jewels, 

d  esses  of  wine ;   for  at  dawn  of  day,  I  depart 

m  Caslel-Nuovo." 

Forester  bowed  an  assent  to  the  command. 

"  Thou  hast  heard  of  the  mighty  armament 

licfa  the  Hungarian  king  is  leading   from  the 

irth :  Forester,  we  must  not  be  members  of  the 

tikfi  party  ;  I  have,  therefore,  determined  to 

jsl  with  my  counsels  the  brave  Trans-alpine 

march." 

■What?"  cried  Forester;   "and  so  forsake 

good  Queen!  take  up  arms  against  awomant 
y  Father,  I  dare  not  depart  with  thee  for  such 
urpose." 

■  S'death !  what  sayest  ihou  1  this  from  thee, 
ah!  thou  dost  forget  thyself !"  and  the  Father 
ied  his  staff  in  a  menacing  manner. 
'  If  I  go — if  I  fight  against  the  Queen !» 
»ted  Forester  doggedly;  "may  the  first 
lie  send  my  soul  to  purgatory  !" 
^  Friar,  exasperated,  sprang  forwards,  and 
led  a  desperate  stroke  at  his  Servitor's  head ; 
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bm  Uw  nimltlii  Knglishnmn  duded  the  bbw,  uiii 
tbv  sUitr,  striking  ngvitiat  tho  baUl«tu«nt.  shivem 
into  fragments. 

"  ThiHi  villain !  tboo  base  ingnle !"  exduinei 
the  infurinted  Robert,  slill  bent  on  veo^iuice 
"  lot  me  get  bL  lbn>!  ihy  Englisli  impudenof 
anti  Btitfacity  aro  insupportsblo.  My  hctl  Blall 
Ion,  broken!  San  Gmtnural  I  will  predpitil 
thee  from  the  battlement  ]" 

Forester  rctrcaUng  to  some  (lislat>ce,  drvppo 
nil  hU  knew,  and  begged  tho  Friiir  wouJd  ^[mn 
liim  forgiveucM. 

"  I'll  not  pardon  tbee — I'U  not  hear  tbee— tlioi 
!(halL  not  Uavc  of  ol)  tlie  storn  I  tk^gned  for  tbee 
niio4l)or  bujooo ;  let  nw  elutcb  thee,  for  orct  tk 
w-all  thou  sliBlt  go!" 

FoTcMer,  now  in  bodily  (ear,  nnd  beginning  t 
oontider  oii  which  side  his  own  interest  pn<poo 
derated,  exclaimed  that  be  would  acrompaoy  On 
Fallicr  td  the  end  of  tbo  world,  Gght  Bguof 
QucL-ii  Joauiui,  and  pack  up  liU  intnka  llml  tet) 
bour. 
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Rh*  wnth  of  the  Friar,  by  this  promise  of 
dienw,  was  somewhat  placated  ;  reflecting, 
»,  00  the  general  utility  of  Forester  as  a  ser- 
il,  he  scoM-led  oq  the  delinquent  no  longer ; 
,  gathering  up  the  fragments  of  bia  staff,  sat 
leplf  down  on  a  flag  stone, 
'orester,  who  was  well  Rcquaioted  with  the 
ok's  buinour,  approached  with  an  air  of  the 
lost  contrition :  he  presumed  not  to  speak,  but 
t  his  eyes  upon  the  ground. 
'  Thou  wilt  go  then  ;"  at  length  said  Robert ; 
o-roorrow-  al  day-break,  order  my  mule  to  be 
ly ;  and  the  fifteen  men-at-arms,  who  are 
ijT  pay,  will  accompany  uE.  I  shall  inform  the 
««  that  I  am  departing  on  a  pilgrimage  to  the 
ne  of  Santo  Pautoamong  ihe  mountains ;  there- 

the  will  entertain  no  suspicions  of  our  real 
lements." 

I  will  do  all  that  your  Reverence  doth  com- 
id ;''  quoth  Forester.     "  I  will  fill  the  skins, 

with  wine,   and  our  bags  with  fat  capons ; 
the  men-at-arms,  our  Lady  assoil  them  !  are 
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hungry  fcllows ;  and  tb«  jaaney  l«  the  frmU'e 
will  be  (oilacMiie  am]  long." 

"  Forester,  sfu-j  all  thou  »rl  a  good  knave ; 
Mid  RobBrt,  wlio,  for  b  few  minntos,  w»»  tfasort 
Hi  in  dc«p  Ihought,  while  unwooled  dqeciio 
clouded  his  ctHintenance. 

"  Ahw  r  worthy  Forester,  there  is  a  trcusnr 
in  thtB  castle  that  I  ardeoUy  dMire  to  bear  tkn 
with  me." 

"  Whaterer  it  be  ihen  r"  answered  th-  Scttj 
lor,  who,  in  mattem  which  ofllxted  hiii  iniist«i 
interest  and  pleasurt-,  cared  littlo  for  trie  violn. 
ttoii  (if  lh«  eighth  contmttndiiwmt ;  "  whaUtver  i 
be.  name  it,  holy  Father,  and  1  will  lay  my  baiidl 
thereon.  Is  it  Komo  of  the  Qut-en'R  plaU- !  bei 
jewels  1  or  even  her  costly  crown  ?" 

"  Neither,  worthy  fdlaw :  it  ii  a  firing  tna> 
mte'~a  human  treafure  of  fleab  and  klttiL 
Forestf  r — I  lore !' 

The  Engliahmun  was  by  no  means  atlornitliAtf 
at  this  declaration  :  the  good  man,  Mtreral  timw 
belbre,  had  confessed  himself  a  rictim  to  th* 
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ider  pamoo.  Forester  imly  marrelled  who 
:  new  object  that  had  captivated  the  Friar's 
trt  could  be. 

'  I  most  possess  her ;"  cried  Robert ;  "  Ay, 
1  by  ihe  bones  of  St.  Stephen  !  I  wiU  possess 
I — Forester,  thou  wilt  assist  me.  Thou  dost 
w  the  Queen's  bower  maiden,  that  sweet 
isel  of  whom  my  poor  Prince  Andrea  was  so 
ply  enamoured  ;"  here  he  drew  his  rope 
e  ti^tly  around  him,  in  order  to  compress 
loo  ompulent  figure  to  a  more  galUnt  size. — 
mean  that  black-eyed  houri,  Flametta,  good 
>ster. — By  the  holy  rood  1  St.  Antbonyin  the 
demess  would  scarcely  have  resisted  the 
ptation  of  her  chBrms.-~How  shall  I  bear 
oC" 

Id  sooth,  I  know  not,  your  Reverence  ;   the 
would  be  one  of  danger  and  difficulty." 
Prate  not  of  dangers,  or  difficulties  to  me  1" 
rled  Uie  black  and  malignant  amoroso.  "Fia- 
!a  shaU  be  mine,  were  all  Naples  to  say 


«2 


THK  DESRIITBm. 


"  Shall  I  givi.^  (he  bd}-  a  vleepiiig-dnugbt  *< 
^uggetited  Foreatur ;  "  and  carrf  her  out  of  iki 
msllc  during  Ute  Digbt?" 

"  Nay,  I  (ei  me  sIh;  would  either  awake.  « 
thou  might&t  adminiiilcr  tucb  n  liMry  wpohfic  w 
would  occasion  bor  doath." 

"  Shalt  1  forcibly  bind  bpr,  and,  placii^  bi 
tm  a  mule,  thmlea  her  with  ibe  dogger,  if  tb 
miM  all  aloriD  ?" 

"  No,  thou  simple  fool !  tby  plans  are  ra  th 
t^tnl  as  uoeafe — "  The  Fhar  [londered  kx  ' 
nhotl  lime,  and  tbeii  conlinued;  "  Tbb  is  tb 
luethiid,  Furesier,  which  we  nanst  adnpL — Tc 
morrow  moming',  lo^her  with  my  own  bcaM 
^et  tbou  ready  a  female'a  litur.  Inform  Tm 
fflotia  (o-night,  tiiat  I,  Falbor  Robort,  bare  jui 
recL-ivetl  a  IcMer  from  ibc  Abbot  of  Santo  Paolo 
Mberein  he  stales  that  I-*iaiuetta'9  broUiM',  «&■ 
is  a  mcmk  in  that  convent,  lies  at  the  point « 
dfalb,  and  pni3'i>  lo  s«e  his  tisltir  with  all  eift 
ditiini.  Theteforv  if  slic  wi]l  aocompony  sail 
tlial  tDonaatei}-,  wfaitber  we  are  departing  oi  i 
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BP^  we  shall  rejoice  to  render  her  our 
icection.* 

Forester  nibbed  his  hands  at  ihe  cleverness 
bis  uUite  maslei's  scheme. 
'  'When  we  join  the  Hungarian  king  on  the 
itiere."  continued  Robert ;  "  for  the  avoidance 
laaeemline^s,  Ftametta  must  pass  as  thy  wife." 
'  Certainly,  most  certainly  ;*'  replied  Fores- 
;  "  1  have  no  objections  to  the  arrangement ; 
donzella  ebatl  pass  for  my  wife  always,  'an 
ir  Reverence  please." 

rhe  Friar  relapsed  into  silence  ;  the  prospect 
oon  possessing  the  black-eyed  Fiametta  raised 
ussensualbreastatumultof emotion:  but  now 
Ouke  of  Dunizzo,  and  the  Neapolitan  nobles, 
iog  completed  their  inspection  of  the  Queen's 
ips,  were  seen  entering  the  caslle  gates,  Ro- 
L  hastily  arose,  and,  drawing  his  ample  frock 
jod  him,  began  a  solemn  walk  along  the 
thern  battlement;  while  he  ordered  Forester 
bUow  him,   and  commence  singing  the  Ave- 
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Oh  I  Hypocrisy !  how  lon^  will  it  impow  up 
cmluliMM  mankind  ?  bixv  long  will  (he  hwc 
biy  of  Ttrlue  droofj  in  tlie  sliade  at  obwcurily  u 
•arrow  ?  while  (he  nok  lun-flower  of  vice  flc 
rishm  and  Hannls  in  the  Donndiiy  of  fortaan  !- 
Tli«  mnn  of  retiring  worth  seldom  reap*  boooi 
in  lh«  pnmtti  Itfa  ;  his  merits  am  Unctinncae 
his  uainc  is  miknomi.  But  splendid  nnd  su 
ceseful  Crime  rears  for  itself  a  tower,  wImiuv 
looks  abroad,  nod  claioo  the  adoration  of  U 
trorld.  Thustbe  foamiDg  and  fcaiful  cntaract,tlii 
wo'ild  dftsh  the  unwary  bonlmnn  into  (he  yBwnh 
abvBS  of  destruction,  is  Tisite<d  and  bmed;  whi 
ihr.  beautiful  stream  that  irrigntL-s  (he  kmely  « 
ley,  ctownbg  its  bank*  with  Sowcn,  and  di$pa 
ling  good  to  all  Rronnd,  scarcely  arrests  iJi 
tmTellor's  nttiintion ;  and  tlioiigfa  as  lie  paste 
he  may  partake  of  its  blessings,  be  talks  not  i 
it—  be  remembers  it  no  more. 
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CHAPTER  VIIL 

THE  WATCa. 

whonupMa  told  of  hell  b^nii; 

Ikm  jojloi  joj  la  iM  ™n*'H  mdoiH. 

the  fixjt  of  Vesuvius,  Bnd  not  far  from  the 
ill  tOTm  a(  Portici,  three  men  were  earnestly 
versii^  together.     Around  them  were  olive 

Gg  tjees ;  a  royal  palace  of  the  Neapolitan 
^  arose  at  a  short  distance ;  and  as  the  soft 
t  wind  blew  over  the  tract,  luxuriant  with 
Is  and  flowers,  which  extended  between  thetn 

Nq>le9,  the  hum  of  the  ^eat  Capital  was 
tly  heard.  They  deemed  not,  as  they  stood 
Q  the  accumulated  lava  of  a  thousand  years, 
'  carpeted  with  undying  verdure,  that  a  se- 
Ebied  city  was  below  I  that  underneath  their 
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Teet,  were  the  painted  palaces,  ihc  narbU  ' 
pies,  and  the  akcleion-peoplcd  aueett,  of 
iuterred  Herculaneum.  It  remiuDed  for  auc 
age  to  penetrate  and  lift  the  sfaniDd,  and  Ter« 
tlie  wnndering  eye,  tbe  glories  of  tlie '  City  o 
Greek.' 

"  I  tell  thee,  Uinenrino,  he  is  now  nor  i 
trnemy ;  tbe  inan  from  wliotn  we  have  nolhir 
tiope.  and  mtnt  to  fear." 

"  Ayn,  my  lord  Duke,  I  am  well  aware 
be  ts  us  di^eply  eitamourcd  of  tbe  Queen  as  c 
and  thiiugli  there  appears  at  present  little  a 
interoouTse  between  tliero,  1  am  stnn^l] 
opinion  that  Joanna  will  eventually  receive 
a»  her  cnroort." 

"  That  most  not  be!"  cried  Dunmo,  din 
with  hie  heel  the  block  of  lava  on  which  at 
time  be  stood;  "  as  we  hope  liir  saccess, 
mast  not  come  to  pass ! — the  wonun  Joanna  i 
hare  no  anch  a  hnsbnnd  for  bcr  supporter, 
have  fi>rtunalely  dogged  liim  on  Ids  solitaiy  r 
ble  to  thiji  place— stay,  let  us  move  to  yat 
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imp  of  cypresses,  for,  as  he  ascends  the  mcnin- 
a  he  may  espy  us — I  repeat  we  have  dogged 
a,  my  friends,  to  this  spot :  the  moiocnt,  then,  is 
ired,  our  enemy  is  in  our  power — S'death!  do 
not  underaland  me?" 

*Aye,  aye,"  stamnoered  Artus, "  we  understand 
1,  noble  Duke — but  will  it  be  safel  may  it  be 
aible  in  open  day — I" 

'  Pshaw !  thou  dost  ever  raise  obstacles, 
ambctlain,  to  my  projects.  I  wish  thou 
ildst  infuse  alitlle  mettle  into  that  dare-nothing 
rit  of  thine." 

'  Dost  thoumean  to  insinuate,  my  lord  Duke, 
1  I  am  a  coward!"  exclaimed  Artus  with 
tring  brows. 

"  Of  a  verity,  J  esteem  thee  not  far  removed 
m  one." 

rhe  insulted  man  half  drew  his  sword,  and 
jwled  defiance  at  his  superior;  but  Minervino 
nly  endeavoured  to  check  the  rising  quarrel, 
fading  the  results  to  which  a  rupture  between 
Br  crime-cemented  confederacy  might  lead. 
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••  My  lord  Duket  Sigoot  Artuil  ue  y 
nuulnkon ! — ■hftJI  w-o  KuflVi  a  nunJom  word, 
petty  diOfrencc,  lo  inieifere  in  the  cx«euti« 
of  our  important  designs! — Anus,  I  beseech  ibo 
take  not  umbntge  at  th«  jests  of  the  Doke— u 
thou,  my  k>nl,  wlU  do  well  to  extvnU  thy  hud  t 
Artus,  nnd  cty — pardon !" 

"  Ha !  ha  I  1  mil  do  bo  vrilh  right  good  irill- 
SigDor.  we  are  friends  apiin." 

But  ArtuswoR  oncof  (boseRlfish.  STtV  -  — 
moody  Bpirits,  (luit  nerer  far^o  l)ie  r.  ■ 
of  nn  injury  riM;Givcd;  but,  wtUi  poi^i  _ 
rrmor««litH«  titng,  ding  to  its  mainoty,  and  lif> 
and  gtoat  over  the  anticipatioD  of  future  rerpogl 
The  Chamberlain,  therefore,  tlwHigh  he  smflod 
and  rt'tumed  ike  Duke's  gnsp  villi  appans 
cordiality,  and  a  shew  of  recondltalioo,  nen 
forgot  the  insult  of  thai  hour. 

"  Louts  must  not  <itand  in  our  way  to  tit 
Bo»-oreignty  of  Naples;"  resumed  Dutm3i>I 
"Se«!  through  ihoxc  boughs  ye  may  ■gain 
perceive  him:  he  intend*  to dinb  ibe  mouuBin-' 
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10,  be  makes  for  those  ruins  on  the  left — ha !  no 
abitaiioo  is  there  within  a  half  a  mile ;  and 
Mw  thick  embowering  cypresses—* 
The  speaker  gazed  on  his  friends  alternately, 
I  if  be  expected  them  to  propose  what  he  him* 
If—hardened  is  soul  as  he  was — dared  scarcely 
ter  in  words. 

"  Mioerrino !  Artos !  have  ye  no  tongues  ?" 
"  We  have  weapons,  my  lord  Suke,"  replied 
i  fonner,  resolutely;  "  and  methinks,  in  the 
sent  case,  steel  will  stand  us  in  hetter  service 
m  mouth-speech." 

"Thou  dost  speak  justly  and  shrewdly,  Miner- 
K).  Look  ye  1  he  has  entered  the  ruins — 
rer  may  sucli  an  opportunity  again  occur — 
i\  then,  my  friends,  along  that  aTenue,  and  I 
1  remain  hereto  give  you,  if  necessary,  timely 
tm. — Off!  tarry  ye  not! — when  it  is  done, 
an  without  delay  to  Naples,  and  meet  me 
light  at  ny  palazzo." 

^rtus  and  Minerrino,  who  were  in  a  costume 
erent  from  the  attire  which  they  usually  wore, 
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expressed  themselvea  ready  to  act  in  conibin 
with  the  Duke's  wishes ;  and,  drawing  silk  ms 
over  their  faces,  they  hurried  along  the  fenc 
trees,  and  speedily  gained  a  position  behind 
ruins. 


CHAPTER  IX. 


CK.  WW  ill  teqaeM  did  Brahu  make  to  thee  ! 
Dor.  To  kill  him,  Clituk 

Julfiu  Ctiar. 

ivcK  Louis  bad  rambled  out  of  the  City  in 
direction  of  Mount  Vesuriua,  merely  that, 
isturbed  by  the  presence  of  others,  be  might 
litate  on  the  important  questions  connected 
I)  the  invasion  of  the  kingdom,  and  the  posi- 
1  io  which  Queen  Joanna  stood  with  reference 
ler  enemies  and  himself, 
le  had  just  entered  the  dilapidated  temple 
ided  to  in  the  preceding  chapter,  and  leaning 
iiii!it  a  portion  of  the  building  close  by  a  niche 
«  occupied  by  the  statue  of  some  Roman  Di- 
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vinity,  iu>  was  soon  lost  is  profbuod  Qio 
The  uncOTlnin  di%tiny  of  Ihc  Datioa,  nnd  its 
parntivoIyltmttedreHnirees,  Insoffident  prol 
ta  mninlMn  with  mtx*ta  a  long  dbi)  btirs 
ivar,  ofTcrcd  indeed  n  gloomy  and  di^iearti 
prcspect.  But  personal  considerations  cb 
also  a  share  in  his  musngs.  His  pasnct 
Quran  Joanna,  although  he  liod  nerer  Am 
tireathe  it  in  her  ear  since  Uxnr  last  ml  inter 
witli  which  our  namuive  opened,  renuiitied 
cxtinguialied.  She  was  the  bright  cyuosu: 
his  Boul's  Wflrxhip  ;  lie  aeemti  to  act,  to  thin 
breathe  only  for  her ;  yet  his  love  was  u 
lamp  in  (he  Egyptian's  lomb,  whoso  light 
to  Itc  veiled  from  the  eyes  of  men ;  it  wa^  dooi 
he  thought,  In  burn  within  the  pent-up  sepal 
of  his  bcait  for  ever. 

Joanna,  bo  ivcll  knew,  had  many  and  powi 
enemies :  oiid  be  himself  had  been  suspbc!i» 
nor  was  the  Toicfi  of  the  accunng  party  yet  ai 
ced, — of  liaring  perpetrated  tlw  heinouaa 
of  wurder  in  order  to  obtain  bet  in  marria^ 


Ls  these  latter  reflections  harrowed  the  mind 
Lonia,  he  inToluntarily  shook  hia  clenched 
i ;  and  his  eyes,  turning  irom  the  glorious 
vr  of  the  ocean  at  hia  feet,  glared  around  the 
s  of  the  antique  temple  in  which  he  stood, 
lush !  did  he  not  hear  a  step  ?  or  was  it  the 
ze  waving  the  tendrils  of  the  wild  Tine  which 
tered  around  the  fallen  columns,  and  drooped 
i^the  crumbling  arches?  again  all  was  still, 
Louis  was  indulging  a  calmer  train  of  re- 
ion,  when  he  caught  the  glimpse  of  a  mantle 
figure  was  crouching  behind  a  pillar ;  but 
re  be  could  utter  an  exclamation,  it  was 
1  him  1  aye,  swift  as  thought,  the  man,  with 
ietto  in  hia  hand,  dashed  to  hia  side.  His 
ign  attire,  and  his  masked  countenance,  pre- 
ed  the  possibility  of  recognition.  The  sti- 
I  pierced  the  doublet  of  Louis,  grazed  his 
si,  and  coming  in  contact  with  the  granite 
I,  shivered  to  the  hilt. 

'ie  bravo,  perceiving  hia  intention  frustrated, 
Louia  could  seize,  or  run  him  through  with 
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his  Bfford,  darted  around  an  angle  of  the 
Louis  folbwed,  but  Minerrino,  (ibr  it  wa 
the  courage  of  Artus,  as  on  former  occai 
having  fuled  bim,)  rushed  though  a  dark  pa^ 
of  the  building,  and,  emerging  from  the 
plunged  into  a  thick  grove  which  extended  i 
that  side  of  the  mountain,  and  was  bcxki  Li 
his  incensed  pursuer. 


CHAPTER  X. 

BBJBCTBD  SOITOB8. 


Oh  '.  Mcitd  who  drinks  the  jo;  that  hjmen  yields, 
Asd  plodu  life's  TOWS  in  hiiiiniet  fields!" 


B  time  of  tranquillity,  or  when  no  great 
unity  might  have  menaced  the  people,  the 
mpted  assassination  of  a  Prince  of  Naples 
Id  not  but  have  raised  to  a  great  height  the 
nlax  indignation  and  interest ;  but  amidst  the 
leral  excitement  which  now  prevailed,  the 
^umslance&ttntctedonlytemporary notice;  and 
the  officers  of  justice  were  unsuccessful  in 
ir  endeavours  to  discover  the  criminal,  the 
xaf.  attempt  upon  the  life  of  Louis  was  speedily 
gotien. 
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The  Mtuaiinn  orQuwn  Joaiina,  lU  Uiiipe 
wns  indeed  full  oT  embomusaieni,  and  diw 
Tlicru  is  no  pUD,  pcrhapv,  tnorc  poLgtiont 
that  which  an  innocent  ptimiiKuBoTB,  when  a 
upon  to  (lefeiidui  nK>aib-d  repuUUOD.  Joi 
vna  ucuseil  of  n  crinm,  of  which  the  moat  ci 
lahle  biaturiaos  of  bor  uga  agree  in  pruaaiu 
ber  entirely  innocenL  Her  Itingtlom  was  oi 
eve  nf  being  invntled  by  a  Tut  army ;  tbiMe 
should  biivc  rallied  araund  hi^T  Uirann.  went  ■ 
desening  hor  canae,  cither  bribed  by  th«  I 
gariao  bJng,  or  overawed  by  Ilia  superior  po 
The  lovo,  loo.  which  she  entertained  for  L 
was  a  source  of  unoHutng  irritation  and  eor 
She  dared  not  give  him  eacountgeDaent.  m 
display  of  her  afToction  for  ome  acoiued  of 
dna's  murdttT,  would  yicii  a  Inuder  toogi 
calumny :  yrt  wlM^ever.  by  acddflol,  Louii 
her  eye,  althnugb  Uioy  never  confomid  tu^el 
hor  heart  would  throb,  her  cheek  bum,  and 
manly  affection  almost  (empt  her  (o  quit  tbt  ] 
which  doty,  nswAll  as  policy,  urged  herlo  pm 
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cated  ia  a  small  but  gorgeous  apartment  of 
tei-NnoTo,  Queen  Joanna  was  absorbed  in 

redectims  (o  wbicji  bet  critical  situation 
rally  gave  biith.  Her  cheek  was  pale,  and 
eyes  were  dim  with  weeping. 
he  Bishop  of  Cavaillon,  who,  by  the  Pope's 
uitment,  was  now  at  the  head  of  the  Admi- 
attOD,  although  Friar  Robert  and  his  party 
never  acknowledged  his  authority,  had  just 

cxHumunicating  with  her.  He  bad  fully 
seated  the  danger  which  threatened  the 
dom,  and  the  great  disadvantage  under  which 

laboured,  inasmuch  aa  there  was  no  military 
m  of  distinction,  to  act  as  supreme  head, 
combine  and  lead  to  the  field  the  forces  of 
lea. — Durazzo  was  not  sufBciently  beloved 
le  people ;  Louis,  to  whom  the  post  of  Chief 
lain  had  been  offered,  declined  the  honour ; 
bis  brother.  Prince  Robert  of  Taranto,  was 
in  Greece. 

le  Bishop,  therefore,  in  the  name  of  the 
nbled  council,  prayed  that  Joanna  would 

>L.  It.  w 
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five  tlie  subject  her  serioiu  ontisiderT''— -  - 
M  her  busband,  Andrea,  bad  beeri 
tli«  <piu»  a(  &  year,  ihat  itba  «<trul.: 
baiul  uprm  aouie  Prince,  wbo,  Uts  inierest 
voven  with  ben,  would  never  v«dllatp,  or  b 
the  cause  of  tlw  Nntton ;  but,  by  irutilli 
■piritof  loyalty  into  the  tnxrpi,  and  heading 
jmoMdiftidy,  migbt  suta  the  kingdon 
deumction, 

Miuiy  foreign  aud  powerful  princes  ■ 
Joanna  in  uorriage;  tb«ae  the  Bishop  bad  nt 
but  encli  the  Queem  bad  unliesilatingly  nj 
and  b«^gnl  that  the  ombosiadoT?  from  then 
Coorlfl  uiight  bo  dismissed.  If,  hcwercr,  sk 
been  convinced  Ihat  the  weal  of  Naples  dep 
on  her  clioice  of  one  of  tbo  royal  candidal 
hor  hand,  ahe  would  bare  wcriBccd  bet  fa 
and  puTsonttl  bnppiaen ;  "  but  assuredJr, 
aaid,  "  Naples  and  Sicily  arc  sufHi  i'  ' 
lo  resiat  the  Invndcr,  without  our 
ourwlvGS,  by  secldog  the  doubtli^  ■...— 
that  might  accrue  fiotu  a  bteign  oltianoe." 
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rouna  accordingly  desired  the  Bishop  to 
vm  the  Coundl,  that  she  had  determined  on 
lamii^  unwedded,  and  craved  that  tbej  would 
hwith  elect,  from  their  body,  &o  individual  of 
WB  integrity  and  valour,  to  fill  the  important 
ion  of  leader  of  the  united  forces, 
lie  Bishop  shook  his  head,  but  promised  that 
voold  execute  her  commands,  and,  in  a  short 
i,  retain  to  acquaint  her  on  whom  the  respon- 
e  office  had  devidved. 

ihe  Queen  remained  alone ;  she  was  wrapped 
sonowful  meditation.  Why  had  not  the 
bop  prupoeed,  as  a  partner  c^  her  throne, 
ice  Lotus  of  Tarantol  probably  the  Church- 
1  imagined  that  such  an  alliance  would  have 
effect  of  strengthening  the  arguments  of  her  ' 
Diies,  while  it  could  not  add  lustre  to  her 
rn;  or,  "  perhaps,"  she  thought,  "  be  is 
lenoed  by  envy,  or  personal  dislike." 
louis  himseli^  instfad  of  ■nBTtitg  advances, 
of  late  appeared  odd  and  distant,  and  seemed 
n  desious  of  avoiding  her.  What  could  this 
f2 
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give  the  subject  her  ■ 
afl  iier  huabaod,  Andres,! 
the  space  of  &  y«w.,  ^ff,^ 
band  apoo  sotao  Priaar, 
woven  with  hers,  wouM  Ilk 
tUc  cauAft   uf  (J,,.  \ 
spirilijf  loi-ttltv  ii  , 
immediately,    tni-hi     «> 
(IcfltruclMn. 


e  of  his  cap, 
fasteaed  by  a 

')ii  one  knee 
'  to  Joanna's 
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conduct  argue?  had  bis  afTectioR  lessened,  oi 
he  deterred  only  by  delicai^,  and  bashful  fee 
the  former  state  of  mind  she  dreaded ;  the  l 
although  she  might  condder  diffidence  a 
token  of  deep  affection,  she  almost  v 
removed ;  for  few  women,  upon  the  whole, 
timidity  or  reserve  in  a  lover.  Words  of 
passion  are  pleasing  to  their  ears,  though 
blush  and  turn  away ;  and  burning  glances 
the  pressure  of  the  thrilling  hand,  are  nc 
welcome,  though  they  chide,  and  murmur 
will  never  forgive. 

Joanna  waited  the  return  of  the  Bishc 
Caraillon.  She  was  anxious  to  know  hov 
Assembly  would  brook  to  bear,  that  she 
rejected  the  proposals  of  each  royal  suitor. 

A  footstep  was  heard,  and  a  page  en 
announcing  his  lord ;  but  it  was  not  the  Bi 
of  Cavaillon.  The  soldier,  for  such  be 
advanced;  his  figure  wastall,  and  his  counter 
strikingly  handsome,  though  rendered  a) 
swarthy  by  Italian  suns:    bis  doublet  wi 
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^  crimsoa  silk,  and  the  plume  of  his  cap, 
iidi  he  beld  in  his  hand,  was  fastened  by  a. 
rtly  amethyst. 

He  uttered  do  word,  but  bent  on  one  knee 
bre  the  Qaeen.  The  blood  rushed  to  Joanna's 
>ek,  and  left  it  again  as  pale  as  ashee. 


CHAPTER  XI. 


ift  front  htr  «j«i, 
I  did  Tceeive  &ir  >pMcU«M  meuagei. 

Merefiamt  qf  Vtukr. 

Tke  most  ecstatic  feelings  known  on  eartb,  pre 
bably  are  tliose  experienced  by  lovers  when  the 
meet  in  peril  and  uncertainty.  Their  very  ans 
iety  and  fear  strengthen  their  pasmon,  and  increas 
tlieir  tenderness.  True,  a  degree  of  pain  ani 
gloomy  foreboding  may  be  present ;  bnt  Hop 
will  shed  her  soft  light  upon  the  darkness  of  thi 
future,  while  Love  whispers  come  what  may- 
poverty,  danger,  or  death — ^thus  in  each  other') 
presence,  thus  soothing  and  supporting  eacti 
other,  they  should  be  happy. 
Neither  Joanna  not  Louis  spoke  for  some 
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inlet ;  the  fonnei  was  disconcerted  and  sur- 
ged, the  meeting  being  entirely  unexpected  ; 
heart  of  the  latter  seemed  too  full  to  allow 
liis  nnbardening  aught  that  he  wished  to 
T.  It  has  been  said  that  women,  in  momenta 
mbuTBaament,  give  language  to  their  feel- 
more  readily  than  men;  the  observation 
be  jnst,  for  Joanna  was  the  first  to  break 
nlenoe. 

I  acarcety  can  believe  that  I  see  Prince 
is  before  me.  What  may  have  occasioned 
xnniiig  so  hastily  into  my  presence  ?  for  it 
mg  since  he  has  craved,  or  even  seemed  to 
re  BD  audience  of  his  Queen." 
Dois  felt  her  words  as  a  gentle  reproach  for 
ate  reserve. 

Oh  !  think  not,"  he  cried,  "  that  a  decrease 
i^iect  or  affection  caused  me  to  shun  you !  t 
Id  not  intrude  myself  upon  your  anxieties 
sorrows,  which,  I  believed,  no  effort  of 
!  could  lessen.  Foi^ve  me  that  I  so  sud- 
y  aj^roacb  you  now." 
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"  And  why  didst  tbou  decline  beading 
combined  forces !"  asked  Joanna;  "  the  pos 
understand,  was  offered  to  thee  by  the  Couoi 

"  I  deemed  others)  more  worthy  at  the  1 
honour,  more  capable  of  discharging  the  im 
tant  duty.  Moreover,  I  would  not  in 
matter  appear  ambitious  in  yoar  eyes ;  I  v 
rather  stand  before  you  unhmoured  as  I 
without  this  accession  of  consequence — this  s 
ping  stone  of  place  and  power ; — yet  do  1 1 
every  advantage,  when  such  are  my  com] 
tors — such  my  rivals." 

"  Prince  Louis — I — indeed  I  do  not  un 
stand  thee  !"  and  the  Queen  took  into  her  I 
a  small  painting,  but,  in  her  confuairai, 
broke  its  slender  frame. 

"  Forgive  my  precipitancy,  forgive  my 
sumption  !"  continued  Louis ;  "  I  bear  on  e' 
side  that  Queen  Joanna,  urged  by  the  peri 
state  of  the  times,  is  about  to  choose  for  hei 
a  consort.  Already,  perhaps,  one  more  wo 
than  myself ;  one  who  would  advance  your  i 


THE  OVBRTURB. 


105 


rests  more,  but  love  you  leas,  ia  honoured  with 
pat  &voQr. — Oh  1  if  you  are  prepared  to  blast 
vj  hopes,  and  render  me  wretched  for  ever — 
;Mie  me  yet  one  moment !" 

Louis,  as  he  knelt  before  the  Queen,  gazed 
ipoo  her  with  imploring  and  impassioned  eager- 
ess.  She  dared  not  meet  his  glance,  but  bent 
ler  eyes  on  the  ground,  while  a  blush  crimsoned 
er cheek  and  bosom;  and  feelings  which  she 
light  not  avow  agitated  her  frame. 

"Do  they  say  I  am  about  to  choose  a  consort!" 
be  bintly  murmured ;  "  then,  Louis,  they 
Jtie  what  is  incorrect. — Even  now  I  have 
Dounanded  the  Bishop  of  Cavaillon  to  dismiss 
le  ambaasadors  of  the  foreign  princes,  for  their 
egotiationa  ai«  unpleaaing  to  me." 

"  The  Saints  be  prwsed  !"  aied  Louis ;  and 
e  clasped  his  hands  with  flushed  brow,  and 
pukling  eyes. 

"  Why  these  gestures — these  thanks?"  said 
lie  Queen.  "  I  have  likewise  ordered  the 
lishop  to  inform  the  Council  that  it  ia  my  will 
f3 
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■nd  pleitstire,tiy,nijGnD  restore,  (olaultEu 
life." 

The  ooantManoe  of  Uio  Umr  chaofeil,  bi 
wore  an  expression  of  disapputntoiiniU- 
of  iiDgrjr  feeling.  There  is  a  consolation,  Uto 
perhaps  tl  be  a  aelfiih  one,  in  kootritifc  that 
other  shall  possets  the  object  on  which  «-« i 
have  Tsinlr  ilnst«(L  For  wtuit  is  more  agmi 
to  (be  Uflsuccetsful  lorer,  than  the  wilnenii 
rirft]  blest  with  nQ  he  con  ncTer  obtain^ 

"  Alu)  Qtieen  Joanna;"  said  Loois;  * 
though  my  greateiit  ftrar  be  diffpelled,  tbe  fear 
voa  Iiad  accepted  of  another — your  words  I 
left  a  sting  bebiod  tbem.  Lead  n  attgie  1 
unsay  tliose  words !  think  how  dim  is  hoi 
unparticipated ;  how  cold  is  happincn  ttnshu 
even  woe  is  more  easily  supported  wbea  bi 
with  another ;  Reason  and  nature  exclaim  aga 
your  resolution.  Joatma,  hear  me  t  let  my 
changed  affection  plead  in  my  bebilf.— < 
smile  on  nie,  and  bid  nc  be  happy !" 

Loui^  overpowcT«d  by  bis  (e«)ingi,  and  aki 
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of  what  be  did,  seized  the  Queen's 
ud,  and  pressed  it  to  his  lips.  She  arose  in 
fident  displeasure,  and  would  have  quitted  itie 
XRD,  but  horns  detained  her. 
"  Now  Hearen  forgive  me!"  he  cried,  "  iSiat 
should  have  offended  my  fair  Cousin,  my 
nees ! — Joanna,  why  do  you  look  so  angrily 
I  me?" 

"  Let  me  depart!"  said  the  Queen,  disengaging 
t  hand  £tom  bis — "  we  will  meet  again  at  some 
tare  time.* 

The  passionate  lover  still  opposed  her  exit ; 
Alas !  how  changed  thou  art !  bow  cold  art 
M  grown  towards  me  ! — Oh !  by  our  past 
rectioo  which  thou  rememberest  no  more  !  by 
Y  wanderings,  by  my  sorrow,  my  despair !  cast 
e  not  frnn  thee  I" 
"  Calm   thyself,   Louis,   and   permit  me   to 


Whether  Joanna's  love  was  beginning  really 
be  alienated  &om  Louis ;  or  whether  she  acted 
ij  from  the  caprice  so  common  to  her  sex,  it 
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esteenic,  attetly  to  despair.  Shu  is  prauil 
dHCOTor  tlu)  efToct  wliLch  the  icut  slight  oa 
part  producea  nn  him ;  bat  if  sli«  proceed 
yoaii  a  certain  limit,  and  Kwakeo  more  bittcio 
Uiwi  she  intended,  how  ijuiciUy  will  ili«  tidt 
her  sympathies  flow  back  I  and  she  nourml 
»ho  has  indulgrd  but  innncnDt  mnity  U 
tixpeiure  of  ber  better  feeliitg*. 

Thus  was  it  with  Joanna ;  tier  heart  tded 
the  pain  which  her  words  had  inflicted  on  Lo 
olthoagb  hi:  had  rcprcndicd  her,  the  tikoaghl,  i 
grealorsovcrilytlian  she  deserved.  Sbednwa 
him,  and  looked  wistfully  in  his  fooe — ihcy  « 
both  silent ;  but  L<iuis,  in  bi!  itaopin^'  pinture 
Joanna's  ha  bead  redioed  on  hia  ahoulder, 
wann  tears  drop  upon  fais  hand.  What  m 
wa'i  there  in  those  tears !  thcj-  confessed  w 
words  might  nvvnr  rcvml — they  declared  1 
aho  felt  for  him — that  he  was  Rtill  beloved. 

Louiaaroae  with  eagerness ;  light  Sashed  d; 
his  countenance,  and  he  wrmlhed  his  arm  arOi 
Joanna'B  neck. 
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"And  is  this  for  met"  he  cried;  "art  thou 
eepiog!  doat  thou,  then,  indeed  love  me? — 
wm,  daar  Joanna  t  reliere  me  from  this  anx- 
tjl  declare  that  thou  wilt  receive  me  1  that  thou 
ik  be  mine  (or  ever '." 

The  Queen  was  unable  to  speak.  Louis's 
ID  was  twined  more  closely  around  her  neck, 
d  his  lips  were  pressed  upon  her  ivory 
rehead. 

"  Yes,"  he  cried,  "  we  m\l  smile  to  scorn  the 
ilice  of  (be  world !  we  will  defy  the  king  of 
ODgaiy  and  his  robbers — say  but  the  word  that 
til  give  to  thyself  a  protector,  and  render  me 
t  happiest  amcHig  living  men  >" 
Joanna  sighed  and  wept :  she  hid  her  face  on 
r  lover's  breast ;  then,  gently  placing  her  hand 
hia,  she  faintly  said:^ 

"  Louis,  if  I  am  worthy  of  so  much  generosity, 
to  much  valour,  then  take  me. — I  am  yours 


Lnd  pealed  the  bells  that  day  from  convent 
convent ;  triumphal  arches  were  erected  along 


112 


THC  OTERTCBE. 


the  Strada  di  Toledo,  and  music  sounded  i 
many  a  gondola  on  the  )mj.  The  pe< 
shouted — "  The  Queen  has  cboeen  a  Cons 
long  live  Joanna,  and  Louis  the  First  \" 


CHAPTER  XII. 


THE  OLD  NORMAN  CHAPEL. 

Saa,  wbo  come*  herst 

I  know  Um  now.  Good  HMTem  betime*  remoY* 
IW  DMBiu  tint  make  lu  itrugan. 

Sluiipeare. 

HB  treachei7  of  Friar  Robert,  who  had  deaer- 
'd  the  cause  of  Joanna  to  join  the  Hungarian 
lonarcb  in  the  north,  speedily  came  to  light. 
(Tester,  pitying  the  situation  of  the  decoyed 
umetta,  had  given  her  an  opportunity  to  escape 
Q  the  road,  nothing  doubting  that  he  should  be 
bW  to  exculpate  himself  to  the  enamoured  Friar, 
luaetta  bad  returned  to  Castel-Nuoro,  and 
iadosed  the  whole  afiair.  Nerertbeless,  Robert 
light  defy  the  vengeance  of  bis  injured  friends ; 
*  ill  their  endeavoors  to  prove  the  blackness 
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of  his  cbomcter,  would  now  be  coniidcTtd 
the  Hungarian  p*ny,  as  tke  olTspring  of  (pi 
and  moltcs.  He  was  aocariliiigly  tecei 
by  the  Trans-Alpioe  king  with  every  m 
of  respect,  nnd  honoured  with  the  title  of 
•  Man  of  God.' 

But  H-e  shall  not,  in  this  place,  expat 
further  on  the  misdeeds  of  Friu  Robut 
gentler  personage  io  out  narrative  dttnoiklB 
attention. 

Afnatin,  in  wLom,as  we  have  olreoilyobser 
first  lore  hod  effected  such  a  change,  had  \t^ 
means  regained  her  clianctefistic  energy, 
elasticity  of  spirits.  Courtenay,  in  cotopli) 
with  ibo  injuDcdoosof  Joanns,  bad  not  intn 
liimnelf  into  Castol-Nuovo,  nor  had  be  confe 
tvith  the  sister  of  I..ouiB  since  their  separatia 
Biuss  ll  is  true,  that  Anialia  frcqutntly 
hiiD,  for  the  apattmeiit  which  she  occupis 
the  royal  residence,  conumuhlml  a  view  of 
Bay,  and  the  shofo  whidi  extends  rroio  thui 
to  lite  promoutory  of  Posilippo.     AUntg 
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jn,  the  Neapolitan  noblea,  and  tlie  English 
ptaio  amoDg  their  number,  were  accustomed 
nai^ial,  and  inspect  their  newly-levied  troops; 
1  Coortenay'a  peculiar  costume,  and  noble 
iring,  could  not  hare  been  mistaken,  even  if 
J  had  not  been    scanned  by  the  eyes  of 


it  would  harebell  well  for  Aroalia,hadshe  been 
mved  entirely  from  the  Tidnity  of  him  who 
1  awakened  in  ber  bosom  a  hopeless  passion, 
ith  nothing,  save  memory,  to  feed  the  lamp  of 
e,  it  would  have  gradually  grown  dim,  pro- 
dIj  expired.  Butnow.theechoof  Courtenay's 
me,  the  glimpses  which  from  time  to  time  she 
igbt  of  him,  served  to  keep  alive,  and  even 
igorate  her  heart's  affection, 
A  few  days  from  the  date  of  the  preceding 
■pter,  Ainalia,  as  was  her  practice,  attended 
spen  in  the  chapel  attached  to  Castel-Nuovo, 
e  service  was  concluded;  the  Priest,  the- 
Kcn  and  her  retinue,  had  retired ;  yet  Amalia 
fned  there.    The  sohtude,  and  the  holy  tran- 
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quillitynf  llie  spol,  ncoirdtrd  willi  the  fi-eUn; 
a  nd  bul  imposMoned  iplrit.  On  the  nxiTTov 
Quwn  wiu  lo  b«  wedded  lo  Louis ;  yvt,  i 
sin  rojoiccd  in  the  WL-l(iu«  uf  her  ntjii]  teU 
JoaimaV  very  happincM  caitted  her  own  i 
appear  more  hopeleas  and  desolate. 

That  the  should  crer  be  united  to  tlw  o 
of  ber  oflcctiitn,  wemed  beyond  tbe  pmtitl 
oT  events ;  aod  that  another  should  console 
for  the  lo69  of  Courtonay.  or  occupy  the  { 
which  bo  bvtd  in  her  liearl,  appeam]  vqi 
impossible.  To  her  young  and  ardent  miu 
pronpeot  prcwntcd  itself  but  a  life  of  fivJ 
pining  and  miw>-. 

With  downcast  eye,  the  girl  paced  tbe 
cif  Lhi!  old  Nnrmnn  Chapel.  A  dim  ant)  mi 
light, — for  the  son  had  just  gone  down  in 
gorgraus  wvsl, — streamod  throu^  the  pii 
panes,  and  lit  with  a  dying  glory  the  imagi 
saints,  and  ih^  niarhte  mookunentii  of  the  d 
So  deep  was  tlie  sUUnese,  that  bcr  soft  sig 
times  might  baTe  been  beard,  and  eTeo 
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Kliag  of  ber  thio  white  drapery,  as  she  glided 
*ly,  like  a  mournful  spirit,  through  the  gloom. 
3he  stopped,  and,  cl&s[ung  her  hands,  seemed 
ming  some   resolution;    then    despondingly 

shook  her  head,  as  if  its  performance  were 
road  her  power. 

3ke  approached  a  tomb  where  slumbered  one 
her  ancestors :  the  carved  figure  with  its  legs 
»ed,  the  palm  branch  in  the  band,  and  the 
3!i  on  the  helmet,  and  shoulder,  betokened  that 

warrior  it  represented  had  fought  in  the  Holy 


Ihe  leant  agabst  the  monument,  and  moum- 
j  gazed  on  the  effigy  of  him  whose  dust  was 
leath;  and  her  thoughts  involuntarily  found 
it  in  murmured  words. 

'  And  is  this  the  end  of  glory  and  ambition  1 
who  led  armies  to  victory ;  whose  name  rang 
)ugh  the  earth ;  all  be  can  claim  now  is  this 
row  silent  abode  '. — yet  do  I  sigh  for  his  re- 
e.  No  restless  dreams,  no  delusive  hopes, 
despair,  can  reach  him  more." 
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She  sloopcd  h«r  licwl  upon  Ike  nuuble  ; 
Uiag  hair  lajr  disbevelled  ob  the  tomb, 
thiioghts  of  a  tenderer  daimctcr  spnof;  I 
willuji  lier  liuort. 

"  Joann&l  I  cannot  but  envy  tbeo  tbj 
ptnt!«4,  for  thou  will  lie  near  him  ibnu  dott 
'When  ihou  ut  in  poiii,  he  will  soothe  thee 
when  thou  wecpcst,  u  I  do  now,  be  will  kis 
tears  atray. — Fur  rue,  no  such  a  lot  hai 
ordiuned ;  hy  day  I  must  deplore  kit  a\is 
and  by  night  sigh  on  my  wakeful  pillow, 
cloister  now  is  my  only  teluge;  aye,  Court 
wc  have  gazad  our  last ;  we  shall  meet  no 
io  thin  World  I" 

The  discunitolate  girl,  overpowered  b] 
ardent  reelings  or  a  too  susceptible  heart,  liii 
face  in  bet  mantle,  ami  silently  wepL 

A  minute  elapsed — Amalia  Btarted:  dij 
hear  a  sound,  or  was  il  fiuicy  !  again  a  (aol 
a  aigh  was  audible:  others  were  pluii^t 
sorrow  there  as  well  aa  she ;  yes,  for  the 
time,  slie  perceived,  passing  from  behind  an 
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meat  in  the  northern  aisle,  a  closely-cowled 
nook.  Perhaps  he  had  been  praying,  or 
Doniiiiiig  there,  for  some  departed  friend.  But 
Kwcely  had  Amalia  time  to  consider  what  his 
)bjeet  might  be,  ere  the  Father  moved  slowly 
Inwards  her.  She  evinced  no  timidity,  bat 
uped  that  the  holy  man,  by  the  balm  of  religion, 
tnd  by  fixing  her  thoughts  on  heaven,  would 
dleriate  her  sorrows.  As  ha  drew  nearer,  she 
-ecognised  him  by  bis  pecnliar  habit ;  it  was  the 
anfessor  of  the  Convent  of  San  Martino,  Father 
Paolo,  who  frequently  visited  the  castle. 

Bat  the  priest  suddenly  stopped.  He  seemed 
struggling  with  unaccoontable  emotion.  The 
light  streamed  from  the  painted  window,  and 
>ith  trembling  hesitation  he  lifted  his  cowl. 

Amalia  started  backwards  with  a  shiiek,  and 
bad  not  the  Father  hurried  to  support  her,  she 
vould  have  sunk  upon  the  ground. 


CHAPTER  XUl. 


THE    CLAMDBSriNB   M£KTI»0. 

Brtglit  GjiiDHini  of  ni;  tuo  doutiiig;  mat '. 
SlOl  Bsed  on  ibM,  howo'c*  Utc't  fatikiw*  nil  | 
And  ni««  I  ^i■l  iJUu  to  oa*  w  Amr  T 
TwMi  won*  t^  clMlh  lu  aigli  «llliOiil  lliM  ti*rc. 
TW  Art 

It  wb»  some  minutes  burote  Walter  Coorte 
by  ereiy  soothing  cndcavDur,  could  calm  A 
lin'B  agitation.  He  regretted,  when  too 
that  Ii«  had  discovcrpd  biine«If  so  saiit 
Gradually,  however,  the  girl  gained  her  i 
poftsfssion ;  and  Courtfnay,  placing  bcr  Or 
marble  steps  vbich  led  to  the  altar,  seated  1 
wlf  by  h«T  side. 

The    fint  wonU  that  Amalta  ottered  i 
expreSEire  of  alarm  for  ber  lovvr't  talbty, 
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OQishiDent  at  bis  having  been  able  to  enter 

stel-NoOTo  without  discovery. 

Be  hashed  her  feats,  and  briefly  stated  that 

had  prevailed  upon  Father  Paulo,  with  whom 

was  well  acquainted,  to  lend  bim  his  babit, 

wogh   the    priest   was    ignorant    for    what 

pose  he  desired  it.    Thus  had  he  passed  the 

lid  ancballenged,  and  found  his  way  into  the 

ipeL 

'  Bat  why,*  asked  Amalia,  "  did  you  come 

Ki,  Courtenay  1  you  know  the  strict  injunc- 

a  of  the  Queen,    and  my  relatives Ah  ! 

nld  my  guardian,  the  Duke  of  Durazzo,  espy 
t,  he  would  order  his  officers  to  slay  thee, 
m  before  my  eyes  .'■ 

'I  wear  a  sword  beneath  this  vest ;"  said  the 
lier  proudly ;  "  and  would  brave  a  thousand 
nzzos  backed  by  his  myrmidons,  for  a  tithe 
he  happiness  I  now  experience." 
>Hirtenay  took  her  hand,  which  she  neither 
Ided  Dor  yet  withheld ;  and  the  girl's  eyes 
re  bent  timidly  on  the  ground,  as  she  spoke : 
roL.  It.  Q 
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"  But  I  would  thou  wert  not  here.  I  thoi 
we  had  parted  for  ever ;  and,  in  truth,  si 
there  eziats  no  hope  for  thee  or  me,  methiul 
would  be  kinder  of  thee,  it  would  spare  me  p 
never  again  to  communicate  with  me.  Bi 
becomes  me  not  to  linger  with  thee  thu! 
must  depart ;  Couitenay,  farewell !" 

She  withdrew  her  hand,  and  arose  in  ha: 
but  the  impassioned  Englishman  sprang  be 
her,  and  exclaimed  imploringly  ; — 

"  Do  not  leave  me !  hear  me,  hear  me,  A 
lia  I' — I  came  hither  to  pour  out  my  whole 
unto  thee.  If  thou  wilt  not  drive  me  to  n 
nesB — if  thou  haat  the  slightest  esteem, 
slightest  pity  for  me, — thou  wilt  not  thus  fly  I 
me." 

"  Farewell !  Heaven  bless  thee  !"  she  ci 
feintly  struggling,  as  Courtenay  ^deavooie 
detain  her. 

"  Reflect, — this  meeting  may  be  our  last 
a  few  days  we  march  against  the  enemy ; 
foil  on  the  battle-field,  perhaps  thou  wilt  re^ 
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rhen  too  late,  thai  thou  didst  refuse  to  hear  my 
tst  prayet." 

This  appeal  seemed  to  have  an  effect  upoo 
Lsnlia;  she  yielded  to  the  Soldier's  entreaties, 
id  they  again  seated  themselves  on  the  steps  of 
le  altar. 

•'  Thank  thee,  Amalia,  for  this  kindness ;" 
lid  Courtenay.  "  How  may  I  clothe  in  lan- 
lage  one  half  of  that  to  which  I  would  fain 
Te  utterance ! — I  have  not  kingdoms  to  offer 
lee,  bat,  in  the  Italian  wars,  I  have  gained  suf- 
cient  to  live  in  ease  and  honourable  indepen- 
sace.  In  my  native  land,  there  is  many  a  smi- 
ng  valley,  where  streams  meander  fringed  with 
swers,  and  woods  are  vocal  with  the  song  of 
ippy  birds.  Our  mansion  should  overlook 
lese  beauties ;  but  thou  canst  not  forsake  the 
leasures  of  courts ;  thou  canst  not  resign  the 
>lendout8  of  royalty." 

"  Thou  dost  mistake  my  character ;"  said 
Lmalia ;  "  the  dazzling  phantom  of  pleasure, 
rhich  others  pursue  with  such  avidity ;  the 
o  2 
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hnnagrt  bectowetl  on  »>->]  birth,  liave  few 
IractioiM  for  me.  Uappitwis  is  crowned  vi 
cluplet  uT  Boweta, — not  a  tiara  iif  getoi  ,- 
ptefen  the  lowly  ralley.  to  the  majestic  mouut 
(op,  ami  smiliH  taon  frequently  oa  the  pea 
tlutn  (]ie  king." 

"  Bleu  thee  (at  these  sentiiuents,  Ami 
they  flow  from  a  pure,  and  noble  hoart.  I 
I,  then,  dare  to  harbour  a  hope  ? — may  I  r 
my  cyM  unlu  thei^  and  prefer  my  humble  s 
will  thou  accept  royselfj — my  sword, — and 
lowly  abode!" 

"Ha!  what  hsvo  I  said!"  cned  Atn 
naing — "  Thou  do«t  miscoostma  my  word* — I 
do  DoL,  of  a  surety,  give  thee  lht«  eacoun 
ment :" — she  softened  in  her  manner,  and  < 
tinued— "  Impossible  !  the  Queen,  my  brotl 
my  haughty  relatives:  speak  not  of  it, — argt 
out — but  lot  us  tiovr  part,  and  thai  for  ever! 

"  Proud,  as  ihou  art  cnidl"  exclaimed 
£ngli»h  Soldier  turning  away.  '•  Yet  I  havi 
right  lo  reproach  Ihec ;  I  am  not  blind  to  tho 
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qnmlilj  of  rank  which  exists  between  thee  and 
le ;  and  it  wu  UDwamntable  presumptioo  on 
17  part  to  have  expected  a  different  answer  from 
lat  which  thou  hast  given.  I  depart,  but  al- 
KHigb  tboQ  dost  spurn  me,  I  here  vow  to  every 
LiDt  in  Heaven,  to  love  only  thee !  I  will  dedi- 
item;  sword,  my  life  to  thy  honour ;  and,  in 
)ite  ot  the  rejection  of  my  3uit,  to  my  latest 
'eath  I  will  bless  thy  name  !* 
Amalia'a  heart  relented,  but  her  reason  dicta- 
d  firmness. 

"  Hear  me  1"  she  cried ;  "  judge  not  so  harshly 
me !  if  I  were  allowed  to  unbosom  my  senti- 
ents,  perhaps  thou  wouldst  not  call  me  cru^l ; 
Tfiapa  tbou  wouldst  find  that  my — my  r^ret 
Ere  equal  to  thine.  Bat  I  forget  maiden  de- 
rum — what  wilt  tbou  think  of  me  t"  and  with 
t  beaatiful  delicacy  of  virtue  ashamed,  she  hid 
T  face  and  wept 

"  Courtenay,"  she  continued,  "  renounce  me, 
rget  me  !  pursue  thy  course  of  honour,  and  be 
Lppy !  yet  to  prove  to  thee  that  I  can  make  a 
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sBcrificp,_jf  sodi,  in  tnitli,  h  may  bo  oil 
ihm  I  c\n  rwwgn  tint  lionoun,  \hf.  {nKtaati 
llic  worti) ;  the  Uny  tlmt  wet-a  Qweo  J 
w^ddtfd  1o  Prince  Loms,  1  ihall  commen 
snvicinlit  in  tiur  Convent  of  Snntn  Clam- " 

Cniilil  Walter  Courtenay  lunger  doul 
love! — no;  and  the  assurance  of  hi-r  af 
tirought  balm  and  iwstaay  to  liU  heart ;  bi 
cmild  he  cunwnt  la  the  delenmasUoo 
Anudia  had  formed  ? 

"  The  Cloister  1  nay,  tlu«  imm  DoC  (i 
that ; — w  much  loveliness,  ro  roach  worth 
not  he  shmud«d  within  the  gloom  of  a  cc 
PromiBe,  at  lesEt,  that,  onttl  the  prcwnt ' 
lenmnatcd,  ihou  wilt  not  rnUrt  (lii;  vr 
Santa  CUia." 

"  Tf  IhAii  dost  mah  it,  Courteoay."  sa 
gtrl  aAer  tome  hesitatinQ— "  I  ivill  ptumis 

"  But  will  than  ileprttre  me  of  emy 
hope  ?  aay,  if,  iospired  by  thy  love,  I  « 
deedi  of  honour  in  the  approaohing  sinigf 
1  render  such  service  to  Quern  Joanna  w 
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isband,  that  they  shall  no  longer  oppose  my 

it — tell  mei  wilt  thou  then  be  mine." 

"  Joanna  aod  Louis,  Courtenay,  however  they 

ly  reward  thee  for  thy  seirices,  with  wealth  and 

iiours,  will  never  consent  that  one  of  the  Ange- 

se  race  should  be  wedded  to  any  save  to  a  scion 

royalty.    We  must  not  buoy  ourselves  on  a 

pe  that  can  never  be  realized." 

"  Then  let  time  decide  my  destiny !"    ex- 

limed  the  Soldier. 

"  Xought  now  remains  for  us,  Courtenay,  but 

—part." 

"  Dearest;  loveliest,  best !  farewell !" 

At  that  word,  Amalia's  tenderness,  and  all 

r  sorrow  returned. 

"Farewell I  the  Madonna  smile  on  thee!" 

e  cried — "  Do  not  think  me  influenced  by  feel- 

^  of  pride,— mIo  not  consider  me  ungenerous ! 

wH]  pray  for  thee, — I  will  pray  that  God  may 

Dtect — may  bless  thee !" 

Her  head  drooped  on  Couitenay's  shoulder; 

e  sighed — she  wept  aloud  in  the  abandonment 
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of  her  Borrow.    He  Uirew  bis  arms  arotu 
kissed  hc-r  pale  cheek,  and  ifan  diMamsola 
did  not  chide  lum. 
Thus  AmKtn  Md  WohCT  Cottrtenay  pa 
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THE    MARCH. 

XcD'a  mindi  are  tempered  like  tbair  iwindi  for  mr. 

Homt't  Daugiai. 

,L  was  martial  pomp,  and  gay  confuuon  in  the 
f  of  Naples.  It  was  the  day  appointed  for 
departure  of  the  Royal  Army  to  check  the 
igress  of  the  Invader ;  for  the  Hungarian 
march  had  already  entered  the  frontiers  of  the 
igdom,  destroying  towns  and  villages  with 
i  and  sword. 

[ndignation  seemed  to  swell,  and  valour  to 
pire  every  Tfeapolitan  bosom.  Thousands 
re  ranging  themselves  around  the  royal  atan- 
rd,  which  flew  in  the  great  square.  Here 
:  Baroo  was  seen  with  his  squires,  henchmen, 
o  3 
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and  tong  train  of  retainim,  winding  fun 
cattle  in  ibe  subutbt,  and  enlcring  iu  {Kut 
city  gates.  Tl>erc  ilk:  tondUai  knight,  (ul 
by  two  or  three  men-at-arms,  the  utma 
finances  could  support,  spurrevt  his  b 
sU^od  along  tLu  bosy  BtTceU  Tbe  bamn 
ihe  armourer  was  heard ;  pluities,  fcarll 
ribl>on»,  wiTC  carried  by  pages  in  cn-rr 
lion.  Tlie  balcooies  of  the  linages  were  etc 
with  ladies,  who,  wating  their  white  ken 
or  more  snnwy  haudn,  ta  token  of  adien  i 
cavAliers  below,  gars  UKreosed  interei 
baauly  fo  the  acpne. 

And  who  was  the  leader  of  thiit  ^Uaot 
(o  whom  the  eye  of  each  captain  and  ha 
baron  was  turned  T— it  was  Prince  Louis 
was  now  the  husband  of  Queen  Joanna, 
nupbala  baring  been  publicly  cclolirated  i 

•  We  olitl  <^l  J'annn'*  l[at)»r<l,  f  riii'^'  i 
*iili>tBn<lli]g  tho  Pa])i!  MhitBil  bim  «  K-: 
(•cordi  'luei  ke  tntt  Uut  litla;  hti  ||«Bml  ... 
H  well   (u  befoc«  U>  muriigs  with  J(ui<i.<, 
tAiilia  at  Tunnto. 
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lU^  pnviautly.  AJas !  how  soon  was  he  Bum- 
nooed  from  the  altar  to  the  battle-field !  from 
he  sweet  Booiles  of  her  he  adored,  to  face  Go^on 
iasgcr  and  death ! 

Speedily,  yet  without  confusion,  Louis  mar- 
ihalkd  the  troops  aa  they  arrived  from  divers 
[oarters.  The  Duke  of  Durazzo,  who  was  next 
a  oMDmand,  seemed  almost  as  active  as  himself, 
^'one  present,  with  the  exception  of  one  indi- 
idoal,  appeared  to  entertain  the  least  suspicion 
egarding  the  Duke's  loyalty.  He  who  looked 
D  him  with  an  eye  of  mistrust,  was  the  English 
laptain ;  but  Courtenay  possessed  no  proof  of 
is  guilt,  entertaining  only  a  vague  nunuise  that 
e  held  a  secret  correspondence  with  the  enemy; 
public  accusation,  therefore,  would  be  as  rash 
9  unjustifiable. 

The  English  Adventurers,  in  consequence  of 
late  reinforcement,  amounted  now  to  two 
wusand  men.  Ail  admitted  that  this  body 
r&s  the  finest  and  most  effective  portion  of  the 
toyal  army.     The  Italian  men-at-arms  were 
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ali'tidcr  uid  jmDjr,  oompanid  with  the  nik. 
and  brawny  Kngllilinun.  Thn  natir*  of  De 
with  his  long  tword  and  )i4;Bvy  balUe-BSCt 
regarded  sa  a  ntacdi  for  tm>  NeapoliUuu,  i 
at  the  least,  three  Sicilians ;  and  probably 
<me  in  the  whole  armjr,  excepting  Louis  btm 
was  ■■qual  la  cope,  ttnglchanded,  with 
English  Captain. 

There  is  no  «pectach>  which  awalteni  i 
intense  interest  and  cnlhuatasm,  than  (he  » 
of  a  fine  urtny  departing  lo  oombac  in  the  ci 
iif  its  country.  U  may  he  vietoriou^ 
raise  the  renown  of  a  nation ;  or  it 
bring  nuo  upon  the  whole  community,  and 
doomed  itself  never  to  return.  Thai  mof 
was  an  anxious  time  for  lovers  and  their  i 
lr««ies.  Many  who  lat£,  in  basltfulnnc 
pride,  bad  repDlIrd  the  adnmces  uf  Iheir  ac 
rer^,  found  now  their  reserre  or  coldness  i 
uwny,  and  sobWd  and  vowed  eternal  coaslu 
Many  felt  im  tbaugh  they  hud  exchanged  i 
la^  look,  and  pronounced  tbeit  last  lare« 
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Hk  wife,  too,  hang  wcepiiig  on  tbe  bosom  of 
<tt  Icrd;  and  tlie  mailed  warrior,  though  he 
mbnced  ber  more  ardeotly,  kissed  ako  his 
berub  foDdKng,  Utat  smiled  unconsciously,  and 
lajed  with  his  floatiug  plume. 

Such  were  tbe  scenes  passing  in  the  great 
inare  of  Naples,  when  tbe  royal  trumpet 
xmded.  The  blast  was  immediately  answered 
7  the  bogle  of  each  baron,  and  the  war>cty  of 
ub  knight  banneret.  Tbe  comnuuid  was  given 
I  march  northward,  and  to  issue  at  the  Capuan 
late.  Then  the  standards  were  raised;  the 
luill  pipe  and  rolling  drum,  nnited  tbeir  stirring 
lasic,  and  the  host,  like  a  mighty  stream,  was 
U  into  motion. 

We  shall  not  fatigtie  the  reader  with  tbe 
escriptioD  of  a  long  march  in  the  fourteenth 
»tury :  armies  being,  at  that  period,  composed 
biefly  of  caTalry,  traversed  the  country  more 
^>illly  than  tbey  do  in  the  present  day.  Louis 
nd  his  followers  proceeded  through  vallies,  and 
Ter  mountains ;  castles  and  towns  did  homage 
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u  Ihey  parsed,  and  ouch  u  hu)  dedind 
etwtny  wnt  speedily  reduced. 

Tbft  advanced  guaid  of  the  NeapoltU 
tiis  third  day,  ctune  in  cootact  wiUi  a  dt 
party  of  Uw  ancmy,  composed  of  foniev 
scouu.  A  fierce  Bkirmisli  ensued,  in  vh 
Hongariana  wav  wursicd,  and  driven  bac 
iheir  main  body.  Tliis  orcumslance  t 
coDsidimiblii  intcrMl  on  the  part  of  (hit  fto; 
it  was  considered  a  favourable  omen  ;  i 
pressed  Inrwarda,  liurning  to  meet,  as  tl 
sMTcdly  termed  them,  the  lobbcra  of  the 

The  IlAlinns  did  not  remain  long  in  th 
of  feverish  anxie^.  A  few  miles  north 
city  of  Aquila,  the  hostile  arnies  came 
fight  of  each  other.  Tlic  furccit  of  the  ) 
rian  King,  irbalever  might  have  been  thi 
ciphne,  were  greatly  superior  in  number  ( 
of  Prince  Louis;  their  front  wa>  drawn 
an  incredible  extent,  and  tlie  motley  iinlf 
rous  troops  in  their  rear,  completely  bU 
the  country. 
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The  Neapolitans  ascended  a  gentle  eminence, 
uid  calmly,  but  full  of  confidence,  awaited  the 
ipproach  of  the  invading  multitude.  File  after  , 
i!e,  and  troop  after  troop,  led  by  the  trans- 
llpiiie  mtmarch  in  person,. advanced  and  ranged 
bemselTea  oppomte  to  the  Queen'a  army.  Bar- 
aroos  instruments  of  music,  strange  aad  harsh 
>  the  ear  of  the  ItaUan,  rent  the  air ;  and,  in 
rder  to  strike  greater  terror  into  his  opponents, 
le  Uungarbin  King  had  constructed  a  very  ex- 
lordinary  banner ;  it  was  a  hnge  black  flag, 
1  which  was  depicted,  in  colours  of  blood,  the 
urder  of  Andrea ;  while,  in  the  back  ground, 
ueen  Joanna  and  ZwOuis  were  seen  urging  on 
e  assassins*. — This  standard  was  borne  by 
Tsons  habited  in  black,  who  moved  slowly 
roi^h  the  ranks,  chanting  a  mournful  dirge, 
id  denoondng  vengeance  on  the  murderers  of 
e  Monarch's  brother. 
At  the  head  of  this  funereal  cwtige,  walked 

•  Forafuither  dacriptioD  of  UJ*  bumcT,  tt&  VilUmi, 
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ui  iiidivtilual  veil  known  to  us  by  the  niui 
Priiv  Robert ;  be  vru  no  longtr  nmyed  ti 
simple  garb  of  o  Cordelier ;  box  tfae  kifty  w 
uid  tlie  flowing  t^piscojial  robe,  declared 
ibe  hoty  men  had  attAincd  U)  tbe  dignity 
Bishop ;  FotcBt«r,  also,  was  prcaent ,-  he  i 
gled,  clod  tu  lugubrious  wwd>.  atmm^  thv  I 
moummi ;  bis  roonlunanfe  was  tbu  tai 
there,  and  bo  chsotcd  Biore  Loudly  Ibaii  bJ] 
deaib-note  of  woe.  We  must  do  him  ju« 
liowever,  by  stating,  thai  when  curate  i 
■lioweretl  upon  Louin  and  Joanna,  Fomter 
silent :  and,  with  his  slMre,  he  hastily  wip 
tear  from  his  check,  m  if  be  pitied  Ibe  fa 
tbe  deinined  Queen,  and  mourned  tbe 
which  ho  was  compelled  lo  od. 

The  hostile  armies  gazed  upon  each  ol 
contemplating  their  mntual  strcnjjtb;  but 
day  being  uoarly  iipcnt,  heralds  on  tbe  par 
each  linst,  proclaimed  that  hoslilitiex  sbauM 
itu»pended  until  the  unsuJog  rooming. 

That  night  was  one  of  fearful  anxiety 
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tmfttm.  The  morron',  Louis  reflected,  would 
tecide  the  fate  of  the  kingdom,  and  the  doom  of 
rguDa  and  himself.  He  summoned  the  chief  ba- 
ms and  captains  to  his  tent;  and  long  this  council 
r  *u  debated,  the  subject  of  their  discussion 
eing  their  own  resources,  and  the  strength 
bd    position    of  their  foes ;     at  length  Louis 

"  Fellow  Soldiers !  it  is  not  thai  I  dread  the 
me  of  the  conflict ;  for  all  of  you  being  true 
id  lojal  subjects,  and  fighting  as  we  do  for  our 
Evths  and  altars," — (the  English  Captain  in- 
rioDlarily  gazed  upon  Durazzo;)  "  we  cannot 
It  discomfit  this  host  of  aggressors  and  robbers  ; 
in  I  mourn  for  the  friends  who  must  fall.  I 
oold  stay  an  unnecessary  waste  of  life.  Do 
ra  consent,  therefore,  that  I  send  forthwith  a 
tfiance  to  the  Hungarian  King,  challenging 
im  to  single  combat,  in  presence  of  both  armies; 
tt  cause  to  be  decided  by  the  result  of  the 
iiel!» 

Durazzo,   whatever  his  motive  might   have 
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been,  strongly  objected  to  this  airangenx 
but  the  English  Captain  and  others,  dec): 
that  the  challenge  was  perfectly  in  accordi 
with  the  laws  of  honour  and  of  war; 
although  they  bamed  to  draw  their  own  swt 
they  would  not  oppose  the  wishes  of  i 
leader. 

A  herald,  accordingly,  was  dispatched  tc 
enemy's  camp ;  but  the  insulting  answer  retui 
by  the  Hungarian,  roused  to  the  highest  p 
the  indignation  of  Louis  and  his  Barons, 
ran  as  follows  :— 

"  We,  by  God's  Grace,  King  of  Hung 
being  come  to  unite  fair  Naples  to  our  Cn 
do  not  think  it  befitting  out  dignity  to  enter 
any  treaty  with  the  paramour  of  the  wo: 
Joanna :  much  less  are  we  in  the  habit  of  fi, 
ing,  single-handed,  with  usurpers  and  mur 
ers. — Beardless  boy !  retire  with  thy  rebell 
troops,  while  yet  darkness  favours  thy  fli 
If  ye  tarry  until  the  morning,  ye  will  tarry  ( 
to  feast  the  birds  of  Heaven.    Howbeit,  t 
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Loui*  of  Taianto,  we  irould  fain  take  alive ; 
lor  it  would  not  be  seemly  that  thy  partner  in 
nime,  the  royal  murderess  Joanna,  should  grace 
thescafTold  alone!" 

"  We  will  attack  them  immediately !"  cried 
Louis  in  a  firenzy  of  rage.  "  Courtenay,  thou, 
rilh  thy  heavy  horse,  canst  charge  them  in 
lank,  and  I,  with  our  Calabrian  mountaineers, 
rill  rush  upon  their  van." 

"  Remember  our  agreement !"  exclaimed 
)unizzo  in  a  loud  voice.  "  No  hostilities  until 
Dwning!    Shall  we  violate  our  knightly  pro- 


The  warriors  of  those  cLivalric  times  were 
intt  to  observe  a  promise  with  a  degree  of  reve- 
mce  that  modem  generals,  in  simitar  circum- 
tuices,  might  despise.  Thus,  the  simple  refer- 
ence made  by  Durazzo,  was  sufficient  to  deter 
iase  fiery  spirits  from  indulging  their  ardent 
lesire  of  attacking  the  enemy. 

"  It  is  true ;'  said  Louis,  with  an  air  of  dis- 
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appointment;  "our  word  ia  passed;  but  v 
the  lirst  gun-beam  that  glances  over  tbe  Abr 
zo  mountainfl,  friends !  comrades !  we  ' 
upon  them !" 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

THI  BATTLE  OF  AQUILA. 

•■  Ah '.  wbo  that  minglM  ia  the  glorioa*  fi^t, 
Dodi  *^  of  duicer  think  or  hu-bonr  far  T 

Hia  spirit  bmutdsth  with  ■  itam  dslight. 

And,  bnathiag  nge,  ha  goM  hii  red  canei." 

It'bke  a  calculation  to  be  made  of  all  who  have 
mshed  on  the  field  of  battle,  Irum  the  fiist  fight 
pon  record  domwards,  the  aggregate  sum, 
robablj,  would  exceed  the  numbei  of  beings 
ow  peopling  the  world.  Yet  war,  certain  theo- 
ists  have  afiSnned,  from  our  physical  and  moral 
nndition,  is  a  necessary  evil ;  it  counteracts, 
IT  they,  a  superfluity  of  population.  Men  in- 
rease  Auter  than  they  die  natural  deaths.  The 
[orld  is  like  a  pond  of  fish,  where,  unless  some 
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at  ttniM  bo  cnugbt,  iho  finny  denisens  va 
commode  ench  ntbcr. 

Bui  wiiils  we  repudiate  Uie  illiboral  opi 
of  such  rewan«r3,  vrc  mar  ask  if  the  ii«j 
ever  arrtw,  when  peace  will  eitenil  bi>r 
bnacb  over  cvety  touiitry,  and  erery  d 
taitli  and  hope  fondly  anticipate  such  a  po 
yvl  before  a  niilleuium  can  take  ptace,  a  ( 
man\  revolution,  scarcely  to  he  oonaiden 
possible  in  tlie  natural  order  of  thinijK,  mi 
elTected  tbroughout  tho  world.  There  mu 
no  aspirations  alUr  rank,  do  grasping 
power;  the  followers  of  one  creed  must  not 
tliematize  those  of  another.— Alos  I  sacb  i 
constitution  of  man,  that  nothing,  it  U 
feared,  short  of  a  miracle  will  produce  in  I 
concordance  of  opinioo,  restrain  bis  resUesi 
flionn,  and  prevail  upon  htm  to  lashton  bis  s 
into  a  pruning  hook,  and  sit  eontenI«dl)'  bei 
hit  own  vine,  coveting  not  the  possessions  < 
neigblMur,  and  feeling  no  ambition  to  rise  si 
and  sway  over,  his  fellow  cieattires. 
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The  devotees  that  accompanied  the  Neapolitan 
Tuy,  had  finished  their  midnight  prayers, 
/'ith  ontfltretched  hands,  tbey  blessed  Prince 
Mns  and  bis  followers.    Tbey  promised  glory 

those  who  sboold  conquer,  and  Heaven  to 
oae  who  might  iaIL  A  trumpet  was  to  be 
unded  immediately  the  sun  appeared  above 
e  borizcm  ;  and  this  was  to  be  the  signal  for 
aunencing  the  battle,  the  gallant  royalists,  in 
ite  of  the  disadvantages  under  which  they  la- 
ured,  having  determined  boldly  to  attack  the 
emy. 

Louis  commanded  the  centre,  which  was  com- 
bed of  eight  thousand  Calabrian  and  Puglian 
iree.  The  left  wing  was  led  on  by  Durazzo, 
osisting  of  his  own  retainers,  and  a  large  body 

Sicilian  archers.  On  the  right,  with  his  two 
ousand  men-at-arms,  was  stationed  the  English 
iptain ;  and  this  force,  although  so  inconsider- 
>te,  was  ommdered  sufficiently  strong  to  main- 
in  the  important  post  assigned  them.  Count 
inervino  and  the  Grand  Chamherlun  Artus, 
«ded  in  the  rear  a  body  of  reserve. 
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All  were  at  tlieir  staliorai,  and  rcadv  im 
oaseL  Through  tbi!  dosk,  might  tie  aeea 
glare  of  the  enemy's  torches,  for  the  Hun^i: 
also,  were  preparing  for  the  battle.  The  • 
oftlittir  strange  inttninicnts  flnaml  on  (he  « 
and  tJiD  train)!  and  neigh  of  their  horses  ' 
heard,  as  they  ahifled  and  wheeled  into  tlwii 
Terol  positions. 

The  darkness  lessened  in  the  east ;  thilben 
llie  eyes  of  the  patriots  turned ;  and  no  Mn 
from  Persian  shrine,  otot  watched  with  gn 
onxii'ty  than  tliey,  the  rising  of  tlie  g^nrioui 
tninary.  A  sun-beam  at  length  shot  obliii 
from  the  dappled  inounlains,  and  shone  upon 
narrow  plain  that  extended  between  the  adv 
hoDis-  Then  pealed  the  trumpet — "  the  Qo 
and  liberty!"  rent  the  air — and,  laying  t 
lances  in  iim  rc«t,  (he  Royalists  bore  down 
a  whirlwind  upon  their  fbes. 

The  Hungariani,  not  expecting  tliis  inuned 
and  resolute  attack  from  a  host  so  much  infc 
to  thciir  own,  were  scarcely  prrporod  to  rva 
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Wm.  They  gave  w&y,  they  fell  back  in  con- 
laon.  hams,  with  bis  biave  Cslabrioos,  pressed 
pon  their  lioes,  trampling  hundreds  to  death 
eneath  their  horses'  feet.  The  English  Captain, 
\ao,  and  hia  menrat-armB,  with  their  long  swords 
[id  ponderous  axes,  bore  down  all  oppontion, 
ai  penetrated  nearly  to  the  enemy's  centre. 

Oo  the  other  ude  of  the  field,  the  combat  wore 
different  aspect.  The  troops  under  the  com- 
aai  <rf  Durazzo,  although  they  attacked  the 
loDgarians,  appeared  to  make  no  impression 
pan  them.  The  ground,  it  would  seem,  was  un- 
LToorable,  or  their  bow-strings  were  relaxed  by 

■bower  which  bad  fiillen  during  the  night. 
liDerrino,  and  Artus,  also,  instead  of  advancing 
)  their  assistance,  remained  inactive.  Indeed, 
}urazzo's  retainers  were  b^inning  to  &11  back, 
I  rather  to  make  a  sidelong  retreat ;  nor  did 
ttey  seem  to  understand  any  of  the  orders  dis- 
atched  to  them  by  Louis. 

Courtewy,  howerer,  with  his  brave  Engliih 
ollowen,  still  mowed  down  fiie  Hungarians. 

VOL.  n.  H 
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Tboy  sbraDk  back.  Knd  cowered  iMtEnre  lua 
imnc  LUu  ao  nvonging  Rpint,  lie  nvc] 
field ;  aiul  tlmugti  cooutlesa  armw-s  were 
at  bint,  tboy  whisUi^d  bannlaisly  luoui 
bead,  or  fnll,  williaat  effect,  ihiio  his  pant 
at«vl.  His  hone  wu  xlain — he  mountpd  ar 
liis  sward  was  t»oketi — be  wnsted  one  fn 
hand  of  a  trambliDg  Hungarian.  His  w 
of  Su  George!  rang  over  tbu  &<>ld,  and  in 
ever  quarter  he  charged,  he  turned  the  tide 
battie. 

Louis,  in  deeds  of  valour,  k'os  acoond  i 
(hi;  horuic  Euglisbman ;  nor  mwl  his  fnl 
tbe  grey-headed  Camillo,  be  [Fveilooked. 
Tetemn  Roman  foogbt  close  behind  his  a 
athwart  big  saddle-bow  lay  a  bugs  btindli! 
reliuK ;  and  sucli  was  ilio  execution  wb 
did  with  ihcso  mistilea,  flinging  tlieni  : 
manner  of  the  ancient  HomatM,  tliat  none 
approach  to  attack  Iiim  with  the  sword. 

The  great  object  of  Louis  was  to  pcneti 
the  tent  of  the  Hungarian  tnonarch,  for  he  1 
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o  sl&y  with  his  own  hand  the  insultei  and  ag- 
^restor.  His  eflbrts  were  not  unattended  with 
access ;  for  now,  scarcely  ten  lances  distant, 
niiDumled  by  his  guards,  he  beheld  the  Hunga- 
ian  with  the  crown  upon  his  head.  He  shouted, 
>od  dashed  forwards.  He  called  upon  the  King 
0  fight ;  Dor  was  the  latter,  this  time,  unheedful 
f  the  challenge.  He  turned,  and  brandishing 
IS  sword  at  Louis,  bade  him  come  on.  Not  a 
linute  was  the  conflict  in  suspense,  for  what 
lold  the  Hungarian  despot  achieve  against  such 

soldier  as  Louis !  with  one  blow  of  his  heavy 
ude-axe,  the  Prince  of  Taranto  burled  him  Irom 
is  horse,  and  the  proud  monarch  of  Hungary 
IV  prostrate  upon  the  field,  covered  with  mire, 
hile  his  glittering  crown  was  broken  into 
igments. 

A  shout  of  triumph  burst  from  the  followers  of 
ouis,  sod  the  Hungarians  uttered  a  yell  of  fury. 
ut  alas  1  the  glory  of  the  Neapolitan  leader 
as  dearly  purchased.  Pursuing  his  cateet,  and 
aogbteting  all  who  offered  opposition  to  his 
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progren,  oono  of  fats  floldlerst  saving'  C 
were  able  to  k«op  [wcu  wiUi  him ;  imd  i 
found  hiRiMlf  auddenly  cut  aS  from  htl 
brum  hfinte,  and  wilh  iHe  fuitlirul  Romati 
med  in  by  hundreds  of  the  Hungarian  goi 

He  stuod  in  tfae  midst  of  barbarous  sc 
behind  and  before  were  levelled  pikes 
cnllud  upon  him  to  snirpndf'r,  but  he  rela 
answer : — the  lion,  caught  in  the  toiW.  i 
iliHengage  himaelf.  He  madr  a  dMporate 
t,econdud  by  the  indignant  Camillo :  bi 
generous  Ktceds  were  Koon  pierced  by  nan 
epearti,  and  they  sank,  with  their  ^llani 
upon  the  plain.  In  an  initant  Luuis  was  i 
and  bound  in  fellers ;  and  the  Hungarla: 
who  had  recorered  from  the  efiecta  of  I 
exultingly  approached,  and  gazed  with  mi 
satiNfaction  upon  his  t-aptive  eoeinj. 

The  rumour  that  Prince  Louis  waj 
prisoner  soon  spread  over  the  field  of 
The  Pugliau  and  Calabiiao  troops,  w 
been  faithful,  and  had  foogfal  with  distini 
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rtnry,  perceiving  that  aJl  was  tost,  betook 
lemselves  to  flighL  The  traitor  Durazzo,  with 
s  retaioers,  and  Minerrino  and  Charles  Artus, 
ith  their  corrupted  body  of  reserve,  prior  to 
is  had  wheeled  around,  and  jcaned  the  ranks  of 
e  enemy. 

Tl»  English  Captain  and  his  Adventurers, 
ime  remained  unshaken;  they  still  fought, 
ulaining  to  yield,  or  to  quit  the  scene  of  action. 
Nothing  could  exceed  the  anguish,  mingled 
ith  rage,  that  goaded  Courtenay's  spirit,  when 
'.  heard  of  their  gallant  leader's  fate. 
"  A  prisoner  I"  be  exclaimed  to  his  men ; 
Prince  Louis  taken  prisoner ! — as  we  hope  for 
my  here  and  mercy  hereafter,  this  must  not 
! — Yonder  flies  the  King  of  Hungary's  stand- 
ird ;  those  insulting  shouts  proclaim  that  the 
lince  ia  there.  Oh !  if  we  are  Britons,  if  we 
V  men  >  let  us  rush  to  his  rescue  1" 
As  the  heart  of  one  man,  did  the  hearts  of 
ourtenay's  followers  echo  the  emotions  which 
veiled  hia  own  bosom.    They  were  reduced  to 
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half  their  original  number,  yet  they  dared  op 
the  whole  mass  of  the  Hungarian  anny.  Fi 
iiig  themselves  into  the  shape  of  a  wedge,  a 
apex  of  which,  if  we  may  so  speak,  Court 
stationed  himself,  they  moved  steadily  but 
sistibly  forward.  Their  spears,  projecting,  foi 
a  bulwark  on  each  side,  and  with  their  axes 
hewed  down  the  wild  crowds  of  high-capped 
barians,  who  threw  themselves  across  their 
in  an  endeavour  to  bar  their  progress. 

Superior  in  weight  to  their  adversaries, 
led  on  by  such  a  soldier  as  the  English  Cap 
whom  so  often  they  had  followed  to  victoi 
was  not  surprising  that  the  Adventurers 
opened  a  passage  into  the  very  heart  oi 
Hungarian  army. 

In  vain  the  Trans-Alpine  soldiers  bega. 
move  off  with  their  royal  captive ;  in  Tain 
despot  of  Hungary  threatened  his  guards 
disgrace  and  death,  if  they  delivered  Pc 
Louis  into  the  hands  of  his  friends.  The  En; 
troopers  shoated  their  war-cry,  and  pressing 
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rarda,  reached  ihe  spot  where  the  Prince  lay  in 
fetters.  Courtenay  recognized  his  voice,  ibr 
Looia  called  upon  him,  and  cheered  him  on ;  and 
PcD  did  the  English  Captain  answer  the  sum- 
■OBS.  In  a  few  minutes,  the  dense  crowd  that 
ndrcled  the  Prince,  disputing  the  possession  nf 
ie  captive,  was  cut  to  pieces.  Courtenay  sprang 
bm  his  horse,  and  with  his  sword  succeeded  in 
erering  the  bonds  of  Louis  ;  he  instantly  pre- 
cated  lo  him  his  steed,  and  mounted  another  that 
toad  near. 

The  brave  warriors  gazed  around  them,  but 
Mrful  wa£  their  situation ;  as  the  billows  close 
lehind  the  bark,  ploughing  the  bosom  of  the 
■ighly  deep ;  so,  having  forced  their  way  into 
Ittt  vast  army,  the  mass  had  closed  upon  their 
wr,  aiid  they  stood  begirt  by  tens  of  thousands. 

The  furious  Hungarian  King  ordered  his  troops 
s  attack  this  handful  of  soldiers  on  every 
Ht ;  to  yield  them  no  quarter,  to  make  them 
lot  prisoners,  but  to  kill  them  all,  even  to  a  man. 
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Well  trae  wrapkoioiu  be  i 
How  deeoUte,  how  cold  were  life. 


It  was  night  among  the  Apeimine  monota 
the  moon  was  concealed  behind  rolling  doi 
the  rain  fell  in  torrents;  the  wioda  whh 
through  the  giant  trees ;  and  the  deep  howl 
of  the  wolf  were  heard  amid  the  peosefl  of 
storm. 

In  the  centre  of  a  forest,  beneaUi  a  projec 
rock,  or  rather  within  the  jaws  of  a  cavern,  v 
seated  two  soldiers.  Their  horses  were  seci 
to  a  neighbouring  pine-tree,  the  matted  brant 
of  which  partially  protected  them  from  the  i 
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The  military  companions  were  silent :  one 
uuuoudjr  watched  the  features  of  the  other  ;  for, 
&ofD  the  reclining  postore  of  him  who  was  tlie 
more  richly  attired,  and  from  the  langour  of  his 
btlf-aealed  eye,  he  appeared  to  be  wounded. 
Xo  groan,  however,  or  word  expressive  of  suf- 
Eering,  escaped  him ;  but  his  silence  might  pro- 
ceed from  a  stem  resolve  to  die  like  a  warrior, 
BQocHifessing  pain. 

The  taller  cavalier  now  listened  at  the  mouth 
}f  the  cavern,  as  though  he  heard  footsteps : — 
be  grasped  his  sword;  but  the  sound  which  had 
ixxaaoned  his  alarm,  was  only  the  murmur  of 
ihe  blast  which  swept  and  whirled  about  the 
liirest  leaves,  mingling  at  intervals  with  the 
Gunt  roar  of  the  distant  cataract,  that,  swollen  by 
tbe  rains,  dashed  into  the  valley  beneath.  Again 
he  watched  his  companion,  chafed  his  temples, 
ind  wrapped  his  war-cloak  more  closely  around 

The  wounded  soldier,  now  raising  his  head, 
biotly  addressed  his  associate  : 
H  3 
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"  Tfannlu  (a  tlioe,  comrade  ftnd  fncod  ; 
1  oouM  live,  ware  it  only  to  repay  lb«)  f 
kindtw«K :  tmt  it  may  not  be.  Ob !  bri 
rit^  to  ber,  tell  bcr  thtt  1  died  blrwitg  he 
my  lut  prayer  vna  breaibed  for  ber  prw 
nnd  bappbutm.  FaivtrftU,  brtovnd  Di>e 
wilt  grieve  Ear  nie  wheti  I  am  no  more ;  1 
Hope  support  and  comfort  tb«e;  in  a 
world,  Joanna,  we  sliull  meet  again." 

The  speaker  was  Prince  Louis,  and  I 
bent  over  him,  with  an  unwoDted  tear 
manly  eye,  was  the  bithTu)  companion 
micomn  and  raiofortunes,  Walter  Coarti 

A  few  words  will  eufiicc  to  inform  the  r 
how  these  bran:  men  hod  effiffitud  an  < 
from  tlio  perilous  situation  in  which  w 
them. 

Impelled  by  the  strength  and  fury  ' 
despair  gites.  Louis  and  the  Engbrii  Ca 
n-ith  a  small  body  of  their  aokUen,  «uoc 
in  extricating  them'KlTes  fnnn  the  toils  by ' 
they  were  encompassed.    They  had  beef 
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ned  by  the  Huogaiians  to  the  verge  of  a  wood, 
Thkfa  the  fleetness  of  their  steedn  enabled  them 
to  gain ;  then,  hoping  to  elude  the  enemy  by 
diqiernng  themselves  through  the  finest,  they 
rode  in  different  directions,  and  were  soon  lost 
imidst  copse-wood  and  thickets.  Louis,  Ca- 
millo,  asd  the  English  Captain,  shortly  after- 
Tuds  joined  company,  and,  spurring  on  in  a 
nuUierly  direction  totrards  Lucera,  by  night- 
Ul  they  had  reason  to  believe  that  they  had  far 
oatsfaripped  their  pursuers.  The  storm,  alluded 
lo  above,  had  just  commenced;  and  LooIb, 
sinking  under  the  effects  of  a  severe  wound, 
which  bitberto  he  had  concealed  from  the  know- 
ledge of  his  companions,  was  glad  to  take  shelter 
■ithin  a  cavers.  Courienay  bad  carefully  exa- 
mined the  condition  of  the  unfortunate  Priixi^, 
iCancbed  the  blood  that  flowed  from  his  breast, 
uid  wn^ped  him  in  his  own  mantle.  He  bad 
likewise  dispatched  Camillo  to  ascertain  whether 
my  forester  or  herdsman  dwelt  in  the  neigh- 
twsrbood,  and  to  procure,  if  possible,  some  pro- 
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"  Prino:  Louta,"  nuJ  Courtenay,  emleai 
ing  In  cbecr  hi«  wounded  brottier-inoums ; 
ia  unworthy  thy  noble  natare  thus  to  des] 
Those  gashes  may  be  deep,  bot  tbey  sre  n 
ilanf^eroua  as  thou  doel  conceive.  Mbtit 
rain  abates,  and  tlic  skies  are  clauxng ;  we 
Mon  pInCR  thee  in  safely  in  the  loyid  id 
Beneveoto,  and  thence  the  joumey  to  Ni 
will  be  spocdily  accomplishi-d." 

Louis  grasped  the  Engli'hnian't  hand ; 
thoughts  still  dwelt  upon  one  objt^. 

"  For  myself,  I  reck  not  death.  The  Qu 
defenceless  cnodition  alone  weighs  upon 
spirit  Say,  wilt  thmt  protect  lier,  wilt 
defend  ber  against  her  enemies  wheii  I  am  g 
yet  I  ask  wliat  is  impossible.  The  robb 
Hungary  boa  prevailed — tbi:  kingdom  is 
&om  QB.  Bat  thou  mayst  assist  hor  tii 
flight :  France,  or  haply  thy  own  England, 
alTord  her  an  asylum.  Ob !  proRuw  me 
thou  wilt  not  quit  the  Queen  until  she  t 
safety,  for  then  1  shall  die  in  peace" 
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CoortenBy  was  affected  at  the  deep  deTotion 
erinced  by  Louis  for  the  woman  he  loved. 
He  would  have  thought  of  Amalia,  bis  own  dis- 
astrous Ibrtunefl,  and  ruined  condition ;  but 
erery  othei  consideTation  was  merged  in  the 
uxiety  which  he  felt  for  the  wounded  Prince. 

"  Thou  shalt  live,"  he  cried,  "  to  assist  and 
defend  Queen  Joanna  thyself.  But  thy  bands 
are  niunbed,  Prince  Louis,  and  thr  forehead  is 
cold.  Would  to  the  Saints  we  w«re  in  some 
warm  aod  Weltered  cabin!  but  I  will  reniove 
thee  from  the  chill  wind  further  into  the  cave." 

He  stooped,  but  found  that  be  was  speaking  to 
one  who  heard  him  not,  for  Louis  had  sunk  into 
s  state  of  insensibility.  Courtenay,  now  alarm- 
ed, stepped  forwards  to  ascertain  whether  Ca- 
miUo  was  approaching.  No  footstep  was  heard, 
tnd  be  leared  to  wind  his  horn,  lest  the  sound 
ibould  attract  to  the  spot  any  stragglers  of  the 
enemy.  He  returned  to  bis  companion,  and 
resolred,  if  it  were  'possible,  to  kindle  a  fire. 
Cdlecting  the  leaves,  which,  from  their  dry  and 


t  fr<  or  «%a«  can  1 
'^  le%  mr,  thne  is 


"  ThB  JB  af  a  fvetf  ad  inteDigcn 
>?^9B*T  ~  in  law  t^  Meotormn 
-^ .  b  bebiid  t&e  auatMm  of  tout 
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CtauSo,  who,  among  his  varioua  acquire- 
iDenti,  prolesBed  some  kDi>wIedge  of  the  healing 
ut,  ipptooched  his  master.  He  seemed  in  no 
viae  alarmed  at  his  appearance,  but  begged 
that  Courtenay  would  allow  him  to  pursue  what 
metbod  be  chose  with  the  wounded  man. 

"But  tbou  hast  neither  cordials  nor  food,  good 
^amillo,"  observed  the  Englishman;  ''and  these, 
1  Veen,  Prince  Louis  chiefly  stands  in  need  of." 

"  Tbou  dost  labour  under  an  error,  brave 
i^aptain,"  answered  the  pedantic  Roman ;  "  in 
DY  route  I  fell  in  with  one  of  those  descendants 
if  the  wandering  Sythians — >I  mean  a  barbariim 
flin.  From  oldest  time,  as  Tacitus  and  Strabo 
nfonn  us,  these  people,  now  called  Hungarians, 
rere  fiuooua  for  indulging  in  strong  potations,  and 
a  filling  their  stomachs  with  an  undue  propor- 
ioD  of  food." 

"  What  does  this  concern  us  ?"  exclaimed 
^mteasty  impatiently;  "  finish  thy  story;  the 
Hangariao  soldier,  I  presume,  had  some  roots 
V  le^eshments  about  him." 

"  Roots  7  by  Jupiter  (  if  Tacitus  is  to  be  be- 
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lieved,  Hungarians  eat  not  roots. — Well, 
miBcreant,  having  lost  his  bone,  was  un&blt 
keep  pace  with  his  compauioDS,  vbo,  I  h 
learnt,  abandoniog  pursuit  of  us,  have  relrei 
again  to  tbeir  main  body.  Perceiving  a  Auai 
upon  the  barbarian's  sboulders,  I  guessed  n 
it  might  contain  ;  so  I  called  upon  hiin  lo  : 
render  his  leathern  cupboard  into  my  han 
whereupon  Uie  villain  refusing  so  to  do,  by 
assistance  of  St  Aothony  and  my  javelti 
stretched  him  upon  the  ground." 

"  Haste  thee,  man,  for  the  love  of  Heav 
see.  Prince  Louis  moves  1" 

"  Ay,  I  did  haste,  brave  Captain ;  and  cut 
the  buacda  from  his  shoulders,  I  bore  it  tri 

phaotly  away Behold !  verifying  the  word 

Tacitus  and  Strabo,  what  a  larder  the  viL 
carried  about  his  person !' 

Here  the  worthy  Roman  opened  the  knapsi 
and  drew  forth  a  flask  contuning  ardent  spir 
next  sundry  bunches  of  dried  grapes;  and 
and  most  welcome  of  all,  a  venison  pasty. 

"  This  is  indeed  a  God-send  1"    excUai 
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Courtenay ;  "  yet  I  hope  tby  blow,  liooeBt  Ca- 
BiiUo.  did  not  deprive  the  Hungarian  of  Us  life ; 
I  even  wish  that  thou  hadst  paid  him  the  value 
of  his  pronstons,  notwithstanding  he  was  our 
enemy. — Heaven  grant  that  the  Piince  may  be 
able  to  partake  of  this  good  cheer  !" 

Without  farther  preliminary,  the  Roman 
caused  his  master  to  sirallow  some  of  the  contents 
i£  the  flask.  Stronger  than  their  own  Italian 
vines,  (he  cordial  had  the  effect  of  awakenuig 
tbe  physical  energies,  and  of  counteracting 
tbe  bentunbing  influence  of  the  cold  which  was 
list  icii^  the  exhausted  warrior's  veins  ;  in  truth 
Louis  was  so  greatly  revived  by  the  Hungarian's 
elixir  of  strong  waters,  that  he  shortly  sat  up, 
and  began  to  converse. 

Camillo,  meantime,  was  busy  in  preparing 
their  meal.  A  flag  stone  served  for  a  table ;  a 
gourd,  cot  in  twain,  supplied  tbe  place  of  drink- 
ing-cnps ;  and  with  his  javelin  he  divided  the 
venison  pasty. 
A  repast  at  midnight  in  the  heart  of  a  desolate 
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tanA,  undn  any  other  circumslatices,  m 
hnvn  besn  pbnuan^  aiul  romantic  eoougli  ^ 
lure  it  was  jiartolcen  in  haitt«  and  aitam  ; 
enemy  could  not  be  for  distant ;  and  the  Hod 
of  wolves  was  heard  an  th«  ndghbouriog  i 
TheytboughtoribedinastrouBput;  lutdafa 
uvea  more  gloomy  and  roarful,  prcseoted  i 
to  their  tin Ucipnt tons. 

Nevertheless  ttiey  finished  Ibeii  meal ; 
atiengtlieiied  and  refreshed,  tKe  three  ooi 
niotts  in  iniefbrtuno  sank  upon  thoir  knees,  ar 
ifaeir  religion  dictat«d,  blessed  ihctr  Maker 
the  Saints  for  the  unexpected  relief  Toucltf 
unto  them. 

In  conaequenco  of  the  Ceeble  state  of  L 
they  resolved  to  remain  in  the  carern  for  i 
hours.  At  dawn  of  day.  if  t)ie  Prince  was  uc 
to  mount  his  horse,  they  would  procure  a  1 
fmm  the  nearest  village,  and  proceed  to  6i 
vento,  which  city,  the  tourisl  will  know,  is 
tlitrty-five  miles  distant  from  Naples. 

Within  the  depth  of  the  covem,    now  o 
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wunn  and  cheerful  by  the  fire,  the  English  Cap- 
UiD  and  Camillo  fashioned  a  bed  of  leaves ;  the 
wounded  Prince  laid  himself  on  this  priinitiTe 
couch,  and  wearied  by  exertion,  as  well  as  by 
pain  and  sorrow,  soon  sank  into  profound 
slumber. 

Courtenay  and  the  Roman,  having,  like  true 
vaiTion,  rubbed  down  their  steeds,  stationed 
themselves  at  the  entrance.  The  storm  had 
bowled  itself  to  rest ;  the  moon,  like  a  good 
Genius  chasing  away  the  angry  spirita  of  the 
clouds,  shone  bright  and  clear,  silvering  the 
hai^Dg  rocks,  and  foaming  torrents.  They  leant 
Bpoo  their  swords,  and  spoke  of  the  events  of  the 
Qmes,  sad  in  spirit,  but  not  in  despair. 


CHAPTER  XVn. 


THE  D0CUB68. 

SwMt  tiling  of  innocaoea!  Inghadi 

How  bTBlj  DOW  ut  thoa  I 
Fare  m  •  p«m1  in  oeou'i  tids. 

Or  dnr  od  mamlng'i  brow. 
Unknown  ■  eain,  or  dukanlng  erime  ; 
Who  snTiei  not  thy  hMppj  prinia  t  M. 

We  drop  the  curtain  on  war,  the  wild  forest, 
the  flight  of  the  vanquished,  to  contemplal 
scene  of  tianquil  beauty — a  scene  displayinj 
tenderer  and  more  holy  sympathies  of  our  hu 
nature. 

The  domestics  had  retired  to  rest  in  the 
Gothic  villa  among  the  mountains,  occupiei 
the  wife  of  Durazzo.  Yet  one  sleeplens  eye 
there — the  eye  of  Maria,  who  still  bent  ovei 
cradle  of  her  slumbering  child.     The  si 
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ftu-liglit  glided  in  through  tfae  stone-mullioned 
vindow;  the  beams  so  soft,  so  feeble,  kissed 
the  muble  floor  of  the  tapestried  hall,  and  rested 
on  the  small  white  brow  of  the  sinless  sleeper. 
Oh !  there  was  Durazzo's  image,  but  unbranded 
by  the  fiery  stWBp  of  the  scathing  passions : 
there,  too,  was  his  soul  without  the  shadow  re- 
flected upon  it  from  hellish  crime,^uch  as  the 
Father  was,  but  never  a^in  shall  be. 

The  young  mother  sat,  breathless,  motionless, 
in  her  fond  watching;  her  form  bent  forwards,  her 
Tsven  hair  was  thrown  back  &om  her  forehead, 
ud  her  lips  were  apart.  To  such  a  figure,  in  such 
u  attitude,  Praxiteles  would  have  loved  to  have 
givenmarble  life,  fixing  the  beauteous  lineaments 
in  stone,  and  conferring  on  an  expression,  other- 
wise transitory,  and  varying  with  every  passing 
thought,  the  glory  of  immortality. 

"  Sleep,  sweet  one  !"  whispered  the  watcher 
in  softest  tones ;  "  may  no  visions  of  this  sad 
euth  cast  their  cloud  on  thy  infantine  spirit ! 
Buy  thy  dreams  be  of  paradise  I    revel  and 
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glide  through  lli«  buwe»  of  biry^Und. — ^Tb 
snulcGt,  de^  one !  arl  thou  thinJuDg  of  me, 
ooiataaaiag  with  an  angell" 

Moiia  beot  nearer;  her  lipR  cootinurd 
move  inaudilily,  and  a  lemr  sparkled  oobefclief 
Oh!  the  deep,  deep,  inexhaustible  well  of 
molber's  afTiictiao !  what  lava  in  palicnce, 
purity,  ill  wir-sacriflcing  endumnce,  may  e>ii 
that!  and  if  the  baae  and  falk-n,  brealbiog  I 
atmosphuic  of  squalor  and  rainie,  cling  In  thi 
ofispring,  think  bow  tttrong  shaJl  be  the  gold 
chord  binding  tbo  helpless  one  to  the  virliK 
mother's  bcoTt  1 

Maria,  her  busom  full  to  ovtrflowlng  m 
naturv's  gu»hitig  sympathies,  stretched  for  a  G 
mamrntfl  hitr  arms  over  the  coucb  or  the  alecfn 
and  then  involuntarily  dropped  upon  tier  kiia 
Sbine  placidly,  thou  moon!  on  that  roothfi 
lifted  brow !  Dust  thou,  in  eeodiDg  thy  tm 
bling  beams  through  the  universe,  look  \t 
eyes  of  angel  or  saint,  as  they  may  lioT 
between  earth  and  paradiae,  dnat  tliou  looku 
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ejea  x  mild,  bo  radiant,  so  full  of  unutterable 
lore  as  thoK  ? 

And  what  was  ibe  motlier'B  supplication  t  she 
pnyed  that  the  God  in  whom  she  trusted,  would 
not  visit  upon  that  unoffending  child  the  sins  of 
his  &ther :  that  he  might  never  know  the  cease- 
less, coirDding  sonoira  which  preyed  upon  her 
own  heart ;  that  the  dreams  of  ambition  would 
not  eater  in  and  madden  his  soul ;  and  that  here- 
aAer,  his  spirit  might  be  admitted  to  the  realms 
of  peace,  though  she  and  her  lord,  whose  crimes 
she  thought  she  shared  by  silence  and  secrecy, 
ought  be  consigned  to  woe  for  ever. 

Muia's  prayer  was  over ;  she  had  again  sunk 
into  her  seat,  and,  with  anxious  eye,  resumed 
faer  silent  watch,  when  the  sound  of  the  bell  at 
the  gate  announced  that  some  one  desired  ad- 
nitlance.  It  was  not  long  before  the  person 
entered  the  room  where  Maria  sat ;  he  proved  to 
be  an  old  and  hithful  domestic  whom,  some  days 
pieriously,  the  Duchess  had  dispatched  to  the 
Neapolitan  army,    which  she  had  learnt-  was 
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marching  nortliwaTd.  The  man  had  conv 
letters  to  her  husband,  simI  having  airired  a 
camp  just  before  the  &tal  battle  of  Aquila 
place,  he  was  induced  to  remain,  and  wai 
issue  of  the  conflict 

Breathless,  and  almost  fainting  through  fat 
his  countenance  full  of  terror  and  dismay 
old  man  now  stood  before  his  mistress. 

"  What  has  happened,  Guido  1  I  bop 
misfortune  has  befallen  thee  on  thy  joumej 

"  Nothing  has  happened  to  me,  my  Due 
but—" 

"  Fear  not  to  speak — thou  art  strangely 
tated;  hast  thou  seen  thy  lord,  the  Dul 
Durazzo  t  is  he  in  health  ?" 

"  Yes,  he  is  weU,  honoured  lady ;  but 
unto  our  ruined  land !" 

"  Explain  thyself." 

"  A  battle  has  just  been  fought,  and  I 
but  escaped  hither  with  my  life.  The  Qui 
troops  have  been  routed ;  the  flower  of  her  i 
is  cut  to  pieces !" 
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Mitia  seemed  petrified  at  the  intelligence. 

"  Piince  Louis,  it  is  repotted,  hoa  been  taken 
iriainm,  bnt  I  believe  him  to  be  slain,  and — " 

"  JAj  husband — "  gasped  the  lady,  "  be — 
e  foogbt  also  on  the  side  of  the  Queen  ?" 

"  Once  he  did,  honoured  Madam." 

"Once?"  and  Maria,  springing  forwards, 
lagbt  the  old  man  by  the  arm,  but  seemed  fear- 
J  of  giving  utterance  to  the  question  which 
embled  on  her  lips.  She  knew  her  husband's 
cret  soul,  but  he  had  not  as  yet,  to  her  know- 
dge,  openly  reared  the  standard  of  rebellion. 
The  poor  man,  for  some  minutes  did  not  speak. 
It  sighed  deeply,  and  tears  rolled  down  his 
leeks. 

"  What  hath  the  Duke  done  ?  dost  thou  hear 
iV  cried  Maria,  again  losing  command  of 
rseir. 

"  Lady,  I  am  thy  noble  husband's  vassal,  and 
sDch  it  becomes  me  nottopassan  opinion  onthe 
tions  of  my  lord;  yet  have  I  been  ever  taught 
honour  thy  royal  sister,  the  Queen." 

VOL.  II.  1 
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"  And  thou  (Iwt  net  rightly  in  lianiiiirlaf 
Guido,  BO  long  09 — but  xar  bu-iband— * 

"  Oacbess  of  Durazzo,  my  lord  latb  tb 
proper  (o  t&ke  part  ipunst  tiis  ouuntry.  I 
Iwat  of  the  tattle  fallowed  by  his  reuunei 
passed  dtut  to  ibe  enfloty,  sad  Uu-n,  | 
stricken,  the  fortei  of  tJio  Quem  gave  wa; 
all  vas  UtsL" 

Though  Maria  hod  half  anticipated  that 
the  old  man  disclosed,  Uu!  fail  ooiiTictiai 
her  husband  would  be  hailed  now  aa  *  i 
atid  a  rebel,  filled  ki^  hutrl  with  aopuidi. 
with  an  efToTl,  iih«  euppresaed  the  emotions 
aoeinod  almost  to  choke  her. 

"  Buxh  ihvr  I  Guido ;  I  kntnr  thy  by 
boart,  and  thy  devotion  to  tho  Queen ;  bi 
bown  Ihy  lentiments  (o  none  sare  mo,  i 
dost  valoe  thy  life." 

"  Tho  lifo  of  a  man  already  half  in  the 
i«  of  little  wortli,  bonoun.'d  iody.  The 
torture  me ;  they  may  hang  me ;  yel  there 
one  now  besides  my  ruined  Queen,  to  it 
will  bend  in  fealty,  and  that  i«  thyself." 
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"  Come  hither,  Guido — hush  !  step  sofUy — 
look  upon  70D  slumbering  child ! — now  say,  wilt 
tbon  not  still  love  and  obey  thy  lord,  for  that 
innocent's  sake  ?* 

She  pointed  at  the  cherub  sleeper — the  waxen 
hand  was  placed  beneath  the  head ;  the  snowy 
hda  reposed  on  the  peach-lika  cheek,  and  the 
Tote-bod  lips  were  wreathed  with  smiles.  There 
VBB  an  inexpressible,  a  holy  charm  in  the  sjght; 
>nd  in  that  still  deep  hour,  hope  half  whispered 
to  the  fond  mother's  heart  of  brighter  days ;  and 
it  seemed  aa  though  an  angel  with  winnowing 
vings  guarded  the  repose  of  ber  first  and  only 
bom. 

The  white-headed  vassal  bent  his  knee,  and 
Efting  his  moistened  eyes  to  Heaven,  exclaimed: 

"  Yes,  noble  lady  ;  thou  hast  spoken  well;  for 
the  sake  of  that  child,  I  will  never  desert  my 
lord,  but  until  this  aged  frame  be  laid  beneath 
the  torf,  I  will  obey  him,  and  love  and  honour 
Ibeer 

I  2 
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AMXIDUM  lluVIU. 


Not  ftiduUtH  tboogh  «bud«Aod  bj  A*  bum. 


The  calainiloiu  romU  of  tli«  baUle  of  Aq 
was  Btill  unknown  is  Noplos.  Variotu  n^ 
all  t-TtuiUly  untrue,  agiUled  the  City,  ami 
inhabilnuU  rtttnninrd  in  that  oncertaiDtjr 
niBpenae,  whidi  ever  clitlc  oud  (leprv««  (he 
man  lieart,  more  than  ilie  knowledge  of  dcd 
xucxi^as  or  inisfor(un£. 

At  Icngtli  a  body  of  ColabriaDs arrived  con 
Willi  wound*,  together  with  Kxne  «traggl 
amounting  toalioulBhuudrad  men  uf  Coaitca 
band  of  Adventurers.  Tbe§e  aiuumiictid 
terrible  fact  of  tbc  orcrtlirovr  uf  the  Qua 
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umj,  and  the  rapid  advance  of  the  Hungarian 
nOai  upon  the  City  of  Naples.  The  inhabitants 
wen  terrified,  beyond  the  power  of  languafe  to 
ieaaihe.  Bat  instead  of  consolidating  their 
nambers,  arming  such  aa  were  capable  of  wield- 
ing pike  or  lance,  and  guarding  the  principal 
otraoces  bto  the  City,  they  performed  only 
uto  of  superstition,  that  blind  deity  to  which  the 
Italians  bow  beyond  every  other  European 
DUioD.  All  the  churches  were  crowded.  Long 
Glis  of  black-Btoled  monks,  issuing  from  their 
cooTents,  walked  in  procession  through  the 
ilreets.  Here  a  relic  box  was  placed  at  the 
comer  of  a  piazza,  surrounded  by  a  due  number 
of  burning  tapers,  so  that  all,  as  they  passed, 
migbt  cross  themselves,  and  solicit  the  saint  to 
avert  the  impending  calamity.  There,  borne  on 
^  backs  of  lusty  Friars,  was  seen  a  waxen 
figure,  the  representative  of  the  Virgin  Mary  ; 
^  holy  mother  was  arrayed  in  stiff  bodice,  and 
embroidered  gown,  and  her  head,  being  set  upon 
"ires,  bowed  from  time  to  time ;  which  motion. 


Mi 


AHXtOVS  HOVHV. 


the  ^ood  Euhers  said,  waa  a  token  of  hor  Ik* 
■iid  tlie  oodouUcd  work  vf  God.  The  i 
rirur^  penplo,  betiering  ibis,  mok  mtliEii  \ 
m  tli«  miry  Ktr««<,  repeating  iloud  their  ' 
Marias,'  nod  pntjrtng  rtmi  with  lean  in 
eyes. 

It  happened  bowerer,  say  lone  dinm 
waj^sldy,  that,  od  ibia  ociasioo,  while  i 
(boee  effigira  of  the  Divine  Mother  was  I 
altin^,  the  FViars,  who  were  hottoored  will 
Imul,  eiUwr  from  somi;  obstmctioo  in  the  pa 
rroni  having  drunk  too  much  Lac^ma  D 
missed  ihcirfootingatid  fell;  whereupon  the \ 
Mary  was  dnshed  with  soch  violence  upa 
stODes,  that  the  case,  in  which  she  was  ensfa 
wui  shattered  (o  pieces,  ber  bodice  covered 
nitid,  and  ht!r  head  knocked  from  ofT  her  shm 
Tlie  people  e*tei-aiiitg  Uiia  a  had  oiDen,  « 
out  in  a  bilter  manner,  ant)  \niU  their  fa 
lu  despair.  But  iho  monks,  piously  gall 
the  fragmeiils  together,  aitsured  ibetn  tba 
misrortone  had  happened  oo  acctnint  of 
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liiM ;  and  if  each  individual  in  the  crowd  would 
give  &  paulo,  so  that  an  extra  mass  tnigfat  be 
md  in  the  divers  Neapolitan  churches,  the 
Virgm,  the;  would  take  upon  themselvea  to  de- 
clare, would  be  propitiated.  "  We  will !  WBwill!* 
(Tied  the  people,  and  sank  again  before  the 
ihattered  image,  and  kissed  the  very  ground  on 
rfaich  it  stood. 

Yet  ia  all  ages,  and  among  all  communi- 
lieg.  some  are  found  who  yield  not  to  the 
weakness  and  dotage  of  their  fellow  men ;  who 
stem  the  tide  of  popular  prejudice,  and  think  and 
ict  as  reason  and  nature  dictate.  Such  in  Na- 
ples tamed  in  pity  and  disgust  from  the  mummery 
<lescribed  above.  They  breathed  a  silent  prayer 
10  their  God  that  he  would  not  desert  them  in 
their  hoar  of  need.  They  thought  of  Louis  their 
absent  Prince  and  leader,  and  resolved  on  dis- 
patching measengerfl  to  ascertain  whether  he 
bad  escaped  the  carnage,  or  whether  be  had 
Men;  then  they  dared  ima^ne  that  the 
sUndaid  of  liberty  might  be  reared  on  the  walls, 
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Ktiil  Ihftl  Naptes  migiit  ^ct  ilcfyd 
invader. 

Antony  Ut«  Inlter  number  of  mtiflmJ  ir 
tlnalM,  n»  may  bo  sufiptmcd.  vns  Qqpri  Jm 
HcT  aiigoish,  hawi;ver,  in  prapnriion  u  ber 
ittion  tru  c-xmlled,  excnde^  Ibe  tn^i 
otbere ;  •  crown  wns  torn  fmn  ber  brow 
busband  she  reared  wns  no  niore.  Sbe  hat 
u>  li«<ir  the  woes  oT  ibose  aroand  her ;  an 
rnc«  of  boc  bloHling  country  mng  tilce  a  d 
knell  ill  ber  car. 

Some  houn  after  the  nnnovncnoFnl  fi 
blal  event,  (be  Qtuwn,  wtepiaig  and  Iraning 
Amalia,  waa  pacing  the  batUtrmentx  that  i 
around  lbs  northern  lower  of  CbbU>1-Ndoto. 
«>i(iiation  commanded  k  viev  oT  tbe  prit 
roads  whicb  lod  to  Naples.  From  time  to 
Joanna  could  di«£«rn  parties  uf  soldiers  enl 
Ihe  City ;  some  tTavcHed  slowly  as  if  exli* 
and  way-worn ;  others  were  borne  upon  Itl 
t)Ut  a*  yet  no  banner  or  u»rtiat  equi|tai;e, 
indioBtion  of  tbe  approach  of  Louuk    Tbe  Q 
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beot  orer  the  bslustrade  ;  lier  eye  Butveyed  the 
doomed  City,  and  then  rested  on  the  hills  which 
rase  beyond.  Her  look  betokened  mote  than 
melaachDly,  more  than  sorrow — agony  wrung  her 
ipirit.  Amalia  stood  near,  and  endeavoured  to 
impart  to  her  consolation ;  but  Joanna,  at  each 
renewed  eflbrt  which  her  companion  made  to 
tlleriate  her  distress,  could  only  shed  tears,  and 
silently  embrace  her. 

"  How  shall  I  act  ?"  she  cried;  "oh  Heaven! 
pily  my  condition  !  yon  beautiful  City,  my  love, 
mj  pride,  will  soon  groan  beneath  the  oppressor, 
or  ilE  streets  must  stream  with  blood.  For  my- 
wif,  I  am  branded  with  infamy ;  I  am  held  up 
lo  the  world  as  a  monster,  as — as — "  she  shud- 
dered, and  clasping  her  hands,  whispered  with 
ijiDTering  lips — "  as  a  murderess !" 

"  Reck  not  the  tongues  of  evil  men ;"  said 
.Amalia.  "  The  good  beheve  thee  all  that  thou 
ut;  and  though  for  awhile  the  night  of  calumny 
ud  misfortune  may  darken  around  us,  never 
doabt  but  a  morning  of  prosperity  will  arise." 
I  3 
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"Tbou  doM  fawbovr  hopn,  dear  <r''  *'" 
cannot  eDlvrlain.  One  of  tbe  bit!' 
un,  wliich  I  eudure,  ari«e*  from  lli'-  <  i  ' 
tbo«e,  wfaom  1  oDce  esieeaied  my  fnetKb,  lit! 
mcmiua  and  trailufs.  Wbo  could  have  ioM^ 
ibal  Dunuxo  ny  own  kiniioati,  would  bat 
wried  me  1" 

"  Nay,  1  marvel  not  at  tbe  ¥11)007  u^thot 
iutriguing  man.  [  crcr  shoddcred  win 
crossed  my  path ;  he  necmed  to  me  some 
of  evil  ahcddinj^  a  blighl,  a  drat  on  all  a 
turn.  And  ynt  ihy  «^ler,  AUria — Btrang 
v'ercily  of  tlw  Uuiiian  Ueurl— loves  him 
UMletly." 

"  S«e  t  nee  I"  exclaimed  Jottona,  pouu 
Mount  Sl  Aogelo,  "  yon  ^mip  ol  sol 
perhaps  tbcy  are  the  offioen  whom  we  dtspi 
this  morning  in  search  of  Loui*.  Oh!  han 
found  liim,  is  be  returning  with  Ihtuu !" 

lite  luttored  and  forloro  appearance  of  th 
at  ibvy  drew  nvarer  to  the  Ciiy,  dnpcll 
notion  tlrnt  royalty  was  there.  They  prove 
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*  few  Calabrian  archers,  winding  their  mournful 
wny  towards  the  gates,  and  like  tbeir  predeces- 
8013,  bearing  wounded  men  upon  their  shoulders. 

"  Amalia !"  exclaimed  Joanna  in  the  bitterest 
disappointment ;  "  what  would  I  gire  to  be  as- 
sured that  Louis  is  in  safety!  oh!  if  he  be  no  more, 
IS  taj  fears  whisper,  then  I  shall  not  reck  if  the 
^nntof  Hungary  exile  or  impriMHi  me :  whether 
I  be  a  Queen  or  a  peasant,  it  will  matter  not." 

Joanna,  in  the  bitter  abandonment  of  a  des- 
pairing spirit,  leant  upon  Amalia,  whose  tears 
DOW  mingled  with  her  own. 

"  He  is  safe;"  said  the  girl ;  "  be  uonsoled  ; 
Heaven  will  protect  him.  But,  Joanna,  amid 
tby  own  sufferings,  thou  dost  seem  to  forget  that 
uy  sorrows  oppress  me." 

This  obaervation  which  conveyed  a  gentle  re- 
proach, touched  Joanna;  for  whatever  might 
lave  been  her  errors  in  common  with  females 
placed  in  her  exalted  station,  they  did  not  include 
Kl&ahnen,  or  callosity  of  heart. 

"  Yes,  thou  hast  sorrows,  dear  girl,  I  grant ; 
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Ihuu  likewise  must  ilevpty  gTi»re  for  th\ 
iirotfaet  L^ais.  Bat  oh !  AitMlia,  ihm  dt 
iliou  <ninrt  not  love  him  like  me." 

"  I  lovo  dim  u  a  nisler  qtwuld  knrc  •  1i 
But  thinkeat  lliou,  Jmniia.  tflU  wliere  th 
bond  Mm),  ifindwd  Iw  hare  fallen.  biw.I 
not  ftj^lil  iiy  hro  side,  nnd  ncom  tn  qi 
dreftdlul  field  with  life  !  no,  lii'  wtnv  no  ^ 
if  htt  (ltd  nnt  Ihw ;  I  should  nlmoM  dnpiM 
lie  refufcd  to  div." 

"  Tiial  wntttneni  w  wortliy  r  dnugbtrr 
.VnguTine  reco ;"  answiirDd  ibn  Quetm. 
wlui  may  the  wnnior  be  (hnl  hath  found  a 
wriih  my  husband  ?  nay,  Amalia,  do  not 
although  for  a  lon^  period  tliuo  hant  fo 
mentioning  to  me  the  name  of  the  Engliitl 
tain,  I  fi^ar  hr  ii  not  forgnttm.  But  whn: 
we  nuw  tn  do  witli  pride  T  our  fcingdiHii 
our  laurcb  are  foded  for  ever :  we  hare  or 
Itlnod  nf  Anjoii  lobinuiKif;  and  for  aught  I 
the  world  will  nnvr  consider  Walter  Ctw 
B  mate  for  a  PrinccM  of  Naples." 
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TheattesUon  of  the  affectionate  relatives  was 
mddenly  arrested  by  sbouta  which  were  bome 
fiuotif  froiD  B  distance.  Along  the  Slrada 
CapHona,  tbey  observed  a  compnny  of  peasants 
i»pidly  approaching  the  City.  The  Queen  and 
Ama]ia  were  alarmed,  imagining  that  the  coun- 
trymen might  be  flying  from  tlie  advancing 
wmy  of  the  victoriouB  enemy.  Presently, 
however,  the  cry  of  "  il  Re !  il  Re  !  the  King ! 
the  KiDg.>"  met  their  ear;  and  floating  on  the 
teeeze,  and  waving  in  front  of  a  line  of  soldiers, 
WIS  seen  the  Royal  Angevine  banner.  The 
martial  appearance  of  Italian  barons  and  counts 
could  not  be  mistaken ;  and  now  the  deep  blast 
of  the  royal  trumpet,  a  prolonfjed  and  peculiar 
note,  rang  from  the  hill  to  the  City. 

Joanna  rushed  forwards  to  the  edge  o(  the 
btolement;  she  stretched  her  arms  towards  the 
velcome  sight,  and  tears  of  ecstasy  streaming 
trom  her  eyes,  she  cried  convtilsively — 

"OGodhepiaised'itishe!  it  is  my  husband!" 


CHAPTER  XIX. 


Tax  DSTEBMIHATIOK. 


tlMQ  nut  oar  lamoi  oi 
yrulUtaihmtimgtutm 


A  GROUP  of  nramnniitidatatesiiieo,bare-lii 
and  staoding,  vta  assetuUed  in  Uie  gn&l  \ 
Cuul-Noovo.  Tbo  DMKt  cuospiniDiu  or 
Doot  of  then*,  were  the  Bishop  of  CavailUn 
High  Constable  of  (be  kiDgdom,  Niadn  A 
juoU.  Boccaccio,  nnd  tho  Eniiiuih  Captain 
tn  l>i«  centre  of  their  circle,  half-rectim 
•  coudi,  was  wen  Prince  Loins  af  Ta 
He  was  emaciated  aod  pnlc,  and  his  w 
obliged  him  to  maintain  caasXnallj  the 
position.  His  jaomc)*  from  ibe  Apennine 
to  Naples,  bud  been  pvrfonocd  upon  a 
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Al  the  town  of  Benevento,  the  Prince  and  Cour- 
teiu;  had  fallen  in  with  Bome  Puglian  Barons 
uid  Knights  of  St.  John,  who  had  escaped  from 
tbe  Aeld  of  Aquila ;  and  this  circumstance  ac- 
counted for  the  martial  appearance  which  the 
io/bI  party  had  made  when  entering  the  capital. 

Though  his  hody  might  be  worn,  the  spirit 
of  Louis  was  unquellcd ;  and,  as  he  gazed  on 
ihe  faithful  few  who  surrounded  him,  his  eye 
llill  beamed  with  resolution  and  valour.  Joanna, 
nnce  her  first  embrace  of  transport,  had  never 
quitted  his  side.  She  now  fanned  his  fevered 
bnw;  she  checked  him  if  he  spoke  too  much, 
m  too  ardently ;  and  worthy  of  her  grandfather, 
ihe  great  King  Robert,  she  mingled  her  counsels 
•lib  those  of  the  Barons  around. 

Grouping  at  a  distance  were  the  maids  of 
HoDOur,  and  amidst  them  Amalia  was  seated ; 
ihev  witnessed  the  proceedings  in  the  royal  hall, 
for  the  customs  of  the  Court  permitted  the  pre- 
tnce  of  ladies  in  any  public  consultations  al 
irhicb  the  Queen  attended. 
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"  Thiuiks  to  yo  nil,  my  brave  a 
■mti  1'  Louis  WBK  henrd  lo  tmy  ;  "  yv  ocht 
in  biild«  uH  tli«t  wuriorB  could  do ;  ukl  Ik 
bnve  Caurtcttny  of  England  !  who  didst  n 
me  wlicn  Ukcn  primfwir ;  wlia  didst  wsLcl 
when  I  lay  woaoded  in  th«  Apcnntne  fbr< 
have  not  words  vrherenrith  to  iipenk  my  gntti 
In  the  presence  of  the  Barmis,  advanc«,  at 
my  nmsDtl,  the  Queen,  likewise  teodtr  (o 
her  itiaiiks." 

Amalia  IioMil  the  words  of  Lmns,  bnl 
nnaltl»  to  turn  her  eyes  lo  the  aceiie.  Hut  c 
glowed,  and  her  hinirt  fluttered  with  mi 
aenBations  of  love  and  delight.  Couttenay 
ped  forwards,  nnd,  dropping  m  ono  knee,  li 
the  fair  hand  which  Jonimn  extended  to  bli 

"  God  repay  tltee  for  thy  wrvices,  n£>bl< 
(Iter  I  if  it  be  nut  in  our  power  to  requite  tl 
exclaimed  the  Queen ;  "  I  shall  never,  wli 
retain  life,  forget  thy  fidelity  and  kindiM 
my  lord." 

Louis  oontiDuod  to  speak — "  The  ag;re« 
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HungBij,  Bnrons  nnd  Knights,  so  far  hath  pre- 
vuled;  but  let  us  not  despair. — Naples  is 
itroog— (here  are  thousands,  I  am  persuaded, 
ritbin  ber  walls,  who  will  nhed  the  last  drop  of 
iieiT  blood,  ere  yield  to  the  trans-Alpine  lobber. 
3  there,  then,  one  amongst  us  who  would  coun- 
el  for  a  surrender  T  who  desires  to  become  a 
oodmao  to  the  tyrant  of  Hungary  ?" 

The  Barons  returned  no  answer,  but  each  me- 
hanicallylaid  his  hand  upon  the  hilt  of  his  sword. 

"  I  will  receive  your  silence,  noble  friends, 
s  an  earnest  of  your  patriotic  resolution.  Yes, 
K  Qs  rally  our  troops— let  us  man  the  walls — 
n  us  hoist  the  standard  of  liberty,  and  Naples 
bill  yet  be  saved  !" 

"  Amen  !"  cried  (be  Batons ;  "  we  will  resist 
w  enemy,  while  we  have  power  to  wield  our 
VDrds — while  one  stone  remains  upon  another 
u  the  walls  of  Naples  I" 

"  Hay  God,  the  protector  of  innocence,  and 
w  punivher  of  guilt,  favour  our  cause !"  re- 
[Koded  Qaeen  Joanna. 


CHAPTER  XX. 


TBB     MAfllACni. 


—I  "m  •cHlod,  ud  fcoBt  «p, 

v^f\  oanoni  knot  ta  tiut  unihbt  (mu 

WHtLK  tlui  scenes  jiut  deschlied  were  p 
in  the  city  of  N«p)n,  the  Hungaruin  ibe 
was  steadily  adruicing  into  the  eountn 
gT«ot  was  the  terror  which  thv  &tal  ba 
Aquila  hid  iDstilled  into  the  miivds  of  the  j 
that,  wherttTtr  Uio  Htingartont  apfiean 
Neapolitaus  fled  before  them.  VilUga 
forsaken,  towns  were  racated,  and  every  s 
of  property  lay  at  the  mercy  of  the  spo 
Nothing  wms  to  Iw  Rcen  but  desolated  fiel 
MDokiiig  ruiiui.  In  the  once  happy  valli! 
heard  the  wail  of  the  widow,  as  fact  hosba 
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«bugbteretl  at  his  cottage  door.  The  ruined 
maiden  wept  oyer  her  violated  innocence ;  and 
fatherless  children  shrieked  in  their  mothers' 
■nns,  scarcely  able  to  comprehend  the  meaning 
at  Xboee  scenes  of  terror  and  desolation. 

Ax  yet  no  town  had  offered  resistance  to  the 
IBTuleT ;  but  the  Hungarian  army  arriving 
before  Benevenlo,  that  ancient  place  refused  to 
•peu  its  gates.  Whether  the  remains  of  classic 
■Btiquity  with  which  Benevento  abounds,  in- 
tfBtd  the  mhabitants  with  the  valour  of  by-gone 
tfea;  or  whether  the  remembrance  of  the  vic- 
loiy  gained  in  the  vicinity  by  Charles  of  Anjou, 
■Dd  which  bad  placed  the  Angevine  line  upon 
the  throne  of  Xaples,  filled  their  souls  with  sen- 
timents of  more  than  ordinary  altachinent  to 
Jvuuis,  it  would  be  difHcult  to  determine.  The 
Podesia,  however,  seconded  by  the  stout  old 
Duke  of  Benevento,  displayed  the  standard  of 
the  Queen,  posted  their  troops  along  the  walls, 
Bui  defied  the  uttramonlane  hordes. 

The  Hungarian  King  would  have  pressed  on 
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for  the  capttal,  bat  Ow  inaalence  of  thu 
cial  gDveraor  highly  oiuuperstnl  ten 
thflivfore  invested  the  rebplliotu  Town  < 
whole  army,  and  (ktonniiwil  npoo  mil 
tnhabttnnU  an  example  of  tarror,  wbici 
deter  oUivr  ptnoe*  rratn  a  fliroilar  miaui 

Tlw  b«^eiii;uering  eofriiiea  were  prepar 
ibe  troops  ready  to  assault  the  walU  ol 
veolo  al  D  mofiient't  notice. 

In  the  royal  pavitiim,  dtstini^iBhed  bt 
teats,  Uy  its  coxily  fiimiture,  axKl  its  mai 
gold  lop,  sat  the  despot  of  Hungary, 
a  middle-aged  man,  tall  and  gauut;  hit 
bad  littlo  oflhe  impreiM  ormyaltyslanp 
thorn  :  his  l>row-  was  lovr,  and  deeply  fii 
and  hifl  eyes  wore  einall,  but  they  ^« 
coals  of  fire.  He  was  a  tyrant  to  the  e 
the  term ;  one  of  those  men  who  Mem  a 
the  world  only  tu  diauoy  what  othnrs 
one  of  those  scourges  permtttcd  to  appca 
interval*  nf  ages,  whose  palfa  is  walL-m 
leant  of  tlwir  (wrsecnted  feUow  creatur 
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vboae  names  are  eDciicled  through  all  time  by 
1  faak)  of  blood. 

Before  the  monarch  Btood  two  individuals  who 
ltd  become  his  principal  advisers — the  Bishop 
)f  Waradin,  late  Friar  Robert,  and  the  Duke  of 
Oxmzzo;  the  latter  was  to  head  the  assault 
ipon  Beaeveoto,  and  he  now  waited  the  final 
srders  of  the  king. 

The  Royal  Hungarian,  whose  wrath  seldom 
bond  vent  in  stormy  exclamation,  spoke  bis 
Kntimeots  in  an  extremely  calm  and  deliberate 
nuiner.  Heretic  as  he  was,  defying  the  Pope, 
ubd  deriding  his  excommunication,  he  professed 
1  KTerence  for  divine  things,  and  affected  to  be 
gnemed  in  all  his  actions  by  the  principles  of 
religion. 

"  My  lord  Bishop,  and  noble  Duke,"  he  said; 
"  of  a  verity  we  shall  be  able  to  take  this  kennel 
of  dogs  on  the  first  assault.  Are  the  gibbets 
meted  whereon  to  hang  the  Podesta,  and  chief 
men?" 

Dorazzo  informed  him  that  the  gibbets  were 
prepared. 
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"Art  tbou  dreaming  of  mercy,  mjr  )ui 
ithop!"aslte(l  the Sorer^ignof  Robert;  "me 
tbou  float  \atA  pBSsing  Mffaite  f" 

"Mcrcjff  King  of  Hiu^ry!"  repli* 
Bishop,  uIjiutiBg  the  lofty  nitlre  oa  his  I 
"  tni«  Saint  Jerome  dnat  eonunand  a^  Ici 
mercy  ttvpn  nnto  out  foes;  but,  by  the  ' 
Motlier !  these  rebels  ore  more  than  oc 
enemies;  by  qucstionin|f  thy  rights,  the 
thy  crown  in  ji>npaniy :  thewHiwr,  Pn 
pem6  diffiu  mnt,  tite  chief  men  auxhl  to  pi 

"  The  death  of  a  few  principals,  holy  I 
will  Karccly  appniiM  my  indignadon.  . 
cious  tk^ !  n>ptile» !  daring  to  resial  ny 
and  benrd  mc  (o  my  facit  l^may  I,  doa 
think,  without  oncndiiig  Heaven,  order 
BUD  in  Benevenio  to  be  alnin  ?" 

"  Every  man  ? — let  me  reflect,  your  M 
— every  man  to  be  slaughtcrrd  T  what  d 
Jevriiih  leader  against  the  Cnnaanites,  lb 
tite«,  and  tlie  Ptirizule:)!  he  put  them  i 
sword  both  great  and  small,  because  ilu 
RstHt  the  Children  of  IsiaeL     Oh  King  of 
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gar;!  these  men  in  like  manner,  oppOBe  thee, 
tbeir  just  lord  and  master;  therefore,  I  am  of 
opinion,  that  without  offending  Heaven,  thou 
mayest  smite  th«n,  hip  and  thigh,  yea,  give 
Uwm  all  to  the  sword !" 

"  Thy  reasoning  is  just,  reverend  Bishop, 
wd  pletseth  me ;"  observed  Durazzo.  "  When 
■ill  your  Highness  dispatch  me  to  assault  the 
town!" 

"  Stay,  one  moment,  noble  Duke !"  said  the 
monarch  thoughtfully ;  "  thou  shall  flesh  thy 
valour  upon  the  miscreants  in  due  time.  Didst 
Ihoa  mean  to  assert,  Bisbop  of  Waradin,  by  thy 
«|He«sicm  of  "  smite  them  hip  and  thigh,"  that 
ill  the  women  and  children  also,  within  the  town, 
might  be  destroyed  T" 

"  Women  and  children  !  mulxerta  et  infaniet. 
I  did  not  state  quite  this,  my  stm  ;  but  let  me 
piHider — let  me  call  to  mind  our  canonical  laws, 
and  the  writii^  of  the  &thers ;  probably,  under 
ensting  dicumstances,  they  will  give  authority 
for  the  deed." 
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Nu  "milt:  rclnjced  tbe  Icalunii  nf  (Im  I 
Huitguy,  Tor  in  tJie  "  curtained  g)Min' 
beiuijhted  mind,  Ite  rcalljr  btlieved  thu 
sauctjiiiifid  his  proccvdingB,  while  ha  c 
the  wretched  Robert  An  orade  of  boly  « 

"  My  wrath !  my  wtath !"  aied  tbi 
"  I  Tcel  tlial  n  grester  obUtion  must  be  i 
tbc  allar  nf  juMtM,  than  the  nmple  dow 
fieueveiiUiiG  Burgbtm." 

"  I  admil,"  baiJ  Roherl,  "  that  thy  ct 
indignation  agunst  youder  lown  mte  j 
praisG-warthy."  The  Bisbop  bcnr,  U 
biainilre,  lifted  bishoadstoHeavcn.  "C 
Madouna  t  mm$l  mc  in  giviog  advicv  to  I 
Kii^.  for  tby  Benrant  is  weak ;  yn,  thoo 
hwdod  with  worldJy  hunuora  wbicb  I  dusp 
as  ■  worm  of  the  khI,  a  poor  Diring  child  ( 

"  Ha<tc  itieo,  Bishop  of  Waradiu  1"  tx 
the  monarcb. 

TW  PrL-lalv,  wiUi  lImj  nmUiuiee  of  i 
buuiihty,  replaced  ibe  Jewelled  mitic  i 
head. 
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"  Well,  my  son,  to  appease  thy  j  ust  wrath,  and 
to  strike  terror  into  thy  foes,  thou  dost  crave 
permissioD  to  smite,  tt^ether  with  the  men,  all 
the  women  and  children  in  Benevento.  Deua 
tuii :  the  women,  no  doubt,  have  incited  their 
husbands  to  be  rebellious ;  the  children,  should 
Ibey  be  suffered  to  attain  manhood,  would 
mutate  t^eir  stiff-necked  fathers :  this  being  the 
cue,  then,  it  will  be  an  act  of  necessity,  of  self- 
defence,  to  slaughter  great  and  small :  yea,  they 
merit  their  punishment ;  their  blood  be  upon  their 
ovn  beads.  Good  and  mighty  king !  with 
DDstHled  hands,  and  a  quiet  conscience,  thou 
mayest  issue  thy  orders  to  slay,  and  utterly 
exterminate  man,  woman,  and  child,  all  that 
livelh  in  the  rebellious  city  of  Benevento !" 

Such  WBS  the  decifflon  at  which  Robert,  Bishop 
ofWaradin,  arrived.  The  license  to  indulge  his 
blood-thirsty  propensities,  gave  high  satisfaction 
lo  the  Hungarian  King,  and  Durazzo  immediately 
ptoceeded  to  carry  the  barbarous  decree  into 
execution. 

VOL.  It.  K 
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TIIR  KIVaLS. 

WhU!  woulAit  thou  haras  Mfp«i«dactlMBt« 

Till  thir  and  classic  City  of  Beaeroa' 
asssullad  with  great  fury  by  the  Duke  of  Di 
iu  a  dioTt  timo  it  wu  caplared,  and 
inhabilantA,  iritb  the  cxcepUon  ofa  few  « 
escaped  to  the  tnounUiina,  and  some  tnaal 
wen  raserved  for  the  chief  Huugaiiiui  o 
were  pot  to  death.  Tbis  iobaman  ma 
vrorttty  of  aa  Alaric,  at  a  Jenghis  Khau, 
instil  terror  into  thu  nutids  of  kkdo  of  Um 
politons;  but  it  raiud  the  fury  of  oil 
niadiiusi.  In  liic  capita],  bowever,  the  i 
genco  created  tJie  utmost  excitemnDl  and  di 
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Tie  l^sm-Alpine  tyrant  was  in  earnest 
anvetsitum  with  tus  counsellor,  the  Bishop  of 
Windin,  when  Durazzo  entered  his  presence, 
mltiiig  from  the  ehiughter  of  the  innocent  people. 
^  hmbi  were  weary,  hia  features  were  grim 
rilh  dost  and  blood,  and  he  flung  down  his  iron 
[umtleU  and  crimKned  sword,  exclaiming  that 
Ik  had  perfbnned  a  work  that  day  worthy  of  the 
Viceroy  of  Naples.  The  king  greeted  him  with 
i  ibew  of  cordiality ;  we  scarcely  can  say  which 
]f  the  two  possessed  the  hlacker  heart,  or  was 
1^  most  accomplished  villain.  Each  had  his 
own  motiTes  of  action,  and  carried  out  bis  own 
plu  of  B^randizement ;  but  it  was  certain  that 
t^tf  were  deadly  enemies,  suspicious  of  each 
other,  and  seeking  every  opportunity  to  wreak 
personal  vengeance. 

The  Hungarian  King,  Durazzo  and  the  Prelate 
at  down  to  a  repast  in  the  royal  tent.  It  was 
Kuly  coBcloded,  and  their  attendants  had  with- 
dn«ii,with  the  exception  of  the  Bishop's  Servitor, 
Fortsler,  when.  Durazzo  from  extreme  fatigue, 
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sank  into  a  deep  sleep,  witb  1 
besidfi  bim. 

Tbti  nuinarcfa  gazed  upon  the  dumbcni 
be  conndcrod,  to  a  C4!itun  cxlcDt,  hitrin 
feelingi  of  iiuxpicssibld  hatred.  He 
|irivate  cause,  also,  fot  Itarbouring  etiiiul3r 
him :  Punzxo  Ud  maicicd  covorllr 
Joanna's  lister,  tl)i:  lady  of  vrbom  tiie  Hv 
had  been  dveplj  cnainaared.  but  whose  I 
we  have  stated  on  a  previous  occaaen, 
vainly  imliciled. 

The  monarch  beckoned  Robert  asi< 
cooTcrced  wiUi  his  favooiite  id  a  low  ve 

"  Tiill  me,  good  Robertr  be  aaid,  la 
finger  upon  tlio  Fralale'it  robe ;  "  tell  i 
Ihou  diMt  imagine  Duraxzo's  real  motiv 
in  inviting  me  tn  NopleB." 

"  Not  to  revenge  tliy  brother's  d. 
suspect;"  answered  tho  malidons  Eccl< 
to  whom  Diirnzzu  wnslikcwiaoobooxious 
thai  tliou  niightst  enjoy  thy  just  boriu 
crown  of  Naples ;  but  that  he,  thnngh  tliy 
nigbt  eVDiitually  become  king." 
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"  King  ?  how  ?"  exclaimed  the  Hungarian  ; 
"the  TiUaJn  himaelf  become  king?  thou  dost 
Ktonish  me,  my  lord  Bishop !" 

"  Svimissd  voce,  softly,  my  son,  and  I  will 
lbo«  tbee  how.  I  intended  ere  long  to  unbosom 
uj  Buspicions  unto  thee,  even  if  thou  hadst  not 
Miidied  mesoto  do.  Know  then,  theDuke  is  not 
nffidently  [wwerful  to  cope  with  the  adulteress 
loauoa  alone  :  so  it  appears  to  me  he  hath  even 
■BOt  for  thee  to  expel  her  with  her  paramour 
Louia :  this  being  ellected,  I  am  strongly  of 
Bpioion  that  he  intends  to  compass  ihy  destruc- 
tion, and,  with  his  wife  Maria,  to  ascend  the 
ttrone," 

The  Monarch  arose  in  a  fury,  and  his  sword 
lew  from  its  scabbard. 

"  II  is  as  thou  dost  say  !  dotard  that  I  was  to 
0ue  my  confidence  in  this  Neapolitan  Duke! 
but,  by  the  Lord,  he  shall  die  this  moment !" 

"Hold!  hold!  my  son:  iram  cohibere  conve- 
lit;  bridle  thy  rage  ;  I  state  my  conviction,  yet 
il is  bat  a  surmise  after  all;  we  have  no  proof 
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u  yvt  to  jaMify  such  a  Tiolenl  procei 
tltc  wmld.- 

"  IJe  shall  diet"  Kpeated  the  fo^Hu 
"  but,  Hearen  nasoil  toe !  I  willnot  pc 
hand  with  the  mbcreant's  blood." 

"  Tbou  dost  gjKak  wisely ;"  said  Rd 
iUQg  must  not  dcBiroo  himselT  by  pi 
witb  hiK  own  hood,  tus  crimiDal  vassals 
beit,  on  second  Ihoughis,  I  am  of  opinio 
might  die  to  advantage  litis  hour.* 

"  But  tbe  world — the  necessary  pro 
Lbnu  dost  hint  of,  holy  Bishop  V 

"  My  SOD,  in  an  affair  of  ibis  high 
Heaven  will  pardon  a  lildti  artifice  dd 
of  its  aerTants.  We  will  state  that 
expired  in  the  king's  tent,  in  conseq 
seTcre  wounds  received  in  tbe  liit«  aasa 

"  Good,  my  lord  Bishop.  Bui  w 
dispatch  the  traitor  T  beahrew  me,  bnw 
he  •ileepn  yonder  V 

"  I  dare  not  myiotf  undeitake  tbe 
avenger ;  but  as  Jad  ton  the  nail  into  the 


THB  BITALfl.  1^ 

of  the  BlDmbaiog  Siseta,  my  faithful  henchman 
ihtll  rid  the  earth  of  this  dangerous  plotter." 

Forester,  daring  the  whispered  conveisation 
of  the  king  and  his  coansellor,  had  stood  in  a 
nmote  ooiner  of  the  tent.  The  personal  ap- 
peannce  of  out  old  Mend  had  undergone  a 
rtriking  alteration  since  we  last  beheld  him  at 
Naples :  with  hia  moster'i  advancement,  he  had 
usoEoed  gayer  apparel;  his  party-coloured 
doublet  was  girded  by  a  flowing  green  sash ;  a 
little  Hungarian  mantle,  tastefully  embroidered, 
dropped  over  bis  right  shoulder ;  his  boots  wero 
of  yeUow  leather,  and,  in  his  flat  cloth  cap,  a 
kern's  feather  nodded  "  knowingly"  on  one  side. 

Rirfiert  beckoned,  and  Forester,  with  reverence 
in  his  manner  approaching  to  awe,  drew  near 
the  royal  table. 

"  Sirrah!"  said  the  Bishop,  "  we  wish  thee 
to  perform  a  little  act  of  usefulness  to  thy  King 
and  country." 

A  low  genuflection  on  the  part  of  Forester, 
i  that  his  services  were  at  their  disposal. 
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"  Being  an  EngUshinan,  1  prestnne,"  n 
Mooaicb,  "  tbou  haxt  a  steadr  band,  and  i 
nt  not  tmta  cold  steel." 

"  Steady  hand — cold  stce) — ^reol  Kui{ 
dm  me,  T  do  not  exactly  undeT&Iand ;  I 
yotir  Highness  romni  to  auk  if  I  have  a 
hand  it)  guiding  the  cold  sirrl  ovrr  the 
bMrd,  I'll  jiuld  to  no  ooc  in  that  particu 
of  buMncn." 

Robert  immediBlely  undeceived  the  s 
and,  iwlding  the  King's  dagp^r  towani 
commanded  bim,  in  a  peremptory  mar 
strike  it  into  ttie  beorl  of  the  slumbering  D 

Forester  drew  back — be  was  stndt 
with  amazement  and  borror ;  he  lnMnbl< 
head  to  foot;  and  nothing  could  be  more  ' 
ihan  the  whole  appearance  of  this  mui  el 

■•  What!-  cried  tlie  Prelate;  •■  doMtl 
aitale  lo  perform  our  beliest  7  sirmb  I  ti 
wreapon  !" 

Forester  at  length  foond  power  to  spci 
inurmtind  in  broken  and  Ikltertiig  acc«nL 
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"  Dost  thou  ask  me,  my  lord  Bishop,  to  kill 
the  nytl  Duke  of  Durazzo !  my  am,  I  grant, 
is  ^n»g  enough,  nor  do  I  fear  to  wield  a  dagger; 
but  great  King  of  Hungary,  and  holy  Bishop  of 
Wara^ !  I  pray  yoa  to  send  for  an  assassin  to 
peHbrm  that  deed  of  butchery ;  for  my  heart  aick* 
ens,  and  my  nature  revolts  at  it." 

"  And  why,  thou  brainless  villain !"  asked 
Robert:  "  didst  thou  not  tell  me  that,  io  the 
Tilla  at  Baiie,  Durazzo  once  threatened  thy  life? 
rerrage  thyself,  men,  revenge  thyself  I" 

"  We  Englishmen,"  continued  the  henchman, 
"  fear  not  blood ;  nor  do  we  hesitate  to  stab  and 
to  slay  in  honourable  warfare ;  but  to  plunge 
Out  dagger  into  the  heart  of  one  who  is  slum- 
bering— it  would  be  cowardly,  it  would  be  hor- 
ribly base !  my  conscience  would  never  sleep 
tfterwards :  God  would  never  for^ve  me — no 
neret!" 

"  Dim>«^ted  and  scrupulous  foo) !"  said  Ro- 
bert; "  be  there  error  is  the  deed  I  will  absolve 
tbee ;  yet  if  I  see  do  crime  in  ridding  Najdes  of 


iU  efaiaf  eaamy,  bow  darest  (bmi  inmfa 
sadk  can  exist  I  take  tfao  weapon,  then 
aeest  wtuira  the  Duke's  thnat  in  ancor 
sihke  lli«rel" 

"  Ajr>"  wbispcrcd  tb«  Mwwrch,  willi 
palling  scowl ;  "  do  ai  thou  art  ccimmww 
by  Hcsven !  tbou  sbalt  die  thyself !" 

Forvslvt  wns  in  a  dnadfai  itate  of  a| 
Ta  munlcT  BDotlier,  or  ti>  submit  tn  be  m 
hiinMlf— «ucb  was  Ibe  choice  girvu  him. 
disinlerested,  and  coDsdentiMe  racn  t1 
Servitor,  if  placed  in  a  similar  position. 
barb  been  biased,  perluipR,  by  that  u. 
law  ormtoTD— solf-prcscmttioQ.  It  is  no 
urdttiary,  therefore,  that  the  Englisliniau 
10  de^peralion,  ncrvrd  \ust  heut,  and  i 
the  weapon  from  the  baod  of  his  blootj 


He  8p[m»chGd  the  slumbering  Dorax 
a  steallby  slcp ;  the  life  of  this  dark  bd 
tiouB  intri|;n«r  socmcd  to  nbiate  in  the  1 
and  to  hang  by  n  thread ;  yd  FoMtater  o 
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be  aid  to  desig;n  murder,  being  compelled  on 
peril  of  his  own  life,  to  commit  the  dreadful  deed. 
He  stood  with  the  weapon  gleaming  above  his 
rictim ;  those  fiery  eyes  were  sealed,  and  that 
lately  working  brow  was  calm — will  he  awake 
■gain  before  the  judgment-day  1 — the  wretched 
Forester  was  about  to  dash  the  steel  into  the 
■leeper's  bosom,  when  the  latter,  as  if  from  a 
dream,  suddenly  started,  and  sprang  upon  his 
feet. 
"  Ha !  villain  1"  exclaimed  the  Duke  ;  "  what 
thou  ?  what  wouldst  thou  do  with  that 


weapon? 

Forester  whose  blood  ran  cold,  Eind  whose 
knees,  for  very  terror,  knocked  each  other,  made 
a  retrograde  movement;  but  presently  reco- 
veiing  his  pmence  of  mind,  and  bitting  with  his 
natural  shrewdnesB,  upon  a  plausible  tale,  he 
stammered : — 

"  The — the— this  dagger  t — I  am  sorry,  your 
Grac^  that  my  step  across  the  tent  should  have 
Biroke  you  from  your  sleep." 
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"  Knare  t  what  didst  tltoa  ioteikl  wi£ 
weapon,  I  demand  ?  for,  by  the  Btndded 
perceive  it  belongs  to  the  King." 

"  Yes,  sootbly  it  does ;"  answered  Foi 
"  I  heard  his  Highness  say  that  his  dagger 
an  edge,  and  being  somewhat  adroit  at 
ening  weapons,  I  offered  my  serrices ; 
lord  Duke,  I  was  just  in  the  act  of  steppi 
to  the  Bishop's  tent,  when  yoor  Grace  a 
denty  awoke." 

The  penetratii^  Durazzo,  so  rarely  dei 
was  for  once  overreached  by  the  subtle  E 
man ;  the  deadly  suspicion,  which  at  fii 
sessed  his  •mind,  entirely  vanished.  A 
relaxed  his  harsh  features ;  he  bade  the  E 
b^one,  and  stalked  towards  the  Kinf 
seemed  calmly  conversing  with  the  ] 
Robert,  in  the  further  compartment  ol  the 
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AB  whom  «Im  lovad  od  earth  were  Uten  to  die ; 
Aadthajmnitperlall  rrom  her,  one  bjooe, 
Aad  ber  mil  Umd  with  e«eli,  till  lU  m  gone. 

(My. 

NiGBT  had  deepened;  the  soft  and  silver- rays 
<^  the  Bummer  moon  were  falling  on  an  antique 
otss  of  stone  which  stood  by  the  way  side  about 
>  mile  &om  BeDevento.  The  hum  of  the  vast 
Hungarian  army  was  heard  from  the  distance 
like  the  nub  of  mighty  waters ;  all  beside  was 
quiet:  the  beetle  winged  her  "  drowsy  fiigfat;" 
the  night-breeze  kissed  the  slumbering  rose's 
dewy  lip:  sod  the  stars  looked  at  their  own 
sweet  eyes  in  the  bright  and  sheety  river. 

At  the  foot  of  the  stone  cross  a  woman  was 
kneeling;   her  hands  clasped,  and  her  tearful 
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gaze  tivetled  oo  tfasl  coitilem  of  Cbriat'i  i 
logs,  she  appeared  abstTbcd  in  pcnj-er. 
Iieftd  WHS  pnrtially  enrclaped  in  a  dork 
bond,  and  a  rich  mantle  of  the  cane  tn 
was  dtamt  around  her  alight  and  gmcefiil 
from  the  elegance  of  hec  costume,  w  well 
indcacribablc  nobtlity  of  soul  that  breathe 
her  classic  and  pale  features,  the  was  ew 
a  peraon  nniDTed  from  the  canmioa  spt 
lif«. 

Her  advTdtiun  having  been  oompldc 
lady  seated  hursclf  »»  the  turf;  ahe  tr 
violiintljr,  and  appeared  even  afraid  to  a 
eyes  around  ht^r ;  and  prusently  stooping 
with  her  haoda  covoritig  her  face,  she  bu 
tears. 

The  heait-bioken  and  desoUlc  feraalt 
(irat  of  that  oroas,  waa  the  wife  of  tbe  I 
Durozzo. 

Maria  had  not  beheld  her  husband  sti 
period  when,  having  bc&tuwed  on  bim  UnV 
alleiitioii  and  care,  she  saw  him  rise  cui 
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ceot  tmu  a  bed  of  sickness.  She  was  now  fully 
awire  that  he  had  participated  in  the  murder  of 
Prmce  Andrea,  and  she  knew  him  to  be  a  traitor 
to  the  Queen  her  sister ;  yet  she  loved  him  stilL 
It  ia  stnoge,  but  so  are  we  constituted ;  we  may 
conceive  a  deep  passifm,  although  conscious  the 
vhik  of  the  unirarthineas  of  the  object :  we  may 
detest  the  person's  character,  and  convince  our 
leasm  of  oar  dotage  and  error ;  but  the  heart, 
Lite  heart,  will  not  be  guided  by  the  spirit's  will ! 

Maria,  after  the  night  on  which  her  old  do- 
mestic Goido  first  brought  her  intelligence  of  the 
battle  of  Aquila,  had  heard  from  time  to  time 
of  the  rapid  progress  of  the  Hungarians,  and  the 
fearful  outrages  they  committed.  Her  husband, 
■be  well  knew,  continued  with  the  enemy ;  fame 
gave  a  trumpet-tongue  to  his  deeds  of  blood, 
and  he  was  spoken  of  as  the  most  active  and 
■cieotific  general  in  the  army  of  the  trans-Alpine 
King. 

Ruin  darkened  over  the  land,  and  worse  than 
rain  menaced  her  sister  Joanna  whom  she  sin> 
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cerely  bved.  She  dared  not  betray  Du 
by  unfolding  the  truth :  she  dared  not  cas 
self  at  the  feet  of  the  Queen,  since  J 
would,  without  a  doubt,  believe  her  in  1 
with  her  ambitious  husband,  the  berth  pi 
to  supplant  her,  and  mount  the  throne. 
remain  inactive  amidst  such  a  state  of  1 
surpassed  her  powers  of  forbearance  :  hei 
science  bitterly  reproached  her  for  not  1 
more  resolutely  stood  between  the  aspirin 
razzo  and  the  ruin  of  her  country :  yet 
even  now  whispered  that  it  was  not  too 
slie  would  fly  to  her  husband  ere  the  in' 
army  bad  marched  upon  Naples,  and,  I; 
treaties  and  tears,  prevail  upon  him  to  r 
the  innocent,  to  spare  Joanna,  and  couns 
Hungarian  King  to  slaughter  no  more  of  a 
wlio  liad  rendered  him  no  injuiy. 

In  pursuance  of  this  resolution,  she  had 
neyed  to  Beaevento  attended  only  by  her  fi 
servant,  the  old  Guido;  yet  it  was  but  m 
prior  to  the  time  that  we  have  introduced 
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ottr  pages,  tliftt  this  Ttaliaa  SeniiSre  was  slain. 
A  Hungarian  coorier  passing  rapidly  on  faorse- 
tnck.'becaose  the  poor  fellow  did  not,  or  could  not 
iDDTe  out  of  the  path  so  speedily  as  the  rufBan 
wished,  had  thrust  his  spear  at  him,  which,  en- 
tering his  breast,  caused  his  death  on  the  spot. 

Haria  was  now  alone,  fearful  and  agitated 
indeed,  and  supported  only  by  a  consideration 
of  the  iinp<M:tance  attached  to  her  mission.  She 
was  within  a  short  distance  of  Benevento,  but 
the  frightful  massacre  of  its  inhabitants  had  been 
perpetrated ;  the  scene  was  as  a  desert  place ; 
DO  dtizeo  harried  along  the  once  busy  thorough- 
tue,  and  each  peasant's  cabin  was  tenantless, 
for  erery  Italian  who  had  escaped  the  sword  of 
the  enemy,  bad  fled  to  the  neighbouring  moun- 
tains. 

Bat  bow  was  a  frail  woman  to  pass  through 
>  camp  of  rude  soldiery  ?  would  not  the  Hunga- 
rians offer  her  insult,  or  stop  her  progress  ? 
vete  she  to  declare  herself  to  be  Durazzo's  wife, 
who  would  believe  the  talel  would  they  not 
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olloas  bewt  of  tbe  beibaioas  Hongariao.    At 

length  Maria  bethought  her  of  mooey ;  and  gold, 

the  true  cake  to  Cerberus,  triampbed  over    and 

sileaced  the  scniples  of  tbe  aoldiei. 
The  lady  tremblingly  wound  ber  way  amid 

the  tents,  where  some  had  reUred  to  abimber, 
aad  othen  to  indulge  those  bibaciaus  propensities 

vhich  characterized  tbe  Hungarians  of  that  age. 

As  she  passed  on,  ribald  language,  aiid  sboots 
of  merriment  assailed  ber  ears;  and  sbe  feared 
to  make  ioquiries  relative  to  the  direction  sbe 
should  pursue  in  order  to  find  Dnrazzo.  A 
dnmken  het/duke,  or  foot-sddier,  now  reeled 
■cross  ber  path,  and  rudely  seized  her  by  tbe  arm. 
"  What !  my  lily  of  Italy  1  hast  tbou  escaped 
the  bloody  camival  we've  been  keeping  in  Bene- 
Teoto  ymiderl  and  comest  seeking  a  lover 
imaag  our  brave  feUows  berel  by  king  Stephen's 
crown  !*  but  thou  shalt  find  me  handsomer  thao 

*  Tlk«  biBoai  Hunguiui  cromi  ofmoit  coitljvoTkniuiihip, 
*UA  wu  giTsn  bj  Pops  SilTwtci  to  Kiog  Stephen  in  the 
eWcntk  eantoij. 
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ralher  contider  tier  an  bniNmlor,  or  n  fn 
Ugtil  chKrader,  aiu)  treoL  her  u  muA 
CODW  what  may,  ahe  must  see  her  huabai 
on  Uu)  morraw,  w  twd  ll  been  mnuran 
Hungarian  Kii^  woald  amtuwe  bu  ma 
order  to  attack  the  fated  capitaL 

Sbo  arose  in  indcdmoo — the  seated 
ogain,  still  tn^mbling  and  wircping.  At 
■he  seemed  (o  IiaTe  n«rved  lii^r  ticart.  and 
a  reaolutioD,  far  she  bent  nncn  more  be 
cnmt  of  bsr  worslitp,  soliciting  divine  pra 
and  tlieii  burned  along  tlie  road  in  Ui< 
Uon  of  the  Hungarian  ounp. 


"  An  Italian  art  thou,  my  pretty  Jon 
said  a  sentinel  to  Mario,  as  the  latter  enda 
to  pasa  one  of  ilie  enemy's  outposts.  "  S 
I'm  not  one  though  to  be  won  over  by  beaa 
baps  thou  art  a  spy  from  Naples  emplD^-ni 
Jezebel  Joanna;  tliou  mtmt  advance  oo  f 

Her  agonized  and  pleading  looks,  bi 
and  supplications,  worked  no  effect  d 
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csJioDs  heart  of  the  barbarous  Hungarian.  At 
lei^  Maria  bethought  ber  of  money ;  and  gold, 
the  true  cake  to  Cerberus,  triumphed  over  and 
silenced  the  scruples  of  the  soldier. 

The  lady  tremblingly  wound  her  way  amid 
the  tents,  where  some  had  retired  to  slumber, 
kod  otboa  to  indulge  those  bibadous  propensities 
which  characterized  the  Hungarians  of  that  age. 
As  she  passed  on,  ribald  language,  and  shouta 
(^  merrimeot  assailed  ber  ears ;  and  she  feared 
to  make  inquiries  relative  to  the  direction  she 
duuld  pursue  in  order  to  find  Durazzo.  A 
dnaken  heyduke,  at  foot-soldier,  now  reeled 
icross  her  path,  and  rudely  seized  her  by  the  arm. 

"  What !  my  lily  of  Italy  1  hast  tbou  escaped 
the  bloody  carnival  we've  been  keeping  in  Bene- 
nnlo  yonder  I  and  contest  seeking  a  lover 
uuDg  our  brave  fellowa  here?  by  king  Stephen's 
avwD  \*  but  thou  ahalt  find  me  handsomer  thaa 

*  Tbt  &mou  HuDguiui  crown  of  moitcostljwoikiiiaiiahip, 
■U  ma  giroi  bj  Pope  Bilraiter  U  King  Stephen  in  the 
>lnmh  cflBtnij. 
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any  miymkte  of  them  all ! — eo,  my  Uuty 
Soatb  !  trip  Ihoa  at  onoe  tn  lojr  teoL" 

The  sgiution  and  lenor  of  31am  n 
concvirnl ;  sbo  strogglcd  in  the  rude  gnsf 
iiiloxicaled  RoUicr;  sbe  sluieked  aloud,  t 
criea  only  tiad  the  effect  of  drawing  arou 
mme  of  the  heyduke's  friends,  wbi>  iiur 
shouts  of  lnughl«r,  and  cheered  tlie  ruitiai 

"  What  goes  ferwatd  here,  my  mif 
exdatroed  a  man  ippToachin^  tlw  group, 
gold  laced  cap  and  feaihiT,  richly  trnibn 
nuLDtle,  and  short  gilt&taS*,  dctiotedhiiuas 
a  civil  appoinUnoflt  ander  some  Uungnrii 
or  high  ecclesiastic. 

"  Nothing  of  any  moment,  iair  sir;" 
a  by-standor.     "  It  is  h«l  Huntadvs  of  ih 
axe  troop  claiming  his  styuetlu-art." 

But  the  man  witli  tlie  gilt  sulT,  havin) 
Maria's  cries  and  expustuUtioos,  stimie 
atraDgcty  excited — "  Make  wny,  kivnvc 
exclaunedi  tlirusLing  aside  the  meo,  am 
biting  his  baton  of  oiSce — "  yn  know  n 
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let  any  uldier  resist  my  commands  at  his 
peril!" 

In  Aootfaer  minute  the  speaker  stood  before 
ihe  distressed  lady,  and,  as  the  strong  moonlight 
fell  apcm  her  &ce,  he  seemed  to  recollect  her 
pale  and  agitated  features;  Maria,  likewise, 
recognized  in  him  an  individual  whom  she  had 
bequoitly  seen  in  the  Castel-Nuoro  at  Naples. 

"  Save  me !"  she  cried,  rushing  towards  him, 
tai  clinging  to  his  arm;  "  do  I  not  behold  Father 
Robert's  attendant  7 — kind,  kind  Forester,  save 
me!" 

"  I  will.  Duchess !"  cried  the  honest  fellow, 
scowling  on  those  around  him ;  "  ye  little  ween, 
Hungarians,  whom  ye  have  insulted;  but  let 
me  pass  forward  with  the  lady,  or  I  will  not 
ftnswer  for  your  heads." 

The  men,  bound  to  respect  the  authority  of  a 
Bishop's  henchman,  and  perceiving  that  the 
female  was  indeed  a  person  of  some  consequence, 
slunk  back,  and  offered  no  further  molestation, 

"  Take  me  to  my  husband's  tent,  good  For- 
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ester;  and  if  gold  will  repaj  thee  for  thy  kind 
thou  shalt  ere  long  receive  ample  recompen 

"  Honoured  lady  !  for  serving  such  as 
Dot  gold,  but  a  remembrance  of  the  action  wi 
a  sufScient  reward." 

And  he  who,  a  few  hoars  previously,  i 
the  direction  of  his  iniquitovs  master,  i 
have  driven  the  steel  into  the  heart  of  Mi 
husband,  now  conducted  her,  with  the  tend 
care,  to  the  tent  which  he  occupied. 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 

THB   BDPPLICATION. 

With  eya  of  tcan.  Hid  lip  of  piBjir, 
BLa  kaaeU  to  him  who  will  not  ipim, 
Tm  though  be  cnuh  lo*e'«  fond  eDdwTOiir, 
Tboof^  hop*  maj  Am,  kod  fata  maj  mtct, 
H«r  h«ut  will  Iots  hai  loid  for  srer. 

JfS. 

Tfli  policy  of  Dunzzo  waa  to  render  the  Hon- 
^■han  King  ia  the  ejea  of  the  people  as  cruel 
ud  ^ratmical  as  possible,  for  on  the  odium  which 
might  attach  to  hia  diaracter,  he  based  his  hopes 
of  raising,  bj  and  bye,  a  general  rebellion  against 
luiD,  and  thereby  supplanting  him  in  the  kiog- 
dom.  This  Tiev  of  his  position,  independently 
(tf  his  own  blood-thiis^  nature,  will  in  part  ac- 
aaal  fn  bis  sanguinary  deeds,  sioce  he  professed 
iBoiself  to  be  but  an  instrument  in  the  bands  of 
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tlio  Monarch.  Truu,  h«  yru  ta  wmx  « 
hi»  country,  yet  he  Iwpird  liereaAvr  tn  m 
appear  that  he  bad  waged  war  tiol  ajpiui 
country,  but  its  corrupt  rulers — Jouu 
Prince  LouU. 

Tlie  Duh«,  by  the  light  of  ft  ctcswM 
bung  from  the  summit  orbU  tent,  was  now 
orer  a  ilmwing  or  chart  of  the  Bay  and  ( 
XapW,  He  was  in  reality,  (he  leader 
ioTading  army  ;  (or  the  King  o(  lluRgar^- 
evrr  he  might  mistrust  his  ultimate  inl? 
and  resolve  to  frustrate  tbrm,  placed  ii 
confidence  in  hia  abilities  as  a  general. 

Dunuzo  was  rcTolring  in  his  mind  tt 
manner  for  conducting  the  intended  assaul 
the  capital.  The  weakest  poinLi  of  Ibi 
walls,  and  the  lowers  that  oSeted  the  g 
probability  of  fiuccess  by  trscatad*.  were  tl 
jflcts  to  which  his  attention  was  dirvctod. 
city  won.  Queen  Joanna  and  her  pai 
would  be  cntDpdled  to  fly,  or  yield  theni 
prUooera  of  state ;  and  the  momentoos  qt 
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would  in  a  brief  time  be  decided,  for  it  had  been 
resolred  to  put  the  troops  in  motion  on  the  ensu- 
ing day. 

The  curtain  of  the  Duke's  tent  was  gently 
Dored  aside,  and  the  slight  figure  of  Maria,  in 
ber  dark  velvet  babit,  tremblingly  advanced. 
Before  Dnrazzo  had  perceived  the  intruder,  she 
had  sank  upon  her  knees.  He  then  raised  his 
head,  and  gazing  on  that  pallid  iace,  on  which 
the  dim  lamp  cast  even  a  whiter  lustre — those 
clasped  hands,  and  streaming  eyes,  while  the 
beautiful  masses  of  her  raven  hair  fell  in  disorder 
on  her  ridi  dress,  he  started  back  as  if  an  appa- 
rition of  some  blest  being  with  whom  bis  guilty 
uol  could  hold  no  communion,  was  bending  be- 
fore him. 

"  Art  tbou  ignorant  who  I  am?"  faltered  Ma- 
ria .  "  dost  thou  not  know  thy  own  wife !' 

"  Ha !"  cried  Durazzo,  recollecting  himself; 
"  and  what  dost  thou  here  7  I  did,  in  truth  ex- 
pect the  Witch  of  Endor  to  appear  before  me, 
Boooer  than  thyself." 
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"  Pntdon  IDC !  1  could  not  loiui^ar  < 
lullMl^-lbrgivft  me,  Ourauo !" 

"  CiMifii!  this  tncic  mumoiery ! — what 
business  with  me,  I  nsk  T" 

"  ]  havt:  OQtbeheUl  Hum  (at  aatay  bngi 
ntiA  A  wife's  solicitude  bt  her  ab>cnt  lot 
surely  woU  be  excused." 

"  Is  UiiB  all !  I  would  have  sent  Tor  tli 
bod  AR'ded  thy  prcseiwo :  ibou  lisst  tct 
impnuiently :  but  as  the  Sainls  live )  th 
not  be  rocngniwd  here." 

"  One  moment  hear  me,  Durazu!** 

"  Nay,  Dot  a  miunent — 1  will  imnii 
order  setrunts  whom  1  can  trust,  to  la 
hBck  lo  tbo  villa." 

"  No,  no  t"  cried  Maria,  "  do  not,  I 
thoe.  do  not  send  me  so  hastily  from  thci 

8hQ  drew  nearer,  and.  clamping  ber  hi 
knees,  looked  ptI«onsly  into  his  boe. 

"  Yon  hare  not  inquired  refipcding  c 
one.  Durazxo — have  you  no  regard  for 
lant  son !' 
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The  father  shaded  his  eyes;  his  heart  half 
relented,  and  bis  savage  nature  warmed  towards 
the  faithful  creature  at  hia  feet. 

"  Yes,  I  love  the  urchiOf  and  thee  loo,  thou 
sillj  wench.  Come,  cease  tlus  needless  agita- 
tion; I  tell  thee  I  am  Dot  angry  wiUi  thee." 

Maria,  subdued  by  those  words  of  unwonted 
kindness,  hung  on  bis  neck,  and  ehed  tears  of 
joy  upon  his  bosom.  Hers  was  one  of  those 
spirits  not  frequently  met  witli  in  the  chilled  at- 
mosphere which  encompasses  the  high  and  nobly 
born;  spihtswhosefidelity  no  neglect,  no  cruelty 
can  shake,  and  whose  love  is  strong  as  death. 

"  Thou  shiouldst  remain  with  me,  Maria,"  ob- 
served  the  Duke,  "  but  our  army  marches  upon 
Naples  to-morrow,  therefore  I  must  perforce 
tend  thee  away." 

Maria  trembled  and  gasped  for  breath  ;  she 
knew  not  how  to  commence  her  prayer,  or  dis- 
close the  great  object  of  her  visit 

"  Harch  for  Naples  (o-morrow,  Durazzo  7 
kind  Heaven  forbid !" 

L  2 
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"  And  wherctbni  '  ffirbld  V  thtnt  shook 
ther  rojtnce  thst  oar  labours  un  drawini 
dose,  thit  the  ^nl  is  nt  hand,  anil  that  the 
portan  applet  are  aIo»st  wilkm  mj  gratp, 

"  Mm  I  Durnzzn,  I  cannot  cxtntempb 
invasion  of  this  coiintiy  by  a  barbarous  < 
in  tbe  Mino  light  as  thou  dost : — thy  dcscr 
the  Qaeen — nay,  do  not  ftonrn  on  me ; 
argue  th«  question  no  more.  Yet  I  ba< 
prayer  to  make  before  thou  do<ii  quit  Beae 
and  it  is  for  this  I  have  traTcIIed  weoty 
that  I  have  ventured  through  a  camp  o 
snldiery.  The  past  csmnot  be  recalled, 
will  never  betray  thee ;  but  we  are  still  n 
of  oar  future  actions.  Dutazto,  there  is 
beyond  that  blue  vault  which  now  extatii 
us  !  Hifl  ey«  is  on  thee,  and  me,  and  thi 
of  oounllcBS  beings  arounil !" 

She  paused — there  was  a  solefnnity 
manner,  and  im  earnestness  in  bM*  lifUsl  i 
countei^oe,  that  awed  even  the  dark  Sf 
Oio  unbelieving  Durazzo. 
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"  He  can  fiwgive  all  criinea,  nor  are  thine  or 
mine  bejro&d  the  pale  of  mercy :  but  continuanGe 
in  gnih,  aooner  or  later,  will  rouse  the  lightnings 
of  his  wzath.  Ob!  then,  Durazzo,  my  dear 
hnsband !  stay  thy  course — it  is  not  yet  too  late. 
ReOect  on  the  great  wrong  thou  dost  to  an  inno- 
cent Queen,  and  the  desolation  and  misery  thou 
brii^est  upco  thy  country." 

Dnrazzo  began  to  evince  extreme  impatience, 
■nd  half  thrust  his  wife  from  faim. 

"  Thy  counsels  have  weight  with  the  Hunga- 
rian Kii^;  I  ask  thee  not  to  betray  the  real 
MsawiwB  of  his  brother  Andrea,  but  thou  canst 
issore  him  that  my  sister  is  innocent,  and  there- 
fiire,  since  he  comes  to  punish  theguil^,  Joanna 
and  her  husband  mnat  not  be  the  objects  of  his 
vengeance ;  prevent  him,  also,  from  continuing 
this  dreadful  slaughter  of  an  unoffending  people; 
&om  piiinging  and  burning  towns.  Oh !  do 
this,  and  an  appioring  conscience  will  re- 
vsrd  thee  1  and  I — I  will  bless  thee  to  my  latest 
hoar!" 


Dunuuo  leant  back  in  hu  dutir,  uul 
into  biitcr  laughter. 

"  ^Vhatl  wanuui,  have  I  piU  my  hand  I 
piongh  only  to  torn  bock )  bnvc  I  nxHtoi 
tbc  last  atBve  of  the  Inddn  of  tdt  glorinm  I 
oDd  sliaU  I  ignmnuiiously  liesccixl  ?  tlie  cn> 
K'libin  my  gnsp  Aod  tbin^ :  I  wiU  cooquc. 
p\irt  firsi,  and  tben  I  nnll  ovurcomc — "  be 
denly  dropped  bis  voice,  aoditooped  ibnni 
"  tiVBrcume  iht*  wyai  robber  of  Hon^arr. 
taercy  to  the  woman  Joani»,  and  the  n 
Lmita  1  00,  by  the  fiends  whotn  I  abooiiual 
than  1  loathe  them,  no.'— 1  tell  thoe,  m 
lirei  or  all  the  men  in  N'apk^,  mi  the  sal' 
of  my  country,  not  ihti  powcn  abuve.  i 
bell  bRnealh,  i^ll  ahoXo  my  rMolre.  or  b 
fi-»m  my  purpose  (" 

Tklnna  ahuddered  at  the  (earful  ossevernti 
thai  man  of  ambition  and  gnilt ;  bat,  pero 
bis  (leterratned  mood,  abo  utterly  decpaii 
awakening  in  bui  Umm  any  sympatby  U 
suflvtinp  o(  those  wIiom;  cause  nbe  pleaded 


THE  BCPPLICATION.  223 

sbe  felt  that  he  was  rushing  headlong  to  his  ruin, 
wd  tnTDtTing  herself  in  his  crimes. 

"  DuiAzzo — mjr  husband — I  pray  to  thee,  I 
uljore  thee  no  more :  I  am  thy  poor  passive 
sltre  tgaia.  May  the  time  never  arrive  when 
iIkmi  wilt  r^ret  not  having  followed  my  humble 
adrice ! — Alas !  I  fear  me,  thy  conscience  will 
^eep  00  more,  and  mine — mine  will  pierce  me 
with  pangs  for  ever  !" 

She  bowed  her  head  down,  and  covered  her 
lace ;  but  the  convulsive  heavings  of  her  an- 
guished bosom  were  visible  through  her  close 
h^L  The  Duke  calmly  retired  to  the  table, 
ud  resumed  bis  calculations  on  tbe  subject  of 
ihe  approaching  attack  upon  Naples. 

"Onrazzo,"  blteted  Maria  after  a  abort  pause; 
"  I  will  now  leave  thee,  since  my  presence  can 
be  of  DO  utility,  and  may  only  serve  to  disturb 
Uiee  in  thy  military  occupation." 

"  Stay  !*  exclaimed  the  Duke ;  "  thou  must 
needs  be  fatigued,  and  requirest  food."  He 
flnick  upon  tbe  table  with  the  handle  of  his 
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dwfer,  and  presenlljr  a(tendaDl«  appnivi 
at  Ilia  cnmanod,  placed  refreshments  befn 
but  bcr  spirit  was  too  wrung,  and  her  bi 
sick,  In  allow  h«r  to  pariaki:  of  any  thing 

Whilr  IiOTMmun  wore  making  ready 
company  Maria  back  to  her  renidence,  i 
again  for  a  fuw  moniinita  alone  wilb  her  t» 

"  Tliy  journey  Itas  been  a  bootleas, 
rm^  one  ;■  otiwrTed  (l»e  latter ;  "  but  Goi 
tbee  )  I  will  chide  thee  Dot." 

"  When  we  meet  again — " 

' '  Tlioa  wilt  beboM  me  a  victor  or  a  coi 

"  And  what,  in  either  case,  will  bee 
out  T" 

"  Thou  slialt  be  a  queen,  or  the  wido" 
mail  who  fell  in  a  glorioitf  struggle  for  a  c 

"  Dunmo  I  Durazzo  1  I  should  be  t 
wretched  whether  raised  to  a  llmoc,  tn 
of  lJi«e." 

'■  Diiituiss  such  tboaglits;  ncrro  thy  I 
farewell !  aitd  remember  thy  former  proa 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

TBB  ASSAULT. 

Pnpan  Ton,  IMMiali  i 

Tht  cMinj  coiMi  on  in  galWnt  iliiiw. 

SkaJapttrt. 

Thb  son  flashed  over  the  Apetmmes;  bis  sluntiog 
beam  rer^aled  Soatiiig  plumes,  and  glittered  on 
EHtmiifaied  helms,  while  the  multitudinous  points 
of  q>ears  Bpoikled  as  if  the  vast  plain  were 
suddenly  coDverted  into  a  sea  of  diamonds. 
"  For  Naples!"  was  the  watchword  through  the 
Huagarian  lines.  The  banners  were  unfurled, 
the  trumpets  woke  the  mountain  echoes,  and  a 
hundred  drums  rolled  their  stirring  music  upon 
iliesir. 

First  came  on,  as  on  previous  occasions,  the 

nightj    standard    of  sable,    representing  .  the 

l3 
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o(  Phnce  Audrea,  uul  tl 
surroumled  oe  belbrc  by  black-robed  huh 
cbuibftg  aoft  trailing  Ute  dirseof  ilaath.  D' 
ted  iherati;  Charlea  Aria»,  and  Count  Min 
uonunaatk'd  the  right  and  left  wii^;  wb 
Hui^nriati  Monarch  bimscir  hnid«d  a  t 
Id)  Itioasutd  UmTyaimcd  bmw,  desgna 
only  un  euu^rgenl  occaaiods.  Iti  addition 
t>>nnidablc  nmy,  clouds  of  Walachiun  i 
bihI  lianlj-  RKHintAinttrs  fTiim  beyond  the  V. 
lured  to  the  sunny  wnilh  by  the  hope  of  p 
accompanied  thti  HungariaM,  and  In 
near,  were  ready  to  scour  the  country,  to  | 
and  to  bum. 

And  Iboa  the  invading  army,  like  on 
avaloticbe,  or  a  black  wmoom  of  the 
BMept  onward!).  Kame  and  terror  weni 
lliL'm.  Tlicy  sutvd  thiMnselvee  the  tvm 
ihtt  murdered  Andrea :  but  all  kusv  tb 
n-a1  di-in^n  n'Ba  butluvut^ugnln  aitd  muL 
wiuile  ualion. 

Armgam  fiom  victories  alroady  paat 
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confident  that  no  force  which  Queen  Joanna 
could  now  send  into  the  field,  would  dare  to  cope 
with  his  aimed  myriads,  the  King  of  Hungary 
advanced  to  within  ^x  milea  of  the  Capital :  the 
various  troops  then  encamped,  in  order  that  they 
might  rest  and  inTigoiate  themselves  previously 
to  the  grand  attack,  which,  by  placing  the 
beautiful  "  City  of  the  Bay"  in  the  invader's 
power,  would  render  him  undisputed  master  of 
the  entire  kingdom. 

The  inhabitants  of  Naples,  as  well  they  might, 
were  thrown  into  a  state  of  fearful  excitement. 
The  terrible  foe  bad  at  length  arrived  within  ashort 
distance  of  their  gates,  and  the  recent  massacre 
at  Benevento  being  fresh  in  the  minds  of  the 
people,  contributed  not  a  little  to  enhance  the 
general  panic  and  dismay. 

Nevertheless,  a  few  brave  men,  among  whom 
shone  conspicuous  Prince  Louis  and  Waller 
Courtenay,  succeeded  in  arousing  the  energy  of 
ihe  citizens.     The  spirit  of  loyalty  was  not 
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on  iu  winga  tbo  fiunt  btsel  of  Innapets,  m 
roll  of  cmtDtlcss  druin^.  These  soniuU  beU 
thnt  Um  HuDgahuu  wrro  in  muboo.  1 
Htul  louder  «wcll«d  tbc  maitinl  masic,  \xi 
the  nutidj  ami  gnulusi  ippronnh  of  Um>  fiw. 
thereisnuDMunefitBuriaugbt  wilhexcJtenK 
whidi  Tsiaes  Impatience,  perlups  terror,  i 
a  pitch  of  intcDsttjr,  ae  tlutt  which  [Hwxd 
itiwting  of  men  who  arc  to  jnin  in  inohol 

The  hmg  lino  of  tho  tmL-mj  vrith  timtr  gli 
lances,  and  vtrmniing  banners,  now  ap 
on  (be  hetghu  above  tfw  City.  Tbe  hej 
or  fool  Boldien,  in  iron  caps  and  eliliU  b 
presputvd  n  trait  of  ctuel :  the  Hyiag  am3i 
the  Carpftthian  hillft;  Uic  barbed  sleet 
slalirart  forms  nf  Dui&zzo's  mcn-aL-amt! 
the  wide-extcadcd  wint^  compaecd  ofludf- 
mountainL-on,  nxid  wnndnrera  from  the  v 
Croutin,  led  on  by  Arlu&  niid  Couut  Mine 
exhibiled  a  spectacle  thai  might  well  dan 
appall  the  burgben  of  Naples. 

The  Uutigariau  armuuienl  still  prcssi 
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vards ;  and  now  they  had  nearly  descended  the 
hill  of  St.  Elmo,  covering  with  their  black 
multitude  the  beautiful  scene,  like  locusts,  in  the 
oriental  story,  settling  upon  a  paradise  of  fruits 
and  flowers. 

"  Tbey  come !"  was  whispered  from  the  walla; 
mi  hearts  beat  wildly ;  and  many  a  prayer  was 
addressed  to  Heaven  for  assistance  in  that  hour 
of  need. 

The  advandng  foes  halted,  and  presently  from 
tbeii  van  a  man  on  a  white  charger  dashed  for- 
wards ;  hfl  was  arrayed  in  a  gorgeous  tabard  ; 
his  horse's  velvet  trappings  swept  the  ground, 
and  a  richly  embroidered  banner  was  borne 
before  him :  these  and  other  insignia  denoted  him 
to  be  a  Herald :  in  conformity  with  the  custom  of 
the  time,  he  sounded  his  trumpet,  and  thus  sum- 
mered the  City  to  surrender : 

"  Whereas  the  great  and  illustrious  Monarch 
of  Hongaiy,  under  favour  of  God,  hath  entered 
this  kingdom  of  Naples  to  punish  the  murderers 
of  his  late  beloved  brother,  Prince  Andrea ;  which 
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murderers  be  can  prove  to  be  tbnv 
and  tlio  lord  Louis  of  Tornito ;  tbe  w 
oommand*  aod  eutreaU  yoa,  good  dti; 
Xaples,  to  dethrone  the  saine,  and  deltvi 
priaaaen  of  State  ioto  bis  hands,  to  iht  t 
jud^enl.  bofittin;;  their  crtino,  mny  I 
apon  them.  Moreover  the  Monarch  of  H 
on  grounds  which  he  hath  aJreadjr  puMi 
the  world,  claims  himself  the  crown  nnd 
of  this  kingdom ;  therefore,  dtizeni !  la 
your  anus,  throw  apeo  yoar  gates,  and 
your  lawful  MTereign  like  discreet  am 
nibjects." 

Aiwthcf  fiourish  of  (fuuipets  follow 
conclusion  of  thv  Hcrald'H  spe«:h;  I 
insolence  of  ttie  address  so  exasperated 
Louis,  thnt,  had  not  the  petsoo  of  a  hera 
sacred,  be  would  have  commanded  his  at 
have  shot  the  tniscrcant,  without  rend 
reply.  Nevertheless,  he  returned  an  an 
the  Huogaiian  Munarcb,  coucbod  in  lung 
ujoderate  as  his  dtgnity  and  outraged 
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would  penniL  His  response  set  forth  that  tlie 
Qneen  and  himself,  being  entirely  innocent  of 
Lhe  great  crime  ii^;ed  against  them,  considered 
the  King  of  Hungary  an  aj^ressor,  and  a 
robber.  Joanna  was  the  lawful  possessor  of  the 
throne  of  Naples,  and,  by  God's  assistance,  she 
would  maintain  the  sanie.  The  citizens  would 
mot  lay  down  their  arms,  and  they  dared  the 
trans-Alpine  tyrant  to  do  his  worst. 

Shouts  ran  abng  the  walls,  and  wete responded 
to  by  the  various  towers,  when  the  Neapolitan 
PoisuiTaot  had  delivered  the  above  answer. 

"  Then  Heaven  have  mercy  on  your  souls ! 
tod  remember  Benevento !"  cried  the  Hungarian 
Herald,  as  he  wheeled  around  his  charger,  and 
^BUc^>ed  back  to  the  main  army. 

"  Remember Benevenlot'thesewoidsblanched 
naay  a  cheek,  and  chilled  the  blood  of  many  a 
ttout  burgher  as  he  stood  by  his  catapult  on  the 
vail.  Must  they  share  the  doom  of  that  ill-fated 
city  ?  must  they  yield  to  a  foreign  tyrant,  or 
resist  and  die?  such  were  the  questions  that 
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H^gested  tbeiBsi>lv(>s  to  naiolietloB  lo 
but  UiMe  thoughts  trerc  epeedOy  pat  to  St 
lite  prepnrntiurM  which  the  Hiin^riuis  we: 
uiakiiig  far  a  ^eueral  assatill. 

It  larmti  no  pari  of  Oumsto'a  polity'  U 
the  City,  oiid  carry  on  a  protracted  nif 
ailock,  therefore,  with  the  consent  of  ihi 
mu  to  be  inunediatc ;  and  ordure  vn-n 
that  when  Uie  place  should  have  iM-en  a 
tliu  Mldietfl  might  burn,  slau^iiiifr,  and 
as  their  inchnations  prompted  them. 

The  Monarch  and  Dunuta  disposed 
troops  nearly  in  the  foUowing  manm 
Wolachian  archunt,  siid  the  wild  monn 
from  the  Corpatliion  hills,  were,  as  n  ' 
hope,"  first  to  rush  on  ;  their  very  bu 
filling  up  the  ttcnchcs  wliidi  the  Ncapnli! 
formed  beneath  the  walls,  would  be  of  a: 
the  more  disciplined  troopi  nppuintitl  to 
battering  rams  were  tn  be  borne  forward 
most  aUiletic  Uungnrians ;  and  itNtoedJal 
a  practicable   breach  sboold  bavu  beei 
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Durazzo  himself,  at  the  head  of  his  dismounted 
Deii-al-«rms,  would,  swordinhand,  rush  through, 
i5d  plant  the  Hungarian  banner  within  the  City. 

Al]  was  prepared. — The  Mountaineers,  and 
iery  Walachians,  like  beasts  of  prey,  bounded 
□rwards :  tbeir  wild  yells  rang  over  St.  Elmo, 
lod  the  Vomero  mountains;  and  the  fisherman, 
IT  sea  ward, rose  in  his  bark,  casting  his  affrighted 
yes  towards  the  devoted  City,  half  deeming,  in 
be  fanaticism  of  his  spirit,  that  fiends  had  been 
ft  loose  from  the  r^ons  below,  to  punish  the 
Qhabitants  for  their  crimes. 

L'p  their  scaling-ladders  sprang  the  active 
•rbarians,  brandishing  their  pole-axes,  and 
VDcds.  How  did  the  subjects  of  Queen  Joanna 
o  their  devoir  under  the  furious  attack  ? — Louis 
ru  ammig  them,  and  the  English  Captain  ;  their 
DDiroands,  their  shouts,  their  gestures,  the  very 
ashing  of  their  eyes,  forbade  the  burghers  to  be 
nveos.  Courtenay  and  Xxiuis  were  the  anima- 
ing  s[Hrits  along  the  beleaguered  wall ;  where 
tkelr   Bwords   fell,   where   their   war-cry  rang. 
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down  over  the  batUemenu  toppled  i 
Mountaineers— (nan  on  man,  howling 
Bgony,  and  rolliog  into  the  IxbdcIi  bclon 

The  6m  niflh  was  over;  Uie  "  forlorn 
ibe  Hungarians  had  DfTocted  noUung  bt 
filling  of  the  deep  dilcb  with  tlwir  tii 
bodies. 

On  swung  the  battering  engines,  o 
lh«  atiouldera  of  Hungarian*  CA»d  in  sli 
locD  bearing  abore  tbeir  heads  wide 
iroo,  neither  molten  lead,  nor  bugv  sloni 
from  the  ramparts,  could  prevent  their 
The  slroke?  ihutidered— ihn  walla  shoo 
carae  a  buttre««,  then  a  tower — a  bn 
nude!  the  Hungarians  uttered cxultini 
and  Durazio,  waving  his  sniml,  mshet 
his  men-Al-arms,  and  instontlj'  plunged 
gapinj:  Rperluni. 

Now  was  to  be  the  itrugglc — vnM  ? 
Hungary  prevail ! 


CHAPTER  XXV. 

THE  WATCHERS. 

"  Sha  watdied  the  Sgh^  ilie  n«  hii  btnnet  flj, 
Fmt  on  bar  brow,  bar  nvI  within  ha  t^.' 

JtTKBM  Joanna,  having  proceeded  with  her 
ibief  men  through  the  principal  streets,  and 
Jong  the  fortifications,  cheering  and  animating 
wr  subjects  to  defend  their  rights,  their  liberties, 
Hid  their  homes,  mounted  to  the  summit  of  the 
roTnl  palace ;  from  which  spot  she  could  plainly 
behold  the  assailants  and  the  assuled,  and  watch 
ibe  progress  of  the  strife   along  the  northern 

Joanna  bent  over  the  stone  battlements  with 
eager  straining  eyes ;  and  as  the  citizens  advan- 
ced, or  the  enemy  appeared  to  gain  ground,  so 
her  brow  was  flushed,  or  her  cheek  grew  pale. 
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Sbe  pmypd  for  mccCffi ;  yet  mon  vdi 
her  supplications  arise  for  the  nfet 
husband:  for  oh  1  what  unto  her  wauk 
(ury  [ir  a  tliraiifl,  were  Louis  to  &I1  ? 

"  And  what  eeest  tbou  now,  Amnlia 
Joanna,  ns  she  tlirrir  back  Lhc  muses 
hair  which  du«lerwi  over  h«r  feverish 

"  The  Sainlfi  have  ntDrcy  upon  usl 
parts  fitll  txtfon-  [heir  rnginn.     Smt  I 
Qm  vtAtMlord  of  Durazzo  I" 

"  Hft !  or  Riy  trtutoroiM  bmllwr-in- 
is !  it  U I  bis  oicti-at-arDu  sweep  eT< 
before  (bem: — Amaltn,  we  are  lost!" 

"  And  there  is  Dutbzzo  kimself ;  1 1 
by  bis  black  armour." 

"  Ob !  Heaven  save  oar  dty  in  it 
mity  1  but  wbi»o  banner  k  ihnt.  AnuUi 
now-  advances,  n-avers,  and  mes  in  th 
struggle  V' 

"  It  IS  half  oaveiod  with  blood,  but  I 
oeivi:  a  [larlion  of  iu  oture  grouwl,  and 
of  gold." 
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"  Yes,  it  is  the  banner  of  my  noble  husband — 
God  speed  thy  onn,  Louis !  God  protect  thee  !— 
1  can  see  hitn  aow,  Amalia ;  I  know  those  white 
plumes,  for  I  fixed  them  with  my  own  hand  in 
his  hehnet  this  morning.  Look !  he  rushes  on — 
tbe  sun  is  flashing  upon  his  lifted  sword — he  has 
met  Durazzo  himself  in  tbe  midst  of  the  breach. 
Hark  !  bow  the  soldiers  shout !  is  Louis  victor  1 
BO,  no,  he  gives  way !  he  is  borne  backwards ! 
the  Duke's  dastardly  followers  overpower  biro — 
he  Ellis — be  sinks  into  the  arms  of  the  citizens, 
— mercifii]  God !" 

Joanna  clung  to  the  battlements — a  spasm  of 
agony  convulsed  her  frame,  and  deprived  her  of 
forther  utterance.  Anialia  hurried  to  her  side, 
ud  supported  her.  She  directed  her  attention 
to  the  scene  of  action,  and  denred  her  to  watch 
tbe  struggle  now,  for  the  English  Adventurers, 
ever  distinguishable  by  their  massy  plate  armour, 
ud  the  colour  of  their  mantles,  were  pouring 
into  the  breach,  and  with  irresistible  fury,  beat- 
ing back  the  Hungarians. 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 


TnS  FUOBT. 


Til*  ran  of  Bom*  1*  i«b  tmitjltfimmi 
Clauia,  dam,  aod  dugm  oooio  i  our  dao 


WiiBKB  vna  thy  ancient  spirit  fled,  Purl 
thou  "  drding  city  of  the  Bay  !■  whe 
lua  christened  thee  Neapolis,  thou  wort 
tbe  seat  of  loxur}',  but  not  of  a  dark  ■ 
prostrating  bigotry.  What  dliw  of 
hallowed  tiy  tbe  memories  of  tbe  past  ti 
and  thee  ?  why  are  thy  sons  do  lon^r  < 
it  is  because  they  bend  beneath  iho  y 
iHoat  abject  and  slavish  superstition  :  it  i 
they  dare  not,  like  other  iiattons  of 

•  TIm  tneient  mom  oT  N>{>1«. 
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lonpe,  tluok  fbt  themselves.  Popery  is  the 
n  chain  which  lands  them  to  the  soil — the 
licfc  darknesa  that  beclouds  theii  epiiitual  vi- 
m;  and  so  lon^  as  knees  bend  to  Saints  and 
K  Virgin  Mary,  instead  of  one  Almighty,  eter- 
tl,  and  omniscient  God,  so  long  will  they  con- 
JBoe  incapable  of  physical  energy,  or  mental 


Night,  we  have  stated,  occasioned  a  brief  ces- 
Btiim  of  hostilities ;  the  strife  which  had  been 
uintaioed  during  the  past  day,  proved  sufficient 
bt  the  mass  of  the  Neapolitans ;  while  removing 
^  dead  &om  the  walls,  and  while  listening  to 
tie  Unentadons  of  bereaved  children,  or  widowed 
aothen,  all  their  patriotic  spirit  vanished. 
6«tter  be  bondmen,  they  cried,  to  the  Hung&riao 
King,  than  to  perish  like  the  martyrs  of  the 
pniriadal  towns.  Better  for  one  to  fall  or  die 
in  the  person  of  their  Queen,  than  for  destruction 
to  orertake  the  whole  community.  "  Remember 

Beaerentor'  these  were  the  ominous  words 
■  2 


344 


TOE  FUaHT. 


itial  drculoUid  from  mouth  to  mouth,  b 
tli«ir  MHils. 

In  vaio  Louis  aadCoDrlenay.perceir 
tura  of  the  terrible  puuc  which  hod  wiz( 
rushed  in  lunong  (he  pal«  Mid  tremhlir 
in  vain  (be;  expostulated,  threatened,  a 
Queen  Joanna,  bkewise,  appeared,  1 
her  pmencc  might  induce  brr  ptu 
Bubjccu  to  return  to  their  dnty  ;  but  e 
provL-d  abortive;  (hit  regular  tntopK, 
the  burghers,  threw  down  their  anns, 
led  ibrir  posts.  Still  the  cry  was, 
not  die !  «re  care  not  what  Blasters  w( 
we  be  permitted  to  live— remember  Bi 

Amidst  this  tunmll  and  general  iiu 
the  diief  citiitons  and  magistmlcs,  c 
meeting  in  the  Morket-Plscc ;  and  a 
was  unaninioufity  embraced  In  heserch 
and  bor  Court  (o  fly  immcdiali'lY  froi 
nliilc  they,  vrith  th«  dawn  of  light,  « 
a  deputation  to  the  BtmgaruiQ  monarchy 
themsclrm  subniadve,  nod  delinrini 
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huda  the  keys  of  their  city.  This  measure, 
ixy  tnisted,  would  soothe  the  irascible  king, 
ud  kvert  &wn  them  the  &te  which  had  attended 
Lbe  loyal  towns  in  the  oorth. 

Meantime,  all  the  barons  and  captains  who 
vould  not  desert  the  royal  cause,  rallied  around 
Cutel-Noovo.  Looifl  and  the  Queen  invited 
ihen  to  a  confetence  in  the  ^eat  hall  of  the 
building.  But  what  measoies  could  they  adopt, 
Alculated  to  save  their  country  from  the  doom 
which  awuted  it  I  theirs  was  patriotism  without 
hope — valour  burning  through  the  night  of  de- 
iptir.  Loais  and  Courtenay  proposed  dying 
iwisd  in  hand,  and  the  Baions  seconded  their 
taolutioa.  They  would  never  bend  the  knee  to 
Lbe  maligner  of  their  Queen  ;  they  would  never 
Mbogit  to  the  yoke  of  a  foreign  tyrant 

"  Thanks  to  ye,  gallant  and  brave  men !'  said 
Jcaona  fiom  the  chair  of  estate  in  which  she  sat. 
"  I  appreciate  your  valour,  and  am  grateful  to 
;e  fat  your  byalty  to  myself  and  husband ;  the 
B»re  especially  since  the  greater  number  of  our 


ill 
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ffubjecta  Kppenr  to  h&rc  deserted  tu  iii 
of  need.  But  I  will  imK  ]x  the  cause  < 
btoodsbud  i  enough  lives  Iiave  been  sai 
this  imbappjr  struggle.  God  faatli  pen 
HuDgahaD  maiiaKfa  an  br  to  triunipl 
boun,  und  ihe  diains  of  his  tynumy  < 
orvT  proslrate  N'ApWa.  ft  is  m^  inl 
follow  tlte  advice  t>f  the  civic  nilera,  t 
the  prcHaiT  of  cinnunxtancn,  and  to  I 
citj-  which  wo  may  no  longer  dcfpod.* 

A  handred  RwordagUncc^  from  their 
at  these  word),  aitd,  as  one  nutu,  th«  E 
claimed  ;  "  we  will  nev«r  lam  our  h 
will  defend  oar  Qansi  lo  the  death !" 

"  TTwn  with  prayer*,  and  tears,  I  b 
to  limrnlomy  ctHin»el.  I  am  dniroua  ( 
myself  iiinorent  of  the  beiiuwa  crime  » 
I  am  charged,  not  only  to  the  peopW  o 
hot  to  EnropD  at  large.  Let  IM  then,  ' 
subjects,  without  loss  of  time,  emboi 
gallies  now  lying  in  the  Bay.  We  w 
to  Arfgnoo,  wlwre  the  chair  of  Sl  Pet 


pkoted,  and  before  the  Pope  and  bis  Cardinals, 
mj  liusbaad  and  myself  will  plead  our  cause. 
Hien,  if  we  be  prononnced  guiltless,  we  will 
rooae  the  chiralric  spirit  of  I'^oce,  or  appeal  to 
the  geoeroos  STmpatbies  of  England,  to  redress 
oar  wimigt. — What  saj  ye  7  will  ye  follow  your 
Prince  and  Queen  V' 

The  buons  and  knights  hastily  conferred  to- 
gether; tboagfa  tbeirnatural  inclinations  prmnpted 
them  to  remain,  and  dispute  the  City  with  the 
eoemy  to  the  last,  yet  they  could  not  but  ac- 
knowledge the  policy  of  the  plan  as  proposed  by 
Queen  Joanna ;  and  they  doubted  not  that,  by 
anbndng  her  counsel,  they  should  render 
peater  service  to  the  royal  cause,  than  if  they 
rsnained  and  perished  in  Naples.  The  nobles 
ud  captains,  then,  bent  before  her  chair  of 
estate,  expressed  their  concurrence  with  her 
news,  and  declared  tbemaelTes  ready  to  follow 
llKir  Queen,  and  Prince  Louis,  to  the  Papal 
Court  at  Avignon. 


There  wii  R  fiMt  btn 
ntoDg  Um)  Mole  or  Nnidu.  Tb*  giU 
fauttly  pmrigioDcd  uul  niuuiDd,  for  it 
cmmuj  that  ibo  rmrsl  party  ahould  pt 
before  tlie  morotng  dawned.  Banos,  « 
mailed  folluwera,  stalked  alorie,  dendi 
Itands,  and  casting  glances  of  wrath  in  t 
tion  of  the  enemy's  camp.  Timid  woidc 
ped  in  thtnr  nwntilUs,  walked  with  t 
ateps,  feftiful  that  the  Hungariaiu  a 
siirpriM  thom.  and  intercnpt  their  flifc' 
Quoen,  her  immediitte  court,  and  fait 
towers,  onHKinted  Ui  neatly  a  iLousaiul  9 
these  hurried  on  board  the  gullies,  whic 
covrr  of  the  night,  swept  unchotlenged, 
percejved  nut  of  the  Bay. 


CHAPTER  XXVII. 

TBB  CONQDIROB. 

'  ne  qnUt't  potn  wm  (nrfnl ;  &Ul  full* 
fctfinlrrl  tin  lUvn  who  txnitad  to  hit  adlet" 

Cnlf. 

Great  wu  the  rage  that  swelled  the  breast  of 
ihe  Hanganao  King,  when  intelligence  reached 
the  camp  that  the  Queen  and  her  court  had 
effected  their  escape  during  the  night.  He 
viibcd  to  have  made  Joanna  and  Louis  prisoners, 
and  to  have  poured  upon  them  personally  those 
reproaches,  and  to  hare  treated  them  with  that 
(corn,  which  be  considered  they  merited, 
rtma  his  vengeful  nature  was  deprived  of  half 
tlie  pleasoie  which  he  had  anticipated  in  the 
Honnii^  and  capture  of  Naples.  His  first 
impulse  was  to  pursue  them  over  the  sea ;  but 
MS 
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the  fact  that  only  n  few  lUbemiea^  btnU  < 
«t  his  disponl,  while  the  rojiil  paitiei 
ftlreadj  pTocf^ed  se  vcval  leases  on  Utcir  ny 
continoed  him  tlwl  ricIi  no  itlempt  woul 
utterly  unavailing;  be  ibererore  stoothcrH 
imlh,  nnil  condoled  himarlf  benonlh  bi*  di 
puintiurtil,  as  well  fts  he  wbs  able. 

Under  ibe  ciKumstanon  vhicb  had  trantp 
it  was  [M>  matltr  of  mrprise  that,  at  Im 
day,  tlie  royal  bonnen  which  lately  ttm 
from  ertriy  tnwrr  nnd  turrol,  had  all  dtstppu 
tlut  burglwr*,  wJtli  axw»>bnw  and  ipear 
loHfi^r  manned  the  walls,  and  that  the  pili 
tenor,  and  the  sUuncv  nf  snbtntssion,  rcif^nad 
the  rscently  excited  City.  Durazzo  and 
king  w«rc  not  a  little  gratified  at  the  upe 
affnira,  and  yi?t  they  tecrctly  wished  lb 
further  resistance  bad  been  made,  iu  ordcf 
A  colour  ofjuitice  might  have  been  givea  Id' 
oanguinary  viewa. 

While  they  were  consulting  together  a 
b(-»t  slepH  lo  be  adofKed,  it  was  a 
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a  depstition  from  the  City  of  Naples  had  Birived 
at  the  camp,  and  craved  an  audieoce  of  the 
Hungariao  King.  Permisnon  waa  giaated  the 
borgfaen  to  advance  to  the  royal  tent,  and  some 
twenty  of  the  chief  citizens,  heads  of  the  Seggi  . 
of  Naples,  arrayed  in  their  gowns  of  office, 
entered  the  presence.  The  oldest  man  of  the 
party,  having  been  appointed  spokesman,  dropped 
OQ  one  knee  before  the  Monarch,  who  did  not 
deign  to  rise  from  his  seat  The  citizen's  left 
hand,  in  token  of  fealty,  was  placed  on  his 
tveast,  and  in  his  right  he  held  the  keys  of  the 
principal  gates. 

"  Mtmarch  of  Hungary  I"  he  b^an  in  a 
tiemuloas  voice ;  "  we  are  ccnnmissioned  to  ap- 
proadi  thy  footstool,  with  a  view  to  unibld  the 
sentiments  of  the  loyal  city  of  Naples." 

"  Loyal  toourselves,  dostthoumeantoasserti" 

"  Yea,  unto  thee,  august  Potentate." 

"  Thou  best,  slave !" 

"  We  trust  that  your  Majesty  will  find  your 
D  of  truth ;"  continued  the  old  man 
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IrenbUng  violently;  "  we  tender  oni  nbiiua 
itntl  bore  at  ymir  roysl  teei,  lay  tbe  iieyi  ol 
refwntanl  City." 

"  Neapolitans  1  dog^!  tnuton!  yt  lender 
■tubmissivn  wid  your  ksy*.  bccttUK,  io 
Moth,  ye  dare  not  witfabolil  tJioin  :  think  ye 
wn  receive  soch  m  gifUT  no. — By  (he 
Sainls!  ye  ore  rebels  now  liroogbt  upon 
knees,  and  cnriog  for  mercy ! — My  Icrd  o( 
razKo,  d(Mt  thnu  drani  ifaat  Naples  deKfvel 
our  bond*  a  milder  doom  tbon  thai  kennci  ol 
toroiu  dogs — BenATvntft}" 

"  Scarcely  milder,  sire!"  replied  the  I 

"  Hoary  ciliien,  answer  ns — didst  tboa,  d 
the  assault  of  yesterday,  aid  by  tliy  couns 
thy  aim.  the  womoD  Joanna  T" 

The  good  and  ooriKientions  burgher, 
Momed  to  utter  a  direct  falsehood,  rvmi 
silenU 

"  Abo  t  kiATc !  guilty  art  thou  1 — sgnin ; 
didst  tboa  suffer  the  harlot  and  ber  para 
Io  flee  during  tlie  night,  and  so  elude  oor  ; 
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ment,  and  the  pmuahment  we  had  prepared  for 
themr* 

"  Angort  HiMiatch!  witboat  denying  tby  clum 
CO  the  geremment  of  Naples ;  without  insisting 
opoD  the  innocence  of  the  Prince  and  Queen,  we 
confess  we  had  compassion  upon  their  extreme 

"  Then  w«,  at  least,  shall  not  have  compassion 
m  tby  txtrtmt  old  age — ^ha !  ha !— ^ards !  take 
ilBt  hoary-beaded  traitor  forth,  and  hang  him  to 
tite  Dearest  tree.  By  St.  Paul  1  we  shall  have 
to  dispatch  a  few  more  such  reptiles,  ere  we 
tborougUy  purify  this  new  city  of  ours." 

A  fiendish  smile  passed  over  the  tyrant's 
coaDteoance ;  but  he  soon  re-assuioed  the  stem 
gnrity,  and  fanatic  gloom,  which  habitually 
ikadowed  bis  spirit 

While  the  cruel  sentence  on  the  poor  citizen 
VIS  caxiying  into  execution,  the  remaining  indi- 
nduls  who  composed  the  deputation,  continued 
in  >  state  of  suspense  and  terror  not  easily  to 
.  fe  described :  but  the  Bishop  of  Waiadin,  who 
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tax  by  the  lung's  sUle,  whtifxired  iiiUi  hi 
and  wbiterer  the  for-aigbted  ftnd  patilie  c 
mwi's  advice  niight  bavit  Um,  the  fonoR  i 
to  give  way  to  his  opinion,  for  tie  imme 
■ddntsMd  the  trembling  Nwpolttiins  in  *  i 
for  him  extrnDtdioarily  cotnplainnt : 

"  Citizens !  fear  not  touching  yooi  awn 
Dor  OMurn  vb  (at  j'oor  biotbeT :  ve  bang 
ibo  public  wca],  tiuuoiuch  a*  exanipi< 
erer  a  aalutary  c^fTcct.  We  are  come  to 
ihu  land  not  with  a  rod  of  iron,  but  to  si 
sceptre  in  mercy  and  Love.  We  acct^pt 
your  sutimiaaiaa,  and  the  keys  of  Napl 
Tightfid  hcrlia^. — Cilixenf,  depart  in  pei 

In  the  space  of  an  hoar  bom  that  tii 
Huogiiian  army  be^m  to  pour  ttx  living 
stream  Umiugh  tbc  Capuan  ^te,  which  h 
thrown  opi^n  for  the  receptiim  nf  the  oow 
Altliough  the  K.iDg,  at  the  inabuice  of  the 
Robert,  bad  oountcmnutded  the  order  pre 
givcD,  that  bad  empowered  the  voldicty 
and  plunder  OM  tbey  might  feel  tndini 
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Froca  the  wild  and  barbaroiu  character  of  a  large 
pndon  of  the  troops,  slaoghter  and  pillage  could 
mt  altogether  be  prevented, — The  avariciouB 
ranncked  the  bouses  for  gold ;  the  vorabippera 
of  Bacditu  broke  into  all  the  wine*«el1aT8 ;  and 
ilie  licentious  seized  on  every  sunny  beauty, 
exalted  or  bumble,  maid  or  wife,  wbicb  in  the 
wide  City  they  could  find.  Indeed,  no  tittle 
exertion  vas  requisite  on  the  part  of  tbe  Hun- 
garian Sovereign,  and  his  officers,  and  no  short 
lime  elapaed,  before  order  and  tranquillity  were 
restored  to  tbe  captured  City. 

Tbe  King,  Darazzo,  and  Robert,  held  a 
omaltation  in  the  halls  of  Castel-Nudvo,  where 
BO  recently  Joanna  and  her  unfortunate  followers 
had  Bflaembled.  Tbe  royal  Hungarian,  having 
expended  hit  wrath  in  the  decapitation  of  several 
of  the  chief  civic  functionaries  who  had  been 
wspected  of  iavouring  the  cause  of  the  exiled 
Queen,  seemed  now  peculiarly  desirous  of  ingra- 
tiatiog  himself  with  hit  new  subjects;  and  it 
vu  proposed  among  other  measures,  such  aa 
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Uie  reduction  of  duties  on  mcTdtundlw,  mai 
scattering  of  coin  among  the  cnwd,  tW  Rwl 
on  n  cetlaiit  daj,  sbaukl  deliver  a  pabUcon 
aiid,  by  his  eloquenoo,  endeavuur  Id  amvinoi 
praplv  of  the  €c|utty  of  their  Monarch'!  ptoo 
ings,  uf  thcgoilt  of  iheir  late  Queen,  and  to  m\ 
QpoQ  them  the  adraotage*  which  ctitt  da 
aodety  would  derire  ftom  the  new  goTtrmD 
Acoordingljr  a  rasiram,  m  pulpit,  was  lia 
arected  in  the  great  Square ;  the  people 
called  loguthL-r  by  inimpelcra,  wlio,  lolliwt 
a  loiig  trail)  of  priests,  proceeded  thrtxtgli 
prindpel  atreeta.  The  Bishop  of  Watadb 
rcceivn)  with  ahoats  of  applause,  and  n 
genuflexions.  Ho  was  Brmyed  in  tiis 
episcopa)  hahil;  his  lofty  mitre  glittered 
predoua  stools,  and  his  kwn  alecves  were  < 
unusual  amplitude.  With  a  stately  and  sol 
step,  Robert  ascended  the  pulpit ;  two  at 
chief  eocleainstical  dignitaries  in  Naples  oam 
Btations  beneath:  in  Inint,  several  youth* 
anow-white  Testraenu,  swung  to  and  fro  cen 
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of  bnnuDg  perfume* ;  while  at  the  foot  of  the 
rortroiD,  Forester,  richly  apparelled,  held  his 
latoo  of  office  in  his  hand. 

The  people,  awed  by  the  renown  of  the  extra- 
adisary  man  befine  them, — renown  little  short  of 
that  which  is  attached  to  a  saint,  were  all  silence 
ud  attention;  ay,  in  that  vast  multitude,  a  word, 
>  murmor,  a  aigb  might  have  been  heard.  At 
length,  extending  his  arms,  the  Bishop  ofWarS' 
din  commenced  his  celebrated  oratim. 

We  do  not  design  to  chronicle  an  harangue, 
tlte  delivery  of  which  extended  over  a  space  of 
mne  four  hours.  Suffice  it  to  say  that  the 
powers  of  Robert's  oratory  were  chiefly  directed 
to  the  defence  of  the  measures  pursued  by  the 
Hungarian  King,  whoee  character  for  mercy 
ud  justice,  he  painted  in  high  and  glowing 
coknrs.  His  anathemas  on  the  absent  Queen, 
tnd  her  consort  Louis,  were  of  a  terrific  nature; 
lod  dwelling  on  the  atrocity  of  their  crime,  and 
the  foulness  of  a  marriage  cemented  by  blood,  he 
presented  themaa  little  better  than  fiendsincamate. 
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Tbe  Prvlst^'fl  ducmrsc,  indeed,  wu  Iblli 
by  applause,  but  such  as  the  6ckle  mvi 
ever  bestovr  on  the  preeeot  lord  of  the  ? 
The  pL-ople  lettred  apporeoll;  well  sstiaftDi 
it  must  be  remerobcKd  that  a  large  body  t 
dtizens  naiW  believed  Joanna  ood  Loois  ( 
oftbo  orime*  attributed  to  tJiL-m.  Hw  Hna 
King,  OR  the  succeeding  day.  to  plnw 
dazzles  popalace,  provetbtally  food  oTpa 
and  show,  was  drawn  in  a  triumphal  c1 
ihrougli  (he  streets ;  be  bcMowod  money 
the  tMwdy.  and  condUated  tbe  rich  by  ■ 
deportment 

Thus,  in  a  diort  space,  the  aggressor  tiiiimi 
and  vice  nod  hypocrisy,  andil  mognificsne 
power,  iDockcd  at  destitute  virttU!  and  col 
innooeDce. 


CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

TUB  TOYAQK. 

Cloodi  (a  hit  bn>w,  and  liflitiuagi  nrand  hii  fen 
BniU  on  the  vene  tlia  Spirit  of  the  Btonn ; 
TeiTor,  rablimity,  ire  in  U*  tnia ; 
HaihakeatbehilU,  wd  wUlu  tlt«  nging  mdii. 


Wi  miut  go  back  for  a  abort  period,  uid  resume 
our  namtiTe  on  the  night  of  Joanna's  departure 
Erom  the  Mole  of  Naples,  for  it  is  our  intention 
to  fallow  the  Queen  on  her  voyage  to  France, 
vbere,  before  Pope  Clement  and  his  Cardinals, 
■be  had  resolved  on  behalf  of  herself  and  husband 
to  sc^dt  a  trial. 

The  little  fleet  numbered  only  eight  gallies ; 
the  largest  vessel  was  appropriated  to  Louis, 
the  Queen,  and  her  immediate  suite;  the  English 
C&ptain,  and  about  a  hundred  of  bis  Adventu- 
rers,  were  in  a  Venetian  galliot;  and  the  re> 
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Duuiuiig  bctrkfi  contained  the  High  Contteb 
NaptM,  Buccaccio,  NiooU  Acclujooli,  \f)p 
n-ilb    Kveral    NeftpolitAn    batons,    ud 
retainers. 

Tbey  had  leocbcd  tbe  island  of  ladua  t 
morntiig  purptiNil  tlie  etsL  They  could  dtstin 
the  waich-fiTeaortbe  enemy  on  ilteneighbo 
hills,  and,  beneath  the  fiuDt  Bhimmer  n 
moon,  lay  Naples,  and  her  hnutiful  tub 
but  shortly  doubling  tbo  promonlury  of  M 
the  fairy  City  of  the  Bay,  palace  after  p 
tower  after  tower,  hod  melted  from  their  v  i«v 
ioriniy  ft!  sail  cnuld  waA,  or  oar  could  urge, 
ploughad  the  waste  of  watera.  Tbe  vuy 
fell  tbemRlrcs  wnndnera  and  exiles ;  they 
fleeing  lixim  a  savage  Ibe ;  they  had  struc 
freedom,  although  in  vain ;  yet  while  they  i 
chafe  in  gloomy  indignatioo  at  the  nta 
which  urged  tbe  measure  they  had  euibr 
one  feeling,  like  an  electric  clmin,  pervadci 
bound  all  their  hi^art»— <nnd  thai  fixline  niL 
vntiou  to  their  Queen. 
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The  sun  sprang  up,  and  laugbed  on  the  greeiiL 
hills  far  away,  and  over  the  glittering  sea.  Be- 
neath an  awning  on  the  deck  of  the  royal  galley, 
stood  Joanna,  Amalia,  and  Prince  Louis.  The 
Queen's  old  attendant  and  confidant,  the  Countess 
PhiUppa,  was  not  there ;  her  hoary  head,  her 
secret,  and  her  crimes,  were  now  shrouded  in  the 
grave.  The  three  cast  their  eyes  in  the  direction 
of  Naples,  although  they  beheld  their  lost  and 
beloved  city  no  more.  They  remained  silent, 
wrapped  in  thought ;  but  the  reflections  in  which 
the  one  indulged,  were  almost  of  an  opposite 
diaracter  from  the  meditations  of  the  other,  re- 
ceiving tbeir  disUnctive  peculiarities  from  the 
bias  and  temp^ument  of  their  minds.  Louis 
was  coutemplating  the  possibility  of  revenging 
himself  on  the  tyrant  of  Hungary,  and,  with  the 
chivalry  of  France,  of  driving  him  frmn  the  king- 
dom be  hod  usurped.  Joanna  thought  of  (he 
treachery  of  those  who  had  deserted  her  in  the 
hour  of  extremity ;  and  of  her  sister  Maria,  for 
wbomshe  entertained  a  sincere  affection,  although 
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united  to  fan  btUetest  ud  most  aD]iWc) 
cnf^my.  Tben  bet  heart  thrilled  vilb  oac 
OS  she  reflectjBd  on  tho  drodful  crimo,  w 
Dura7Ui  snd  th«  Hun^rian  King  Uid  to 
charge  of  berMlT  and  busbiuuL  Anwlia  i 
aput,  resting  agauut  the  side  of  Uic  gilded 
KOrgeoug  to«L  She  thougbl  not  of  ber 
titustiog,  or  indulgwl  her  pBrsottal  som 
commUeiBtioa  for  il»e  misfortunes  uT  Joniuu 
Lmiia,  was  the  prcdowiiiant  fecliog  in  bcr.T 
and  SMiaitivc  bosom.  Her  eyes  at  tunci 
raised  from  the  waicni,  but  wbctber  they 
dercd  towards  the  dcligbtful  shores  she 
laviDg,  or  rcMed  upon  the  gatliut  in  the 
which  bore  Walter  Courte»y  and  bii 
vEnturem,  we  do  iiot  in  this  place  prcio 
dotcrmine. 

■'  Why  dost  thoa  wear  aa  d<t)ectod  a  oo 
nance,  I>j»iUl"  said  the  t^uecn  to  her  has 
"  Thou  art  injured,  wrongfully  accosfd, 
driven  from  thy  oountry ;  yet  one  still  i«  m 
one  wbo,    however  others  betray,  will  i 
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pnm  fUse — never  desert  thee.  Oh  t  let  thy 
wife'i  lore,  then,  yield  thee  amidst  thy  misfor- 
tuies  some  consolation." 

She  took  the  hand  of  the  exiled  Prince,  bat 
be  remained  in  nxMirnful  abstraction,  and  the 
d&rk  thoughts  which  stirred  within  him,  gave  an 
Dnwonted  stemnesa  to  his  noble  visage. 

"  Why  is  this,  Louis  t  (hou  dost  not  hear  me, 
or  surely  thou  woaldst  not  pierce  my  heart  with 
another  pang.  My  husband  1  my  dear  lord ! 
^cak  to  me — does  any  new  sorrow  afflict  thy 
Bind?" 

"  Old  somwi  are  suffident  without  the 
•ddittcn  of  new  ones :"  replied  Louts,  grasping 
the  hUt  of  his  sword.  "  Would  that  I  had  re- 
uined  in  Naples,  to  plunge  this  into  the  usurper's 
heart  r 

"  And  so  iall,  and  leave  me  without  a  protec- 
tor—alone in  the  world  I — alas  1  Louis,  thou 
canst  love  me  but  Uttle,  if,  to  gratify  a  feeling 
of  revei^,  thou  wouldst  cloud  all  my  hopes  of  a 
brighter  future,  and  quit  my  side  for  ever." 


"  Thiiu  dust  nusinterprel  my  words ;' 
Louiti  "  hjf  the  Hi-avea  above  m!  tbc 
wrong  my  affectjoa.    No,  for  tltt  •-. 
anoQ,  I  woiilJ  livr;  lor  tiux  I  u;. 

belief  of  ulUmfttfi  tkod  tnuinplai.ii  ._i 

oar  dftaUnlljr  fbea  I" 

"  Awl  tills  la  Uie  a^Hrit  I  would  wuh 
preseivc;"  «aiil  the  Queen :  '■  witliouta 
simcisiD,  or  possGHaiiig  callousness  of  ha 
may  bear  the  buiden  wluch  fickle  Ibttv 
upon  us  with  pstience,  and  bow  in  submi 
ibe  deems  of  ttio  Rulor  of  humaa  di 
Exiles  as  ve  an,  how  for  \ea  wrelcbd 
lot  than  tbat  of  ihousaoda  io  ihit  bi 
world  !  others  are  banisbcd  for  roa]  cnm 
are  the  prey  of  an  upbniding  con«cieai 
Wtt  itaiid  in  the  sweet  minshine  of  conscii 
titadit,  while  the  hope  remains  thai  as 
our  innocence  is  proved  betbn*  tlic  high  I 
of  Uu)  Hoinau  Fantiff,  tbe  powera  of  Eun 
espoosc  our  cauw,  and  re-ioAata  ii> 
kingdam." 


w 
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Such  were  the  words  by  which  Joanna  en- 
deavoured to  soothe  the  chafing  spirit  of  her 
bnre  but  impatient  husband.  Id  a  few  days 
they  oiriTed  off  the  shores  of  Tuscany,  and  it 
vu  resolved  that  Louis,  and  his  friend  Accia> 
juolt,  should  land,  and  proceed  direct  to  Florence. 
That  republic  was  avowedly  inimical  to  the 
Hungarian  party,  and  Louis  wished  to  obtain, 
u  an  adviser  and  advocate,  the  celebrated 
Bishop  of  Florence,  a  man  of  great  talent,  and 
who  possessed  considerable  interest  at  the  Papal 
Court.  He  likewise  intended  to  secure  the  ser- 
vices of  Baldus,  and  Angelus  of  Perugia,  the 
most  renowned  lawyers  of  the  day. 

Joanna  and  her  husband  bade  each  other  an 
unions  farewell.  They  would  not  meet  again 
until  each  party  arrived  at  Avignon,  the  seat, 
&l  that  time,  of  the  Papal  See.  The  gallies  with 
the  Queen  again  put  off  from  the  Tuscan  shores, 
ud  followed  by  the  good  wishes  and  prayers  of 
the  inhabitants,  Joanna  continued  her  voyage, 
nuting  around  the  gulf  of  Genoa  to  Provence. 

VOl,  II.  N 


M 


!   i  I  i 
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Tbc  Lttllo  fleet  voi  now  under  tba  on 
of  tlid  High  Cnnstablit  of  Naples,  tw 
bem  (tppointeil  tu  Lnuis't  plooo  in  tt 
galley.  Tempted  by  Uie  appeuance 
WMther,  nnd  in  order  to  avoid  a  circuilnii 
llic  Constable  stood  Airllier  out  to  k*  ti 
usual  witli  the  timid  nsTtgatora  of  tlia 

Oo  the  one  hand  tbe  vuyngers  oouU 
diecero  the  Cortican  shore,  and  on  tl 
tba  snowy  billi  of  Piedmont  melted 
(lorinKi. 

Tbii  sky  wu  Knmc,  and  the  smoiitl 
ri'Dectt-d  oo  their  tnuisparenl  bomm  tli 
tiarks  that  stooped  along,  like  dancing  I 
the  deep.  All,  as  far  aa  it  were  ; 
enjoyed  ibemtclTes,  and,  ctmrmod  by  tbi 
of  the  acene.  forgot  for  a  few  hours  their 
and  mislbrtuDcs.  The  blue  exleadvd  » 
liemnilless  canopy  of  heaven,  tiie  mH 
the  |>tiilar,  miDgUn^  with  sweet  ttaliai 
exalird  their    thoughts,  and    rascinal 
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Om  mly  in  the  n^I  galley  experienced  un- 
esaness,  and  nirveyed  the  aunounding  prospect 
with  di§Mtisfkction  and  mistrust;  it  was  the 
menu  Camitlo.  Louis,  on  ptoceeding  to  Flo- 
reoce.had  lefthis  worthy  Sqaireintlietrainofthe 
Queen,  and  in  spite  of  his  aversion  to  women  in 
goieral,  the  Roman  felt  inclined  to  tolerate,  and 
evm  panegyrise  the  peisonsof  Joanna  and  Amalia. 

Camillo  bent  over  the  side  of  the  galley ;  his 
cloak,  fashioned  like  the  ancient  Roman  Toga, 
was  of  an  unusual  size,  part  of  which,  for  conye- 
aience,  was  thrown  over  his  right  shoulder.  He 
valcbed  the  sea-birds,  as  they  wheeled,  in  eccen- 
the  circles,  around  the  masts,  and  then,  with 
thrill  cries,  swept  away  for  the  shores  of  Pro- 
vence. From  time  to  time  he  applied  his  ear  to 
tlte  gunwale  of  the  vaetel,  and  shook  his  head 
like  a  man  who  is  convinced  that  he  knows  niore 
than  his  neighboors. 

The  Constable,  who  was  walking  ap  and 
down  with  the  Queen  and  Amalia,  struck  by  his 
Bngular  gestures,  put  to  him  sundry  questious. 

US 
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"  Great  Constabte  of  Nuples ;"  reptia: 
milla ;  "  I  wee  and  lie&r  cennin  things,  1 
tltoughthey  ilo  t>o1  olann  me,  iDfcimi  mj' 
riencc  that  tbiii  calm  wnth«r  will  tw  oi 
daration.  Nevertlieleds,  I  do  Dot  anli 
such  K  storm  nil  that  dvscribad  by  Tirgil 
npctiing  iiffais  immoruU  Encid." 

The  Canslablc    and  Jmuma  stalled 
pedantry  oftho  ox-BcIwolniiMtflr. 

"  Nay,  honoured  Conalable,  thou  ma.) 
mn-tliful  wilti  thy  serTant,  but  by  Nepto 
jEoIus,  my  words  will  be  vcriSed-  1  r«i 
mice  when  oui  crater  at  Naples  wna  as  i 
ihts  glassy  ocean,  but  in  onr  hour  !(  boil 
thu  river  Phlcgethoii  that  mrmmidi  Ti 
Then  with  my  ri^ht  arm  did  I  save  a  curly- 
boy,  cvftn  my  master,  the  Prince  of  1 
now  King  (if  Naples.* 

"Thou  didst!  ibou  didstf"  cried  } 
"  proceed,  worthy  Cftmilto ;  we  wilt  beli 
Ibou  dost  affirm." 

"  Standing  creel  as  ye  do  now ;"  oiiKt 
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Rorom;  "ye  bear  do  sound;  but  stoop  your 
beads  on  tbe  gunwale  tbus,  and  a  low  murmur 
will  meet  your  ears,  like  that  in  the  ocean  shell, 
wherein,  poets  say,  dwell  nymphs  of  the  deep." 

Tbey  complied  widi  C&millo's  request,  and  ima- 
gined tfaey  he&rd  the  sound  to  which  be  alluded. 

"  Great  must  be  the  tumult  of  waves  on  tbe 
Corstcao  shore ;"  continued  Camillo ;  "  or  tbe 
(hDows  would  not  send  to  this  distance  vibrations 
of  air,  which  striking  against  the  sides  of  tbe 
vessel,  mount  to  our  ears.  The  storm  must 
abeady  have  commenced  there:  I  like  not  either 
these  long  glassy  waves  over  which  we  are 
beginning  to  roll ;  and  see,  honoured  Constable, 
those  clouds  gathering  in  tbe  south  [ — the  vane, 
also,  on  tbe  mast,  points  by  turns  to  every  quarter 
of  the  Heaven." 

JThe  Tenerable  Noble  and  the  Queen  perceived 
the  truth  of  CamiUo's  remarks ;  yet  they  did  not 
consider  that  any  cause  for  alarm  existed,  for 
even  should  tbe  wind  blow  strong,  in  a  few  hours 
thev  could  reach  Nice. 


S7t)  Till  TOTAOE. 

"HukfaudCuniUo,  "lotbowiiotr 
of  mvnc !  better  tbe  English  OBptois  wen 
htsvkilH,  aod clrauing  his  deck,  thaoaitn 
tunttif;  )iti  guitar;  but  such  ore  tixm  ba 
■sltntWK,  valiant  enough,  but  nah  tot 
lidrmlc- — By  Neptune,  what  koovr  the> 
I>viLnl<>n  Mid  Sirocco* ? — Ho!  Consi 
Naples !  if  thni  wilt  kiiow  the  advice  o 
of  (hem  was,  thou  wilt  inataotl;  reef  th 

Ciunilli)'!  ftlann  was  not  given  Un  € 
iMiw  at  a  sliort  distaooe,  a  suddou  bl 
appeftrMl nn  the  water*.  Tbettubwisttsfc 
and  the  otbcc  gallies  btlowed  the  exa 
their  eomniander.  On  swept  tbe  bUsl,  i 
oa  its  wiagB  clouds  of  fbam.  In  aa  i 
rcncbml  the  veuela,  and  bowed  them  i 
the  sea ;  but,  quickly  regaining  their  f 
they  sw(.>pt  aH'ay  bfttore  the  gale  tawi 
ooMt  of  Provence. 

Fearful  was  the  confusion  whish  f 
among  the  mariners,  for  ibo  scotnon  of  thi 
wirrc  as  timoroua  as  they  were  ODskilful 
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\t)og  gaUey-QKn  were  rendered  almost  useless 
by  the  nolenca  of  the  swell,  and  the  Constable 
repented,  when  too  late,  that  he  had  steered  his 
little  fleet  so  &r  ftata  the  land. 

On  board  the  royal  galley,  the  Queen  and 
Amalia,  altboogh  urged  by  the  courtiers  to  repair 
to  the  cabin,  would  not  quit  the  deck.  Indeed 
Joanna  evinced  more  presence  of  mind  than  many 
of  their  Italian  sailors :  the  latter,  with  their 
accustomed  supostition,  instead  of  plying  their 
cut,  and  keepii^  a  look  out  for  dioals  and  rocks, 
began  to  implore  their  tutelary  saints.  Here  a 
Sicilian  oo  his  kneesclosed  his  eyes,  and  devoutly 
kinedanimage  ofSanta  Rosolia;  therea  Neapo- 
litan resigned  the  management  of  his  sail,  to 
patter  over  his  beads,  and  prostrate  himself  before 
t  httle  Agmia  Dei.  But  these  recreants  Camillo 
awoke  with  a  thundering  call,  laying,  at  the  same 
tine,  the  handle  of  his  javelin  over  their  backs. 
The  Constable  intimated  his  approval  of  the 
Roman's  conduct,  and,  as  he  considered  him  a 
ikilfiil  pilot,  begged  him  to  take  the  hebn  from 
the  hand  of  the  trembling  Calabrian. 


t» 
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Ite  ftofimm  of  tbo  royal  gaUrT.  and 
gaidancB  of  CuniUn,  w*»  not  more  fdi 
Tbr  Itoonn,  booesi  rdlatr  w  he  nughl  han 
wa>  one  of  tbose  individuals  whoau  ta}enti< 
tn  toUtiog.  rattier  ihAO  prrfnrnung:  u 
nautical  skill  of  which  be  bottfbrd,  wai  in 
exumely  fliimll,  Tlie  golluy,  froai  her  « 
nze,  bud  gained  conttdorRtihr  upcn  Uie 
Teneli,  whidi  foUovrnl,  aa  wtU  as  ibcj 
in  her  irak«.  As  yet  (h«ra  was  ample  aea 
and  oonaofincntly,  if  tlia  sailor*  perJMine 
duty,  Hull!  danger  was  tu  tw  appRttended 

"  Amatiat"  cried  Um*  Qaeen;  "tier 
heart,  and  be  of  good  cheer.  Fear  ratt,  de 
the  daahiDft  of  the  sproy.  Then*,  dra 
mantle  n*on  cloaoly  around  thee ;  vrhen  w 
have  landed  at  the  guod  City  af  Xio 
buffeting  of  the  lancy  traros  and  wtnils  ^ 
but  a  Ulti  lo  tell  nf." 

Amaiia'9  anxiuun  looM,  and  a^ilnled  n 
although  her  lipa  wore  mute,  betrayed  the 
wfatdi  ihc  fell ;   she  tuninl  pale  us  now 
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nspped  io  tmin,  and  now  a  rope  gave  way ;  and 
at  ererjr  roll  of  the  labouring  bark  over  the  vexed 
taOowa,  she  preased,  as  for  protection,  to  the  side 
rf  Joanna. 

A  report  was  now  made  that  the  galley  had 
sprang  a  leak,  and  that  the  water  was  fast 
pDormg  in.  Camillo  called  on  the  men  to  adopt 
the  means  usually  resorted  to  on  such  occasions. 
"  My  ](xd  Constable  !"  be  exclaimed  cheerfully, 
"  alarm  dm  yourself;  this  wind,  I  assure  you, 
is  but  a  zephyr  compared  with  the  gales  that  I 
hare  stood  the  brunt  of.  You  have  done  me 
hooour  by  soLidting  ne  to  lake  the  helm,  and  I 
hope  I  shall  discharge  the  important  duty  to  your 
satisfaction.  This  is  not  the  first  vessel  I  have 
locued  from  the  jawa  of  destruction." 

The  sailotB  worked  with  great  diligence,  but 
the  water  gamed  upon  them ;  and  it  was  evident 
tliat  the  galley  evay  minute  rode  deeper  in  the 
sea. 

Joanna,  for  the  first  time,  felt  the  icy  current 

of  fear  creep  at  her  heart.    She  endeavoured  to 
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descry  l1>e  gsIUes  in  their  wako :  but  ».-<  t 
the  Mil  run,  that  Hhe  conld  only  catch,  at  it 
D  glimpse  iif  Ifaeir  masts;  henoe  occoire 
the  certataty,  lliai  ha^tpen  who!  tBigh 
resselawereiD  stoo  penloiu  ntBationtha 
to  rcnitn'  Uicm  any  usistanoe. 

"  Antalia !"  the  exclain»d,  "  it  would 
in  me  longer  lo  conceal  my  apprebenstc 
an  in  imminent  danger.  Ay.  more  Tvar 
tbnn  lJ>c  unem  in  wt-  bare  Infl  on  shore,  i 
winds  which  howl,  and  lhi3se  billaws  wki 
to  yawn  for  our  destruction.  God  be 
that  Louis  ta  not  here !  he,  at  leofl,  will 
a  watery  gTavo." 

"  Jnanna  f  cried  the  girl,  bar  eye» 
Hurcn,  and  h«T  hair  fioating  in  wild  i 
on  the  wind :  "  is  there,  then,  no  hope? 
I  see  tAy  spirit  lail,  I  may  well  coocludc 
is  lost. — Joanna,  religion  enjoins  as 
fihrink  bam  death ;  yet  t  cannot  cootcoip 
dark  unknown,  tlic  abyss  of  elumtty,  w 
shudder." 
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"  I  have  heavier  crimes  to  answer  for  than 
thou  hast,  dear  girl;  but  let  us  pray  t<^ther." 

"  Plead  for  me,  my  friend,  my  sister  I"  cried 
Amalia ;  and  she  clung  in  agony  around  Joanna's 
neck,  bat  terror  forbade  her  tears  to  flow. 

"  Be  tranquil !"  said  the  Queen ;  "  we  must 
not  altogether  abandon  hope:  God's  mercy,  I 
trust,  will  yet  befiieiid  us;  but  if  it  be  his  pleasure 
that  we  perish,  we  will  at  least  die  thus  in  each 
other's  arms." 

A  loud  crash  caused  them  both  to  start;  a 
sodden  gust  had  shivered  one  of  the  masts,  and 
it  fell  with  its  cumbersome  sails  upon  the 
galley's  deck. 

"  Ply  your  axes,  mj  men,  and  overboard  with 
it!"  cried  Camillo,  calmly  as  if  riding  over  the  plains 
ofCalabriabeside  his  master.  "  Away  with  those 
images  yonder !  and,  Sicilians !  if  ye  stand  longer 
pattering  your  rosaries,  instead  of  baling  out  the 
water,  by  Jupiter  1  your  beads  and  your  crosses 
shall  be  tied  around  your  necks,  and  ye  shall  be 
cut  with  them,  Jonahs  as  ye  are,  into  the  deep !" 


276 


TItC  TOT  ASK. 


Tlie  rof  tl  guUcjr  dow,  iti  ipitfi  of  Cu 
Trnvmled  nautical  sbilicv,  khs  lutally  usou 
able ;  ibo  roM  dd  the  iDDiintaio  vavcs,  aiu 
■gain  daslMttl  between  tiMni  bollowsi  inftf 
ffluiner ;  uid  ii  was  oaly  by  di»gui([  ^t 
ropes  anid  bulwarks,  that  the  otew  were  ■ 
standi  or  maintain  tbcii  Btotioas. 

A  kigiial  of  dtitrcw  wait  hoisted,  bol  eit 
wan  unpcrct^ivud  by  ibe  nml  of  tW  Seut,  oi 
gatlay,  as  Joanna's  fears  had  alrL-ad;  aabcif 
bad  itaelf  8uffici«it  perib  to  combat  with.  ] 
over,  from  the  nitlden  dirieks  wiiich  bac 
BWclJod  upon  Ibe  gn\e,  and  died  again  a* 
denly,  it  was  conjectured  that  me  of  tlwi: 
Ibuodvrod ;  and  ibe  Cupsl&ble  tliwigiit  it  f 
ble  tlte  ill-faUid  bark  wm  ibat  which  dutii 
EngliJib  Captain  and  his  Adventurers,  au 
was  the  HtDttllcst. 

Onward  the  disabled  gallay  was  borBC 
courau  wa«  full  upon  the  cuoit  of  Provuocc 
as  she  was  hurled  upon  the  crest  of  the  to 
billows,  the  mariners  could  faintly  disoer 
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Spires  <^Nice.  tlieir  greatest  danger  now  arose 
from  rocks  that  lay  6ff  the  coast,  and  which, 
fium  the  OBgoverBable  state  of  their  vessel,  it 
would  be  almost  impossible  to  avoid. 

'  SieUians  !  keep  a  took  out  on  the  bow !" 
cried  Camillo :  *  wbeie  ia  the  Altossi  ridge  1 
ntethinks  we  must  be  near  it  now,  for,  in  my 
gmdola,  I  have  often  rowed  around  it.  If  we 
succeed  in  passing  between  those  rocks  and  the 
^lore,  we  shall  be  safe." 

"  And  if  we  do  not — then  Almighty  God  have 
mercy  apoD  our  souls  !"  ejaculated  the  agitated 
Constable. 

It  was  a  moment  of  dreadful  expectation  : 
they  might  pass  beside  the  perilous  rocks,  or 
they  might  strike  oo  them.  Their  fate  in  a  few 
minutes  would  be  decided.  Many  were  buoyed 
by  hope,  a  few  were  prepared  for  the  worst,  but 
ill  remained  in  a  state  of  agoniziog  suspense. 

Suddenly  a  voice  proclaimed  from  the  bow, 
Iwlf  a  call,  half  a  ^riek — "  they  are  a-head ! 
ibey  are  a-head !"  no  time  was  allowed  for  pre- 
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paration ;  (Key  h&d  Bcarcely  «  moment  to  bnttlbt 
pray«t ;  for  even  while  tite  seunan  spoke,  tl 
(^ll«7,  with  a  shock  Uko  tfatmiler,  duhediipc 
tlie  ridge ! 

■  O  God!  our  hour  ts  oome !"  AXclaumedJi 
anna,  dssping  Ainalia  hi  ber  arms ;  "  we  «i 
perish  together !  liTe  with  its  joys,  and  it«  «m) 
must  now  Iw  exchanged  for  etefaiQr — Looi 
rorewell,  farewell !" 


CHAPTER  XXIX. 

THE  WRICK. 

"  Ha  d«eiM  not  in  hii  nstiTe  greenwood  nle, 
Whtn  ths  iWMt  thiMtle  talk  hei  phintiTa  tele ; 
Bnt  at  Ihe  bottom  of  the  migh^  deep ; 
Abora  hii  head  the  booming  billom  iweep ; 
Tk^  pnj  the  oeMB  inDnrtBn  will  not  ipen  ; 
No  Bgh  will  tootbe,  no  tear  will  reMhhiia  then." 

The  Teaael  which  had  foundered  prior  to  the 
wreck  of  the  royal  galley,  was  not  that  mann  e 
by  the  English  Adventarera.  Although  the 
■mallest,  Conrtenay's  galliot  was  of  thetrue  "Ve- 
netian build,"  and  the  best  adapted  in  the  fieet 
for  weathering  a  gale.  Courtenay  himself  was 
u  able  aearoan :  during  the  brief  intervals  of 
leinire  which  his  military  career  afforded,  his 
deliglit  had  been  to  navigate  the  Mediterranean 
in  his  pleasure-bark ;    and  with  the  Gulf  of 
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CJirtwa,  and  the  lAorw  of  PravMoe,  he  ww  ** 
aojuaiuted ;  some  of  his  EuUawen,  tikuniMr  po 
smsod  K  portiun  of  that  luiutJcal  abiiily  "Ini 
has  dwtinguuhed  thHr  oountiTnicn  devonderin 
othernalioiiortbe  globe.  Coart«ttay <b«l  hinm 
at  the  lielm ;  the  most  athletic  of  the  EngltduB: 
bent  to  tho  oon ;  tUiliaDS,  htmerei,  tended  tl 
mils ;  but  thcit  iiimgni,  as  Mon  as  prodnn 
we»  hurled  ovftrbcwnl  by  thesunlc^oua  firitai 
It  is  not  surprising,  then,  that  CourtenBy'*  ho 
although  suiTeritig  From  th«  violeDce  of  the  tei 
pest,  remained  unshattcred,  and  peTfcclly  oa 
ageable.  It  is  tniir,  from  her  inferior  size,  t 
galliot  WM  tinnblo  to  pass  throug'h  the  water 
rapidly  a»  the  royal  vrssel ;  but  ah£  md«  n 
the  btllawa  like  s  cork  ;  and  Courteoay,  who  hi 
perceiTed  the  disastrous  siiaation  of  the  Que 
and  her  crvw,  reulvctl,  nl  tmay  hauud, 
render  (bem  asiisiance. 

"  By  Heaven  !  th«y  an  nearing  the  Aliei 
ridge  r  be  cried,  "  and  do  not.  or  cacnut  mal 
an  elTort  to  escape  destruction.  * 
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"  Canaila,  that  bngg&rt  Roman,"  exclaimed 
a  bronzed  Tctenui,  "  is  at  the  helm ;  he  might 
coDtzive,  perhaps,  to  steer  a  gondola  across  a 
summer  lake,  but  in  a  sea  like  this,  Jacobo,  my 
nMHikej,  woakl  perform  the  task  better." 

"  My  gallant  loeii  I"  cried  Courtenay,  "  there 
ue  iadividuala  in  yonder  galley — individuals 
whose  hves  are  worth  empires ;  we  must  not, 
therefore,  see  them  perish.  Saints !  do  1  behold 
ari^t  1  they  have  struck  od  the  rocks !  their 
renel  is  going  to  pieces  1" 

Asd  it  was  as  be  stated,  for  at  this  point  of 
time.  Queen  Joanna  had  uttered  the  exclamation 
of  despair  which  we  have  just  recited.  Tlie 
Englishmen  now  merged  eveiy  consideration  as 
regarded  the  danger  which  menaced  themselves, 
in  the  desperate  resi^ution  of  saving  the  crew  of 
tlie  royal  galley.  It  was  evident  that,  dashed 
u  the  was  by  the  waves  against  sharp  rocks, 
ihe  beautiful  bark  would  soon  be  a  complete 
wreck.  Courtenay  swept  towards  her  until 
within  a  short  distance  of  the  perilous  ridge ; 
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wtuin,  doxtt'roui'ly  rccring,  sivd  ki:f]in 
galUot's  liead  to  the  wind,  be  cost  Bnchac 
«lawl>-  running  out  his  cable,  and  diiving 
wordi  before  ll>e  tetnpett,  he  appniacl) 
wreck  a*  near  ait  circumstances  vmild  pa 

It  was  a  thrilling,  a  dreadful  sight,  to 
the  anxious  Gioes,  end  eagvr  gesticulaliorn 
dovotnlcrew.  The  instiDcttTefearofiliicu 
the  tenacity  with  which  the  old  as  well 
yoang,  the  miserable  as  well  as  the 
ding  to  life,  nay  well  form  a  subject  to  i 
the  Bpccolations  of  the  citrioas  analyzer 
human  mind.  Some  wept  and  wrun; 
hands  I  otlierf!  wildly  shrieked ;  and  manj 
wretches  had  already  plunged  into  the 
hoping  thereby  to  bo  the  first  on  board  li 
liot ;  but  these  iierisbed ;  the  bouta,  also, 
Ibfl  BnglUlimen  lowered  from  the  side  o 
Teasel,  were  iostantly  ingolphed  by  the 
breakers. 

One  method  only  appeared  likely  tn  a 
in  mvio^  the  Queen's  crew  ;  it  was  that  < 
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TCTing  ropes  ftom  one  bark  to  the  other,  and  so 
(lidtog,  or  drawing  the  parties  over.  After 
connderable  pains,  Courtenay  succeeded  in 
^in^  a  rope  from  the  wreck,  and  which  he 
lUacbed  to  the  stem  of  the  galliot;  another 
quickly  followed,  and  thus  a  rude  ladder  was 
bnned.  The  first  to  spring  over  thin,  and  gain 
(be  shattered  bark,  was  the  English  Captain. 
The  grand  object  of  reacne  of  course  was  the 
Qneen.  Waiving  every  consideration  but  that 
of  the  peril  of  the  hour,  Courtenay  bade  Joanna 
be  of  good  heart,  and  took  her  in  his  arms,  as 
tbou^  she  had  been  an  infant  Throwing  him- 
lelf  upon  the  ropes,  he  placed  her  before  him, 
•0  that  she  might  receive  no  injury ;  and  thus, 
another  cord  being  attached  to  his  body,  he  was 
drawn  over  by  bis  comrades. 

Shoats  of  joy  axoce,  as  soon  as  the  Queen  was 
in  safety ;  but  Joanna  had  no  time  to  thank  her 
gallant  preserver,  for  he  was  again  in  the  wreck. 
Another  there,  eten  more  prized,  and  lo  his 
heart  more  dear,  demanded  his  assistance.    He 
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knelt,  Bnd  pnved  Amalia  to  foi^ve 
Ukii  gonUy  nuspd  htr  in  hti  unm — ( 
were  bis  BL'DSBlioDs,  titua  hcdding  all  h< 
htB  Itoart  1  slurald  be  «v«i  nj^n  cIb«p 
Ibmi  1  should  fa*  ever  ii^tn  feel  her  hri 
hi»  obnik !  «9  he  puud  over  (lie  ri 
Arnnlib  loaning'  on  bU  iboutder,  u  ovt 
W88  he  by  th»  rnsh  at  bl«  iinp«wakiDL>^ 
(hm  Ii«  Almost  for^t  his  porilous  iitaa 
thitt  he  htuig  on  llio  brink  nf  otemity. 

T1i«  esampitt  of  Coutti-nsr  ww  M 
his  brave  Advontureni,  in  suving  the 
honour,  And  oilier  loiUes  sUubed  to  ii 
oniut ;  iind  nwiiy  »  soIiUm'  held  in  bw 
d«T  u  lovely  n  dftniBel  as  fait  rouj^h  hi 
desiie. 

Tlie  fcmale  portion  of  the  roj-al  per 
been  Uins  re«cu>!i),  thn  ItalinB  noblca  a 
CTDwdMl  (he  ropt-ff,  flinging  Ihotn^dvo 
ibcy  might.  Coorlc nny,  howftter,  fel 
respecting  (Jie  High  Constable,  whn  n: 
or  his  advanced  age,  might  not  bo  « 
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ictive  to  pass  aloog  the  Ike' ;  and  accordiogly 
he  bore  kim  in  hu  arms,  in  the  aame  manner  as 
he  had  carried  the  Que«n. 

■  Vira  1  noble  Captain  l"  shouted  honest  Ca- 
miUo ;  ■  thou  art  worthy  to  be  immortalized  by 
iDothei  Virgil ;  for  ao  did  hia  hero  ^Sneas  trans- 
port his  father  from  the  flames  of  Troy," 

The  rapture  of  the  individuals  saved,  venting 
iUelf  in  gesticulalion  rather  than  in  words,  may 
ut  be  described.  Some  w«re  locked  in  mutual 
embraces ;  many  wept  tike  diildren  ;  but  itill 
the  Italian  seamen  kissed  their  saints,  and  passed 
them  from  one  to  the  other,  esteeming  them  the 
lole  objects  of  their  gratitude.  *  Praised  be 
6u  Geonaro,  and  San  Antonio !"  they  cried ; 
"  ihey  have  done  this  1  they  have  saved  us  ] 
^ory  to  the  Virgb  and  to  them  I" 

So  crowded  by  this  time  was  the  little  galley, 
lUt,  without  endangering  the  lives  of  the  wbola, 
u)  more  persona  could  be  received  from  the 
wreck.  It  was  a  heart-rending  alternative, 
thtt  of  leaving  the  remainder  to  perish ;   but  ne- 
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centy  urged;  and  the  Gnnd  Sencac 
Baux,  acting  moro  dedsivcly  Uuui  the  i 
iht!  r»pe8  in  twain  with  his  sword,  and 
oonuniuiicalion  between  Uie  vessels  wc 
end. 

The  anchor  was  nimd  :  tho  men  stc 
their  oars,  and  (Iw  galliot,  ilicering  to  1 
passed  gallantlr  arouud  (he  fearful  r»d 
English  veternn  had  taken  the  helm,  ui 
BUppuition  thai  his  master  had  mingled 
coniiAiiy  in  immediate  atteDdanci!  u| 
Queen ;  thejr  had  procKded,  howorer 
short  distancr,  when  a  cry  was  lusMl ' 
English  Captain  was  not  in  the  galley  1 
stflrnalion  which  entnied  was  highly  cred 
the  humani^,  axul  strongly  exptessiTi 
sense  of  gratitude  which  pervaded  thfl  bi 
thoae  who  had  bpun  resca«d  from  deta 
Joaana's  ilietroM  borderod  on  agony ;  oi 
lia  felt  even  more,  although  she  did  i 
words  to  her  anguish. 

•'  Yes,"  aied  the  Qucon,  "  I  pcrct 
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moon  of  his  Bbeence — be  intended  to  have  been 
ihe  last  on  board  the  wreck ;  he  would  aee  alt  res- 
cued before  he  would  save  himself;  thus  too. 
haatil;  De  Baux  divided  the  ropes,  and  left  him 
tliere  to  perish." 

■  It  is  eren  90;"  said  the  High  Constable ; 
"  and  the  generous  man  would  not  hail  us  back, 
lest  be  should  endanger  our  safety." 

"  Why  do  we  waste  a  moment  V  continued 
the  Queen ;  ■  Oh,  let  us  return  to  the  rocks  !," 

The  Adventurers,  furious  at  the  error  which 
bad  been  committed,  instantly  lowed  the  galliot 
uound,  and  strove  to  make  head  against  the 
wind ;  but  such  was  the  swell  of  the  sea,  and 
tbe  force  of  the  tempest  against  them,  that  they 
veie  onable  (o  effect  the  slightest  prt^ess.  A 
figure  now  appeared  on  the  stem  of  the  wreck, 
waving  to  them,  as  if  he  wished  they  would  re- 
linquish their  design,  and  continue  their  course 
to  the  shore :  it  was  the  self-sacrificed  English 
Captain :  at  tbe  sight  of  their  leader  some  of  the 
Adventurers  sprang  up,  and,  in  their  eagerness 
to  save  him,  if  they  had  not  been  prevented. 


THE  UrBSCC 


vroniA  have  thrown  Ui«iDselrefl  into 
AnnUiiit  eflbn  was  mode ;  tliree  laboon 
oar ;  but  this  proved  equally  anav&iiiDg 
alWf  tbe  other,  the  oar-blodM  &na) 
DrspairiDg  of  Boccess,  and  bein^  iliist 
iiumincnt  danger,  nature  and  jualiu 
called  upon  thcni  to  Bubniit,  and  abi 
gallant  CourlPimy  to  liia  fate. 

Witli  heavy  hearts,  they  made  for  '. 
Queen  in  BpeecblcBsdiatrcss,  and  Ama 
ihroagh  fllreaming  tears,  tDtraids  the  fal 
until  it  n-iis  lost  in  surrounding  huu. 

They  amved  at  the  Port,  and  were  d 
luw-ed  by  the  fire  remaining  galliea  of 
Beset  The  firit  act  of  Jowina  was 
tiff-bonli.  which  being  annLlI,  and  cov 
leather,  might  Uvr.  nnHdiit  the  l<': 
The  AdTrntun^ra  manned  ihcv 
tor  the  Alto^  rncka,  while  tLi:  '.^■■a:.^: 
Court proret'di'd  In  lhoCalhi;dml,  Uiretu 
tu  AInitithU'  Gnd  Tor  tlifir  numculous 
tion,  and  to  supplicaia  for  the  eafcly  i 
voted  Engliahman. 


CHAPTER  XXX. 

TBBABAHDOHBD. 

■■  laihtd  into  roam  the  fieic«  eonOieting  brins 

fTliilM  4^  ■  tbeoMad  nfing  mTsi  to  bum. 

Ill  An*  th*  \i*A  with  tntabUng  wretehe*  chuged." 

Tbi  Stern  of  the  wrecked  galley  still  held  toge- 
ther, and  there,  were  gathered  the  uofoitunate 
beings,  about  twenty  in  number,  who,  unless 
aisislance  were  promptly  rendered  them,  would 
inevitably  perish.  The  sharp  rocks  on  which 
the  yessel  had  struck,  rose  like  pinnacles  from 
the  waves;  but  the  sea  broke  over  tbem  with  such 
fuiy,  that  there  appeared  no  possibility  of  a 
homao  being  maintaining  a  footing.  Never- 
theless, some  ventured  to  spring  upon  the  rocks, 
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bopiDg  Utereby  to  gain  a  pUee  of  greale 
Ihan  the  itero  of  the  galley,  which  t 
every  minute  lo  Call  to  pieces.  Ta 
gruped  the  naked  flinu,  and  wound  t 
around  each  jutting  point.  At  oai!  I 
werficomplutetyburiDd  benetUi  mcnmta 
and  now  they  appeared  again,  renai 
bng  enough  to  gatb«r  breath  for  wwth* 
»on.  This  could  not  continue;  tlioj 
exhausted ;  one  by  one  relaxed  his  I 
his  upward-streaminf  hair  and  lifted  h: 
the  last,  was  borne  away  lo  the  depllB 
Eight  individuals  only  remained.  1 
tnent  of  the  venseX  whereoa  they  si 
dashed  by  every  billow  with  such  Tiolem 
the  «idc  of  the  ridge,  that  ili«y  were  i 
ding  to  th('  (angled  rigging  and  broken 
for  KUppart  The  falc  of  their  late 
warned  tiiem  not  to  commit  tbentselv 
naked  rocks,  but  death  as  certain  awoi 
in  the  niuation  ihey  occupied.  Yet 
glimpse    of    hope   existed,   Walter  C 
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would  not  despair.  HiB  own  galley  bad  safely 
landed  the  royal  party,  and  be  imagined  that  he 
perceired  some  boats  struggling  towards  them : 
bat  it  waa  evident  the  tempest  would  not  allow 
Ihem  to  make  their  way  through  the  breakers ; 
and  eren  if  eventuaDy  they  should  succeed  in 
reaching  the  wreck,  he  believed  that  their  succour 
would  arrive  too  late. 

Melancholy  was  that  scene,  and  heart-rending, 
aa  human  eye  ever  witnessed.  Inevitable  des- 
traction,  the  last  sands  dropping  through  life's 
gbas,  and  eternity  close  at  hand — the  prospect 
inight  appal  the  valiant,  as  well  as  the  virtuous 
heart.  Each  countenance  betrayed  the  workings 
of  an  agonized  sfurit;  but  some,  beyond  others, 
]rielded  to  passionate  distress,  and  gesticulations 
of  despair. 

There  waa  a  man  of  a  venerable  mien,  whose 
head  was  white  ;  be  knelt  clasping  a  crucifix  to 
his  hps.  His  history  waa  known  to  Courtenay ; 
he  bad  been  engaged  during  a  long  life  in  mer- 
cantile aflaira  at  Naples,  and  was  now  returning 
o  2 


to  Pnivmoe,  inteoding  h 
dnrs  with  the  family  of  hit  only  duighli 
bt  bt  hnri^  in  his  natiTi!  mlley.  I 
wfln»cd  to  support  him  Ju  his  awful  sii 
and  It  was  only  when  one  reflectian  em 
mind,  that  hi<  fcntiirps  nprn  cnnTubed, 
nooilnl  with  bofror. — "  1  thought."  1 
»Iiuddering,  "  I  wu  to  kIuhiImt  in  the  glei 
cbildhond,  the  hirtls  Bingin^  by  my  grat 
(he  yew  waring  oT«r  Ibe  turf^but  to  be  ti 
and  tnssed  like  a  acft-weed.  im  tbe  savage  s 
lo  he  devoured  by  the  mon^ten  of  the  deef 
Cnd  of  mercy  I  avert  from  me  inch  a  tkv 

NiMir  the  old  man  Hood  a  pervon  of  i 
■go.  His  cnunienanctt,  though  scarcely  a  i 
moved,  did  not  exprtos  the  aim  that  mti 
imparted  by  re)ignon<  but  blank  and  Qtbvdr 
his  eyes  were  bent  on  the  (hrnnlening  bil 
hi«  hair,  drenched  with  tbe  nil  tea- 
streamed  in  Iha  lempcil ;  and  his  giuni 
WHArWnched. 

"  Storm !   do  thy  worel  !■   ho  wo«  tiea 
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oy;  "  death !  thou  art  welcome.  These  wares 
will  be  an  antidote  for  misery,  for  though  I  dare 
Dot  be  a  suicide,  I  long  to  die." 

An  individual  of  a  different  character  from 
ihe  persons  mentioned  above,  was  dinging  to  the 
rigging  close  by  Courtenay.  He  exhibited 
fear  bordering  on  frenzy,  and  shivered  through 
every  fibre  of  his  frame  at  the  prospect  of  death. 
He  had  been  an  atheist,  condemning  and  deriding 
not  only  the  catholic  faith,  but  every  form  of 
leligioQ  professed  by  man.  The  God  he  had 
dared  and  despised,  forsbok  him  now ;  and  too 
late  he  was  convinced  of  the  sophistry  of  his 
impious  reasonings.  He  gazed  on  the  heaving 
mass  of  waters  soon  to  roll  over  him — he  recoiled 
ud  shrieked;  then,  clinging  to  Courtenay's 
knees,  asked  in  piteous  accents,  if  he  could  save 

"  Pray  unto  Him  who  raised,  and  can  com- 
mand the  tempest,  for  He  only  can  render  thee 


"  Pray  7"  cried  the  wretched  man ;  "  my  lips 
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■re  fbnned  l<>r  eunui,  not  lupplicstion 
ilw  Jmuh  fur  vhoBe  t&iqtut;  joa  ui 
(lerisfa.  Pray  ?  I  lave  tnai  qvesti 
(xutence  ofaGod,  and  Isugbedat  all  I 
IivdJ  tl»  knee  W  tlieir  Makur . — will  £ 
ne  DOW  * — Re,  how  ibe  l>U)uw«  boom  « 
•nJ  Imw  Uic  tcjcmH  n-uls  and  crastun  I. 
waves  nild !  no.  I  feci  them  already  t 
U  h  lakf  (if  fire.  Save  mc,  Engtidu: 
tbiiu  ihult  luve  all  my  woaltli  !-^0b.  Go 
aame  I  have  profaned,  t  muH  not,  I 
□ill  upon  tfaoD — I  must  invoke  only  tl 
who  are  waiting  &N-  me,  to  drag  nw 
their  boKooikta  ab^M,  lo  inflict  on  mt 
liirtures — ha  t  ba  1  already  I  hear  llteir 
already  their  fiery  scorpions  are  wtilhin 


Eren  as  bo  spoke,  a  sweeping  billt 
over  the  wreck,  and  the  dark  unbelii 
dashed  overboard,  andafDlahiickiiig  tnlii 

C<mr[i?uaT  hiul  witi)cs*4.-d  many  a  tra 
im  the  field  of  battle,  fanl  none  wKidi 
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him  like  that  Death  was  familiar  to  him,  but 
it  bad  never  assumed  so  teirible  an  aspect  as  it 
von  there. — His  attention  was  now  directed 
to  the  last  two  persons  who,  with  himself 
remained  on  the  wreck,  for  in  contemplating  the 
bonon  around  him,  he  almoBt  forgot  his  own 
ipproadiing  fate, 

A  lover  was  supporting  his  mistress ;  he  was 
yoong,  and  she  beautiful.  That  lady  was  the 
Doly  iemale  of  Joanna's  party  doomed  to  perish, 
for  she  had  refused  to  quit  the  royal  galley 
without  her  betrothed.  The  cavalier's  arm  was 
uoond  her  waist;  now  she  fainted,  and  now 
lising  saperior  to  the  terrible  scene,  she  addressed 
to  him  calm  words.  His  features  were  the  index 
of  a  soul  wrung  by  agony,  and  he  upbraided  her 
for  not  having  saved  her  own  life  when  even  be 
by  their  side,  Walter  Courteoay,  wished  to  have 
bome  her  to  his  vessel. 

"What!  live  and  leavetbeetoperish,RomanoT 
DO,  better  expire  with  thee  here,  than  suffer  a 
lingering  death — the  death  of  a  broken  heart." 
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Hot  dark  ejt»  were  nUed  implara: 
HmvM ;  Iwr  snony  nnm  endrdvJ  het 
tuwk,  nnd  her  bcwom  was  corered,  u  b;r 
by  her  wet  rareti  trcsaes. — CoaiUttiy 
havAappTWkclivd  neorerlu  Utem,  but  fell  m 
tdiinpuse  auy  rcstruntoniJutircbKung  mi 
mkI,  u  he  held  by  the  ri^in^,  (Ite 
drowning  their  soAer  words,  tie  witne* 
hist  scene  of  lore. 

Paseipitnte  i;«stiaiUti(ms — kisses, 
kines,  followM  t>y  Booda  or  tetus — pr 
God  thftl  their  sfkirits  might  not  be  diridc 
next  world— dose  and  still  mort!  dowJy 
(a  nch  other,  until  death  ilsetf  seemed  f 
in  that  wild  cmbrttce— this  was  the  a 
which  Rieltcd  Courteiiay'a  heart,  and  I 
dered  him  doubly  thaokfu)  to  Heaven 
whom  hf  atsa  loved,  was  not  there  lo  i 
doom. 

"  Now  I  am  hoppy,  Romano — no» 
reigned — the   hilIt^me«l    of   dftath   is 
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"  Life  of  my  life !  with  whom  even  to  perish 
is  bliss !  the  billows  may  roll  over  us  now — God 
bare  mercy  on  his  creatures,  and  receive  our 
aools!" 

A  minute  had  not  elapsed,  when  all  that 
Temained  of  the  galley  was  lifted  on  a  mountain 
wave,  and  dashed  with  tremendous  violence  oo 
the  rocks.  The  lovers,  locked  in  each  other's 
inns,  were  precipitated  into  the  abyss,  and  the 
bmling  wave  swept  over  them,  as  it  had  ingulfed 
the  others.  Then  also,  amidst  white  foam,  and 
the  crashing  timbers  of  the  wreck,  might  Courte- 
nay  have  been  seen  struggling  for  life.  He  was 
an  expert  swimmer,  but  whether  he  clang  to  the 
rocks,  or  boldly  struck  out  for  the  shore,  perishing 
io  the  midway,  none  survived  to  tell. 


CHAPTEIt  XXXI. 

tUK  tBAKCIt. 

"  No  BiAM  thy  lOMliiBi  viden  vj  Bii|nuh  eha«n : 

Thy  pluid  ajn  vitl)  «nilB  nn  longn'  ^uw, 

Six  hnim  tu  di«ri*h  lai  tiiiij  my  IWn; 

Tw  mrt-i  that  I  •huttld  Mooni—  Sow  fatUt  U>nk  nj  l« 

Altiioucu  the  Englishmen  who  itmnnedtbi 
bosCfl  Atroinod  ovdry  mfire,  tlicy  vcn  u 
for  several  iiours,  to  nuch  the  Altossi  rid^. 
gain  hnilBoiiwwbatabalcd,  and  Ihi*  iniTt!s)e! 
tiieir  fury,  when  ibey  arrived.  Yet  thfl  A 
turers  found  Ihcy  were  not  in  time  (o  sare  < 
the  unfortunate  individuab  who  bad  been  I 
neceaaity  on  Ibo  wreck:  nolbiog  wa*  wi 
th«  flharp  points  nf  the  rocks  startiiif;  out 
waves,  Ino^e  planks  tossei)  bete  and  tbi?r 
cordi  and  tattered  wtl*  floating  about  Uk 
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ve«d.  The  whole  proclaimed  that  the  wreck 
had  gone  to  pieces,  and  that  all  who  remained 
there,  had  foond  a  watery  ^lave. 

On  drawing  nearer  to  the  fatal  ridge,  they 
discovered,  washed  into  its  cavitiea,  the  clothes 
of  some  Italian  seamen ;  the  wearers,  they  pre- 
sumed, had  cast  them  off,  with  a  view  to  save 
tbemselTes  hy  swimming;  but,  amidst  the  boiling 
breakers,  scarcely  a  chance  existed  that  any 
bad  reached  the  distant  shore. 

One  of  the  Englishmen  suddenly  exclaimed 
tliat  he  had  Jband  the  doublet  and  plumed  cap 
wiiich  belmged  to  Courtenay ;  his  belt,  and 
crimson  mantle,  likewise,  were  floating  near: 
the  interest  which  this  created  among  the  party 
may  be  conceived ;  that  he,  also,  had  hoped  to 
tare  his  life  by  means  of  swimming,  was  evident; 
but  what  could  have  been  their  gallant  leader's 
fatet 

Proceeding  onwards  to  a  part  of  the  ridge  at 
•Moe  distance  from  the  spot  where  the  vessel 
had  struck,  they  found  several  lifeless  bodies. 


Mi'il 
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wUoh  hid  been  (hrowo  upon  the  cro^  \ 
vialnim  of  the  w*tl-«.  It  wuuld  appntr, 
ill  piuleavounng  (o  escapo  froia  the  «rreck, 
perBORft  bad  been  killed  by  the  daaliini;  c4  ] 
and  spurs ;  for  tbo  bodies  were  in  ao  mulil 
condition,  that  scarcely  one  of  tbetn  cat 
recognjznl.  TboAijTBnUirErs.hDwevw,  cai 
examined  them,  and  one  in  particular  ai 
ihcir  BtlL-nlion ;  ihe  Ence  niia  macb  ditfi 
bat  the  cnlour  of  tlie  hair  resemhled  that  o 
Ifiador's ;  the  moustache  and  beaitl  were  p 
like  hiai  the  length  of  limb,  and  brusdaiiH 
chest,  corresponded  also  with  the  person  of 
ler  Cnurlensy.  Frotn  those  and  other  poinli 
mtlilode,  therefore,  they  caine  to  a  cundufii 
the  fipre  before  them  was  the  Ei^lish  Ci 
Deep  was  tha  ^cf  of  iKoss  Iniibful  mti 
chiefly  they  lamented,  that  lie,  ibeir  luodei 
hod  acquired  sitch  lugh  renown— the  floi 
chtralr)',  the  generous,  the  noble,  had  not 
as  a  jwldier  should  die — with  sword  in  ha 
the  bailie  field. 
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Tbey  wrapped  his  mortal  remains  carefully 
in  a  sail,  aod  placing  him  in  one  of  their  boata, 
rowed  off  for  Xice:  as  they  proceeded  they 
chanted,  with  rough  voices,  a  soldier's  dirge,  such 
u  they  had  learnt  from  one  of  the  popular 
jmglevrt  of  the  day;  we  give  the  reader  the 
concluding  lines : — 

" HU  limb*  »re  cold,  tu  c>te«T  ii  o'«, 

Hii  Uchian  ihiU  gleua  In  ihs  fight  no  note; 

Hii  fiuihfol  ehufa  mxj  feed  on  the  pUin, 

He  ne'er  ibell  ride  him  to  battle  egiiii. 

For  him  in  tud  hit  Udje  dwll  «i|h. 

With  B  doad  OD  her  brow,  ud  a  tear  in  her  eye. 

Hii  foea  will  exult,  hia  IHeadi  will  mown. 

And  Gloij  will  kneel  hj  hii  dower- wreethed  nm. 

Tee,  the  M«r  of  hii  fime,  etenul  and  bright. 

Shell  ihine  throagh  the  eloadi  of  Moitalitj'i  night ; 

And  waniota  and  princei  ihall  viiit  hu  gnve. 

And  Beaatj  died  Isaii  o'er  the  gallant  and  brave." 

Meantime,  Queen  Joanna,  having  retired  from 
the  Catbedial,  the  principal  palace  in  Nice  was 
offered  to  her  aa  a  residence.  It  was  pleasantly 
situated  near  the  sea,  and  commanded  an  exten- 
sive and  beautifiil  prospect  The  day  was  nearly 
q>eDt,  and  the  tempest  had  entirely  ceased  i 
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ligbl  airs  woftsd  perfume  frofli  tlw  tf,nvt 
l^vrdMit  which  niloriieil  the  ihorea ;  ud  ll 
It)  thii  aim  west  rejKHed  oa  a  coach  o(  i 
doutU,  capping  (bo  hill-iops  widt  cm 
living  fire.  So,  io  the  morel  world,  ihe 
of  fata,  altbiiugh  they  niay  diirkeo  ud  j 
the  commencement  of  life,  and  even  exi 
its  mid  c&rccr,  will  oftGnlitnes  melt  awB 
satUo  into  bright  trunquilUiy ;  and  our  o 
t)leMe<l  by  children  ami  the  frienda  of  our 
will  ciuse  it)  tile  sunshineaf  peace  (uid  bap 
Amalia  sat  is  a  cluuiiber  alone:  one  t 
ooe  idea  otdj  wa»  preoent  to  het  mind — th 
of  Walter  Courtetutr :  for  be'  f*=*^  ^^ 
that  he  CDiild  not  by  any  poasibilil} 
escaped  destruction,  ft  Is  nid  that  frio 
lorera  never  know  the  strength  of  their  tJ 
oniil  accident  nr  death  severs  them  fte 
otlier.  Then  all  the  good  <]uiilities  of  Ibc  I 
objects,  unttludeit  by  one  dark  rernein 
beam  forth,  and  awaken  odiniratioa  and 
Then  they  feel  liuit  void  in  their  bosonta. 
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they  ffiippose  can  never  be  filled  up  this  side  of 
the  grave. — Oh !  what  intense  pleasure  yet  pain 
to  dwell  (H)  their  remembered  features  I  to  call 
to  mbd  their  slightest  actions  I  a  flower  they 
loved,  a  scene  they  admired,  are  invested  with  a 
nameless  charm;  and  the  mourners  feel  that 
were  Heaven  to  restore  the  lost  oues  to  earth, 
ihey  should  love  them,  if  it  wern  possible,  with 
tenfold  devotion. 

Amalia  thought  of  the  chivalrous  qualities, 
and  brave  deeds  of  him  she  believed  to  be  no  more. 
Yet  in  the  part  which  he  had  performed  in  the 
late  calamitous  event,  not  so  much  did  she  admire 
Ua  conduct  to  Joanna  and  herself,  as  the  anxiety 
be  evinced  for  the  aged  Constable,  and  the  tender 
care  with  which  he  bod  conveyed  him  &om  the 
wreck.  Any  enthusiastic  cavalier,  she  consi- 
dered, might  have  risked  his  life  to  save  % 
queen;  but  the  latter  deed  was  prompted  by 
philanthropy,  and  bespoke  a  truly  noble  and 
generous  mind. 

And  was  he  gone  for  ever  t  Yes,  that  Sana 
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im  which,  hcrepir  unspim,  abs  luul  m 
^XKil  with  wiifatioDS  of  (Icliglit,  wu  &ov 
hapi,  but  US  Ihe  clo>l  of  tb«  vnllr-y.  SW 
bcr  head  opDO  ber  band,  and  gazed  ot 
vride  ooi'«n;  lU  hmom  hnivcd.  kllbov) 
tempest  had  sunk  to  nM  -,  long  lion  of 
light  imulisled  iho  glassy  billitwB :  iinJ, 
Boftened  cry,  the  «e«-bird  again  Hew  (n 
shclterrng  caveni  to  vnjoy  the  aclutrnty 
eveuifle-  Nature  bruthed  tnuit)utlltly,  bu 
dwelt  in  (hat  maiden'*  brea«L 

A  liglit  Etap  caused  Amalin  to  alart  fcr 
■ad  KTflTte — Joanna  hud  entered  the  roon 

"  I  bring  thee  tidings,*  said  thi-  Qoctm ; 
boats  have  nlunied  frMn  their  Morob 
Allossi  rocks." 

Light  flashed  to  Afoalia's  eye,  and 
whidi  Ihe  slrghtest  incident  will  wui 
awaken  in  the  heart  of  the  wretched,  was  I 
(or  a  ntoment  in  her  bosom. 

"  What !"  the  cried,  in  breathless  n4p 
"  have  Ibey  rescued  him  1  is  he  safe  I 
relumed  with  (bem  1" 
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"  Alas !  my  poor  girl ;"  said  Joanna  ;  "  how 
shall  I  answer  thy  question  t  they  bare  indeed 
fiMind  Walter  Courtenay— but — " 

"  Ah !  I  understand  you,"  she  exclaimed, 
her  sudden  excitement  having  passed  away ; 
"  tbey  have  returned  with  his  lifeless  body  I" 

"  Even  so,"  observed  Joanna ;  "  they  have 
borne  him  to  tbe  cathedral,  where  mass  Ls  to  be 
■aid  for  his  soul,  and  where  in  military  pomp 
due  to  his  valour,  he  is  to  be  buried." 

"  It  is  enough !"  cried  Amalia  rising,  and 
leaning  on  the  Queen ;  "  tbe  last  ray  of  hope  is 
extinguished  for  ever.  Pardon  me  —I  am  not 
what  I  should  be — my  brain  is  dizzy,  my  heart 
is  sick — support  me — Joanna,  my  friend,  my 
aster!" 

Some  days  passed ;  the  identity  of  the  mortal 
remains  of  the  English  Captain  never  having 
been  disputed,  they  were  committed  to  the  last 
resting  place  of  all  living ;  and  the  inhabitants 
of  Nice,  at  the  request  of  the  Queen,  had  begun 
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to  erect  ft  nwliLe  pillu*  <m  the  •bare,  in  ta 
tnoraUoo  of  hix  heroic  octloDs. 

Jnuias  and  her  Court  witre  detaiiMd  «l 
longer  thui  they  coDlemplaied,  in  cotae<\ 
of  ceriftin  diicputea  orUtng  l>etwe>in  th« 
the Proveny'^l  nobility.  Malter8,bou>e*«t,) 
been  arranged,  they  deported  Ibr  Ar 
where,  it  was  ptcfliimed,  PriocB  Lattis  m 
Bishop  of  Florence,  togrlhrt  with  thf^  i 
counsellor*  whom  they  had  retaiocd,  had  n 
arrived. 

Tlio  determitifttion  of  the  Queen  ai 
Consort  tn  solicit  a  trial,  and  plead  theii 
before  the  Pope  in  full  consiatoiy,  we 
ooised  over  Europe.  The  mtnessei, 
office  would  be  to  suhxtantiale  tlie  guilt 
royal  parliea,  were  to  be  produced  by  thi 
gacian  King;  our  old  friend,  the  Bu^ 
Waradin.  headed  this  black  associat 
calumniators,  and  they  wore  already  on  tl 
lo  Avignon. 

From  lower  and  town,  from  city  and  f 
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coDDtry,  thouBanda  were  Socking  to  be  present 
at  this  trial,  the  moat  singular  and  interesting 
that  history  records.  A  Pope  and  his  Cardinals 
were  to  nt  in  judgment  on  a  Prince  and  Queen ; 
and  their  irrevocable  decree  would  reinstate 
the  exiles  in  their  kingdom,  or  consign  them 
to  a  dungeon — perhaps  a  scafibld. 


END  OF  VOLUME  U. 
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HISTORICAL    ROMANCE. 


BTN.  MICHELL; 


1  PATAUgrri  OB  THB  FOBTOTtB  OP  OODOLPHIN 


Italia !  Ob  Italia !  thon  who  hut 

The  btal  |ift  of  b«ra^,  which  became 

ifoDenl  dower  of  pnMnt  woei  and  pait; 

On  ihr  •wMt  brow  ia  lortow  ploagbed  bj  ahune, 

Aad  annala  geared  in  dianctan  of  Aame. 
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L  0  K  D  0  If:  "'-id^jN-- 

T.  AND  W.  BOONE,  89,  NET  BOND  STHEET: 


TAUCLUSE. 

Tea,  I  hm  gtted  dq  Petnick't  gUnj  fnmUin, 

H>Ta  wandered  down  the  -vale  of  calm  Vancloae, 

Wkoi  (amraar  robed  in  green  each  glen 

And  ertoiiic  apraad  o'er  all  her  magic  haei. — 

U !  me,  how  paning  iweet  to  tit  and  maae 

BeiMeth  the  pUnsi  bj  Sorgia'i  tilver  tide  I 

Tbere  Fetnrcb'a  glowing  page  I  would  penue, 

TM  baej  ow  the  poet  bj  mj  aide, 

Or  iMoaJt  beavteooaihade  bjrock  and  foantain  glide. 


The  lame  of  Petrarch  has  suffered  no  dimiDution 
iWugh  the  lapse  of  time ;  yet  it  is  not  lofty 
fenios  displayed  in  any  work  of  extraordin&Tv 
merit,  that  has  won  foT  him  the  wreath  of  im- 
mortality. His  "  Africa,"  and  other  Latin  pro- 
ductions are  departing,  if  they  have  not  already 
passed,  to  the  tomb  of  "  all  the  Capulets;*  and 
his  sonnets,  although  they  breathe  the  soul  of 
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clegnnoe  nnd  love,  cuuiat  wsmol 
him,  in  company  wiUi  Dante  and  Ti 
poet.  Balftcbann  is  UirourD  nnyunil  1 
iuumucb  u  Ii«  was  tbc  reviver  of  c 
and  polite  litenture,  in  an  nnlatten 
gurc  theltolioD  laiijpiage  a  polisliand: 
which  it  woa  th(>U|;ht  incapable  o 
And  whn  has  not  heard  of  faia  lave ! 
ardent  as  it  was  mitjilacftl ;  as  «xu 
tls  duration,  as  ft  was  intellectual  ai 
all  senioality. 

In  truth  verc  Petrardi  deprired 
ocxion  with  Laura ;  or  could  wc  bwli< 
nuiliors  hare  ofGnnnl.  that  the  bcautj 
never  existed  fare  in  the  fiuKy-cfaa 
Poet'a  hmin,  lutw  would  the  inieirsi 
Pctraicli's  name  bo  lesaeocd!  bov 
spdl  of  finchantment  be  broken  I 

But  to  the  lale  of  Laota'a  nnnei 
not  give  credit.  Wo  will  l»H<' 
(ia$*ion  which  hroa(ht4  ami  bums  t 
soimets,  was  the  genuine  language  c 
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■ndnotlheconceitsof  the  brain.  Yes,  liis  name 
shall  be  syllabled  still  by  the  lips  of  a  myriad 
ot  ioTen.  Poets,  yet  unbom,  shall  visit,  with 
leehDgsof  aithasiaflm  and  Teneration,  the  solitude 
of  Vaoclnse ;  and  travellers  of  all  nations,  as 
they  pan  near  the  mouDtain  village  of  Arqua, 
ihall  tun  from  their  path,  and  sigh  over  the 
mouldering  tomb  of  the  Tuscan  Poet. 

It  was  a  calm  spring  morning;  no  cloud 
obscured  the  son,  or  cast  a  taint  upcm  the  blue 
expanse  of  heaven ;  the  breeze  iras  loaded  with 
fragrance ;  the  birds,  no  longer  saddened  by  the 
gloom  of  winter,  filled  with  melody  the  woods 
which  encircled  the  valleyofVaucluse.  Flowers, 
with  their  countless  dien,  had  b^un  to  varie^te 
the  meadows,  and  to  bloom  along  the  banks  of 
tbe  Sorgia;  which  storied  river,  winding  its 
UHwIess  silver  way,  now  concealed  by  over- 
banging  rocks,  and  now  borsUng  on  the  admiring 
new,  seemed  like  virtue,  more  beautiful  for  its 
retiring  modesty,  stealing  on  through  life's  vale 
oftanow. 
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Not  Ikr  rnm  the  immortaiwd  fm 
•Ppknled  from  ihe  river  only  by  2  in 
tiooi  t  rustic  cotlagv;  iu  mof  wu 
pineobnncfan  thickly  rotenroveu  wit 
u  to  eiclwte  tbc  imin :  lh«  wxlls  vm 
in  front  grew  a  myrtln.  which  w«« ; 
ibiit  it  nliuosi  oaoeulcd  the  wiadaw* 
piircli.  Tbe  dweUing  brvnlhed  an  b 
aut]  cuut«nt ;  within  iu  «v«ll>  a  pe 
dwell,  or  a  monarch  find  repute  from 
a  kingdum— 4tid  this  was  the  n 
Pettuch! 

On  u  oaken  wal,  shaded  hy  a 
tuvDurite  tree,  nt  the  poet  afld  | 
behind  him  peered  the  cottage,  beta 
hi4  0anlcD,  and  beyniul  ruUcd  the  cr 
of  the  So^o.  Nosoiuid  OoAtod  on  1 
KXcepL  the  ning  of  Urds  in  the  n 
grore«,  and  the  soothing  mimnars  ol 
rivfiT.  One  arniUy  extended  oaa  tat 
■lie  othur  he  auppurted  hii  hmul. 
WBV  be  in  niudilation,  that  a  little  bi 


bad  tamed,  and  taught  to  eat  from  his  hand, 
perched  near  him  unheeded ;  and  bis  &Toarite 
dog  placed  his  pawi  od  bis  knee,  and  whined 
(or  notice  in  vain. 

The  Poet  had  passed  tbe  prime  of  life,  yet  bis 
brow  was  un  wrinkled ;  his  features,  finely  chiseled 
u  those  of  the  master-statue  of  tbe  Greek,  were 
noble  and  dignified ;  his  eye  which  shone  with 
undiminished  lustre,  was  the  mirror  of  an  aspiring 
but  amiable  mind,  and  betrayed  by  its  changeful 
restless  glance,  whether  it  be  a  virtue  or  a  foible, 
extreme  sensibility  of  heart. 

Petrarch  started,  as  if  he  had  caught  some 
exquisite  idea,  or  had  framed  some  glowing 
image.  He  seized  a  pen — ^he  wrote  with  rapidity, 
ud  in  a  few  minutes  produced  a  sonnet.  It  was 
that  beautiful  one  which  extols  the  imperishable 
charms  of  Laara'b  mind : 

"  LefgUdfU  ihi(Dlanep«llipiiia, 
EleanUrebsMlluiimBiiMaU,''    ftc,  ftc 

"  Yes,"  he  cried,  "  though  beauty  never  shone 
on  earth  so  radiant  as  thine ;  though  those  eye» 


SMtm  to  have  bonowed  ligfat  fran 
thoiigl)  thy  pcncillvtl  Isniv  nvsla  ih 
beaven ;  tbougb  luve  sports  uvund  thy 
ntid  lio9  ambuHbed  on  thy  diotjilftd  d 
miDil,  tby  mind,  Ob,  Laura!  surpa 
fiutdnations  t  the  play  of  fancy,  the 
•>f  wil,  Ibe  snow  of  ituiocimco,  and  I 
virtue — tfae»e  rvtidor  dxe  the  adorabl 
tbou   art — De    Sade,    how    I    enry 


He  fluDg  down  his  pen,  nod  prosKcd 
a  miniature  to  hie  lipa ;  it  was  that  of  I 
hnd  bceti  paintei]  wlwn  she  was  in  tbi 
yotiih.  He  ^rcw  more  calm,  and  o 
bird  floiiiL'  ij^ina  friMn  his  hnad,  whi] 
with  the  license  ofa  fovourite,  spmi^ 
kniM;,  and  recpircd  hn  wonted  cnniM. 

Petrarch  Biit  inotioiilcvKlbr  a  fcwinini 
ho  C3«t  lii«  eye  on  some  impteoMiits 
which  hiy  nrnr,  (or  many  a  weary  bi: 
recluno  beguile  by  the  quiet  spent  c 
His  tod  io  one  hnnd,  aatl  a  copy  of  P: 


Ins  arm,  the  philosopher  now  quitted  hia  garden, 
and,  followed  by  his  dog,  sauntered  down  the 
nUey.  It  waa  not  long  before  he  reached  that 
part  of  the  stream  faTourable  to  fishing,  and 
seating  himself  upon  a  green  bank,  he  commen- 
ced his  solitary  pastime. 

Often  and  long  did  he  cast  his  line  into  the 
crystal  waters,  but  no  fish  would  swallow  the 
Poet's  bait;  he  possessed,  however,  that  patience 
so  requisite  to  the  lovers  of  the  angle.  "  Thus 
m  the  world,*  he  monnnred,  "  does  man  endea- 
Tooi  to  seize  the  coj  spirit  of  bliss :  but  like  the 
Ssh  in  the  brook,  happiness  comes  not  at  his 
bidding;  even  when  he  deems  it  nearest,  it 
tonts,  and  shines,  and  flits  away." 

A  large  trout  at  that  instant  leaped  up  at  a 
short  distance  from  him,  and  as  it  darted  down 
tbe  current,  the  recluse  could  perceive  it  in  the 
cleat  water  approaching  his  bait.  SofUy  and 
ibwly  did  the  wary  fish  advance — it  swayed  its 
tail  to  and  fro,  thrust  its  mouth  at  the  angle — 
^aia  reUzed  and  remained  still.  Petrarch  moved 
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Ibe  bait  away  in  an  eaticing  tnanner. 
ftih  followed.      "  lie  u  mine  I"  tlioi 
sndling  Bockr ;  dat  no,  as  if  ■wan- ot 
ceplioa,  Uw  old  trout  auddvnl;  i 
•Qcn  no  more. 

"Well,  well;"  Pctrareb  wbisficred 
^If ;  "  I  desorvD  not  success.  AVlui  i 
miing?  a  profitkas,  and  an  inngnificant  i 
it  racreiUes  my  mind  a(W  study ;  it  i 
mental  fefcr,  and  abstnurts  my  thong 
tiMnroncabsotltingdrnam:  yirlvfaenfo 
I  desire  tbo  Inst?  lore  la  my  etemont 
boni  to  trrealbe  its  atmosplMrTe ;  I  have 
i(  wbettier  it  be  aoKtoua  or  nlubtiuut. 
haling  the  air  of  passion  must  I  die," 

U  is  said  tbat  the  captive,  aAi»  long 
imprisonment,  vill  tnoum  wltcn  Mt  t 
his  dungi'on  ;  he  has  made  a  frieiMl  of  ibi 
be  baa  amuHcd  hiinsetf  by  cmunling  It 
in  his  cell,  and  the  weight  of  bia  feticn 
felt  nn  more.  So  was  it  with  tbis  exlra 
man ;    for  twenty  years  be  bod  worn  tl 
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of  a  fruitless  tyrannic  love  ;  bis  heart  bad  been 
in  a  prison  ligbted  only  by  tbe  eyes  of  one 
Tainly  adored ;  and  yet  bad  bis  aliacklea  been 
lemored,  be  would  bave  experienced  tbat  void, 
that  restlessneSB,  that  longing  again  to  bug  the 
chain,  more  bitter  to  be  endured  than  all  bis 
previous  suffering. 

A  bght  careless  song  of  one  advancing  up  the 
valley,  now  caught  Petrarch's  ear :  tbe  figure  in 
the  distance  seemed  to  be  tbat  of  an  old  man ; 
he  was  a  fisbennao  named  Rude),  a  peasant  well 
known  to  Petrarch,  for  his  cottage  was  near  his 
own.  Rude),  on  perceiving  the  Philosopher, 
ceased  bis  ditty,  and  respectfully  approache<3 
bim,  doing  obeisance  according  to  the  manner  of 
the  country.  This  man  was  regarded  as  the 
great  news-gatherer,  and  chronicler  of  tbe  dis- 
Diet,  for  to  dispose  of  bis  fish,  be  daily  vi^ted 
the  neighbouring  towns  and  villages,  bringing 
thence  intelliger>ce  of  all  that  was  going  forwards. 
Petrarch,  with  the  curiosity  peculiar  to  men  who 
pue  their  days  in  retirement,  put  sundry  inter- 
b3 
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rr^tioiui  to  the  worthy  Csheniini  rtl&l 
latest  news. 

"  NewB  T  Dews  1  I  hare  enough  te 
liooourod  Signor  t"  excluiscd  Rodeli 
bnghti-ntng  like  n  lirin^  diamond  i 
ih4!  wofld  is  tanipd  tofMy-turry ;  A 
xwurning  with  sliangets  just  like  ■ 
The  whole  earth  talks  of  nothing  1 
Qucwn  ri"  Naples,  (our  Lulyo  gnot  h 
tind  her  huaband  Priitce  Louts.  The 
to  be  {>leMled  bebre  the  Pope,  and  i 
be  fouDd  guilty  of  having  Dompanv 
King  AtMlrra'B  death,  they  will  bulb 
heads  on  (he  scailold!  the  Lord  i 
right !" 

Tbo  gamitily  of  the  old  ficbenna 
smili'  on  Petrarch's  sedate  coootenaDc 

"  Hast  tliou  bmrd  the  tale  eonfir 
Riulcl,  respecting  (be  celebrated  Eog 
u'liu,  it  is  reimrled,  lost  bis  life  in  rcsu 
Joatma  and  her  fbllowera,  what  ahipv 
Nioc  1" 
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"  Of  a  verity  I  have  heard  all,  learned  Signor," 
died  Rudel ;  "  and  doubt  no  longer  rests  on  the 
matter.  The  brave  Englishman  was  drowned ; 
they  have  found  his  body,  and  the  good  citizens 
of  Nice  are  now  erecting  on  the  sea-ehore,  a 
lo%  pillar  to  his  memory." 

Petrarch  sighed ;  "  what,"  be  thought,  "  will 
tloa  honoar  avail  him  ?  perhaps,  too,  when  I  am 
DO  more,  men  will  raise  a  monument  to  me.  But 
dull  we  sleep  more  sweetly  because  busy  mortals 
decorate  oar  last  abode  ?" 

At  this  moment,  the  sound  of  a  trumpet  was 
borne  from  a  distance,  and  the  Poet  and  fisher- 
man perceived  a  gay  cavalcade  entering  the 
upper  part  of  the  valley  of  Vaucluse ;  Petrarch 
started,  for  a  sudden  recollection  crossed  his 
mind ;  yes,  absorbed  in  his  meditations,  he  had 
entirely  foigotten  that  Queen  Joanna  had  fixed 
(hat  day  for  holding  a  conference  with  him,  being 
desirous  of  visiting  his  solitude  in  person. 

No  time  was  to  be  lost ;  he  might  yet  reach 
his  cottage  befi>re  the  arrival  of  the  royal  party. 
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He  glanced  at  his  habiliments;  hii 
mantle  was  his  worst,  and  his  alk  b 
soiled  with  mire.  He  no  longer,  howev 
the  days  of  his  youth,  affected  the  ezq 
his  personal  appearance  ;  philosophy 
nished  the  foibles  engendered  by  vani 
bidding  Rudel  follow  with  his  rod,  he 
proceeded  up  the  vidley  to  receive  hit 
visitors. 


CHAPTER  IL 

THB    BOTAL  VIBIT. 

AbcUrof  ncietjno  doubt,  but  not  b;  pnTidence  iotea- 
M  to  bean.     Miwnihropy  in  bU  h«»d,  not  in  hit  heart. 
Ki)titbue'$  Stranger. 

LooiB  and  Joanna,  in  compHroent  to  him  whom 
princes  were  proud  to  call  their  friend,  alighted 
at  the  gate  of  the  cottage  garden ;  Amalia,  Boc- 
caccio, the  Bishop  of  Florence,  and  other  Itahan 
ladies  and  nobles,  followed  their  example.  They 
*ete  saluted  by  the  Poet  with  that  elegance  and 
otbanity  which  ever  distinguished  his  manner 

VuiouB  remarks  and  enquiries  having  been 
made,  they  all  seated  themselTea  beneath  the 
plane  trees  in  front  of  the  cottage.  The  group, 
*bere  youth  and  age,  genius  and  royalty  were 
oiii^led,  presented  a  pleasing  spectacle.     They 
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conrrned  much  mpcetiug  I 

spot,  uid  QuMR  Jmnna  And  Bocauxio 

wvn  vnrsptared  wilb  VnniJuae- 

"  Fair  rriemU!"  oLwnred  ibe  Que 
I  euch  a  retreat  as  this,  wilb  a  few  a 
and  my  lord  by  my  ndc.  I  ebould  st 
tcrtain  a  wish  to  mnounl  a  ifarnne. 
g|a»sy  stream,  and  amoDg  thow  warbl 
bow  calroly,  bow  entranciogly,  mMh 
faoaiG  would  glide  I  what  snyst  tbou. 
The  cxiUai  Pritico  tmilrd,  but  waa 
"  I  will  deliver  to  llioe  wy  npiniciD, 
\apln,'  Baid  the  old  Migb  Constable ; 
tude  mny  btf  suited  toaiDanofgemual 
Petmrra,  but  yoar  HigbiutM  would  a 
in  company  with  ywa  glas^'  Ktrcams, 
bling  wooda,  one  wetk,  bcfim  thoa  n 
pira  for  way  wctaiaes*.  Ccites,  old 
DOT  oaunoared  of  the  voaities  o(  tin 
can  Inily  say,  tbat,  ratber  Iban  Iw  ca 
imprijKMiad  in  thb  dco  of  rooks  and  « 
ofl*  from  conununioa  with  my  kiod^ 
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Signor  Petrarca — I  would  labour  in  the  capaci^ 
oft  galley-Blave  for  the  remainder  of  my  life.' 

Petrarch  obserred  that  the  notioos  of  the 
Constable,  to  a  certain  extent,  originated  in  a 
somtd  and  healthj  philoeophj.  He  thought  that 
the  Qoeen  was  too  young,  and  poesessed  of  too 
philanthropic  a  spirit  for  a  recluse ;  and  that 
■tuch  happiness  awaited  her  in  a  world  which 
the  was  so  eminently  calculated  to  adorn. 

"  For  myself,"  be  said,  "  although  I  am  not 
avare  of  barbouring  enmity  against  any  of  my 
fellow  creatures,  I  relish  not  the  gay  society  of 
my  contemporaries.  I  was  not  formed  to  move 
in  Courts ;  but  prefer  communing  with  my  own 
thoughts,  and  schooling  my  mind  in  solitude. 
My  delight  is  gathered  from  the  Uterary  fields 
of  past  ages;  and  in  company  with  Pliny, 
Horace,  and  Virgil,  I  forget  that  I  am  a  being 
of  the  fourteenth  century.  Ye  know  that  I  am 
not  without  my  sorrows,  but  God  hath  apportioned 
tome,  also,  my  share  of  happiness." 

The  Queen's  shipwreck  was  the  next  subject 
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nf  fiptirenntlon ;  and  m  Petrarch  had  ne 
'  an  MiUientic  iu!couDt  of  tbo  ciiU*tmph( 
related  it.  When  Courtenny't  iwmie 
tionnl,  Amalia  quitlnl  tlie  pvty,  riuI 
down  tbr  Poct'o  garden,  lo  cull  Sa« 
diTirrl  hpr  gnat  hy  gazing  mt  the  1 
ptrnpect  arcnind  her. 

The  gnuvd  object  of  the  Queen's 
VaurliiM,  WM  the  list  (npjc  to  be  in! 
but  now  ihe  Bishop  nr  Florence,  oonwi 
Petmreh  apiut,  Aitclimed  to  him  the 
Prince  Lnuts  and  Jnuion. 

"  Your  voice,"  he  said.  "  in  the  Conai 
avail  macli.  I  am  In  pxan  my  huml 
in  (beir  favour,  being  aupportod  by  B> 
Angeluii  of  Penij^a.  Howbott,  tb 
wKting  forth  of  their  innocence,  vrill  1 
cosy  task,  the  malice,  and  false  repre; 
of  thrir  enofnii^,  may  oUatn  oonstdifral 
with  the  Cardinal* ;  for  (bat  wily  Pria 
now  Bishop  of  Wantdin,  rv port  status,  u 
(n  Avignon  a  ho^t  of  perjured  Hungana 
he  dares  call  «-itnesses.' 
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Pelrarcli  was  tboiightful ;  to  be  dragged  again 
into  the  arena  of  public  observation,  vrhen  he 
would  fain  have  retired  for  ever,  was  opposed 
alike  to  hit  resolutions  and  his  feelings.  Never- 
theless, tf  he  could  render  any  assistance  to  the 
cause  of  innocence — the  cause  of  an  injured  and 
Iradaced  Queen,  humanity  and  duty  called  upon 
him  to  yield  his  services. 

"  My  lord  Bishop !"  he  cried,  "  didst  thou 
name  Robert  of  Hungary  ?  I  knew  him  when  a 
Cordelian  Friar,  and  a  greater  hypocrite  never 
wore  frock  and  hood.  But  the  serpent  hath 
&ng8,  and  he  may  prove  a  powerful  enemy. — My 
boDoured  friend,  the  little  ability  or  interest  which 
1  may  possess,  the  Prince  and  Queen  shall 
command ;  I  will  appear  at  the  Consistory." 

The  venerable  Bishop  having  informed  Louis 
and  Joanna  of  Petrarch's  acquiescence  with  their 
viibes,  the  royal  fugitives  were  wann  in  their 
expressions  of  gratitude.  But  now  the  illus- 
uious  party  rose  to  take  their  leave,  and  in  a 
kw  minutes  their  brilliant  cortige  might  have 
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been  seen  winding  down  the  beautiful  ralley  of 
Yaucluse;  the  Bishop  of  Florence,  howe?er, 
remained  behind,  for  Petrarch  wished  to  obtain 
all  the  information  possible,  relative  to  the 
measures  of  the  Hungarian  King. 

As  they  ascended  the  hill,  the  travellers  turned 
to  gaze  once  more  on  the  silver  river,  the  Poet's 
cottage,  and  the  romantic  woods. 

''  Favoured  Bard!  beautiful  retreat!  would 
that  I  could  repose  for  ever  amid  those  quiet 
shades !"  sighed  Joanna. 

''  Give  me  a  mansion  in  some  social  city 
where  there  is  always  something  new  to  hear 
and  to  behold,  and  I  reck  not  if  ever  again  I 
see  a  green  field!"  responded  the  High 
Constable. 


CHAPTER  III. 

THK    HONOABIAM8. 

A  goodly  pai^  piickiiig  on  tba  md, 

1  did  eapj  selid  in  liTcriai  gij ; 
Tba  tnir«  utd  foim  thtt  toiled  theit  bono*  (bewed 

n«  wifbta  had  loot  ■  wan  ind  wewj  way. 

Thkbb  is  no  part  of  aadeot  Dauphiny  and  Pro- 
Tence  more  beautiful,  perhaps,  than  that  porUon 
of  the  country  which  extends  between  Valence 
>nd  AvigDon.  Little  of  the  magnificent  or  sub- 
lime strikes  the  traveller ;  but  his  eye  reposes  on 
all  that  is  luxuriant,  picturesque,  and  lovely. 
Groves  of  myrtle  and  olive  spread  before  him ; 
ever  and  anon,  starts  up  some  gentle  hill,  covered 
with  vines,  and  crowned  by  a  convent.  Vallies, 
orerfanng  with  wood,  disclose  within  their  bosoms 
the  limpid  lake,  beside  which  stands  the  moulder- 
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ing  feudal  ca<;tle.  But  the  chann  of  the  cooDtry  is 
the  majestic  Rhone,  its  deep-blue  waters  foaming 
between  banks  that  display  chateaux  and  busy 
villages ;  like  Time,  it  never  flags  in  its  course, 
rushing,  bounding  on,  an  adornment  to  nature, 
and  a  bles5iing  to  man. 

Advancing  along  the  road  on  the  east  side  of 
the  river,  was  seen  a  gay  cavalcade ;  three  trum- 
peters rode  in  front,  appareled  in  cloth  of  gold. 
An  open  chariot,  drawn  by  four  Arabians,  sue* 
cecded;  in  this  were  seated  two  persons,  the 
elder  of  whom,  as  it  would  seem  by  bis  vest- 
ments, was  a  man  of  the  church.  Close  behind 
came  a  lank-limbed  domestic  officer,  who  be- 
strode his  steed  clumsily,  but  whose  long  coun- 
tenance was  full  of  grave  importance.  A  host 
of  red-whiskered  and  morose^looking  men  fol* 
lowed ;  they  filled  four  chariots,  of  less  splendid 
appearance  than  the  one  already  mentioned.  A 
troop  of  men-at-arms,  whose  feathered  helmets 
and  flowing  mantles,  bespoke  them  Hungarians, 
closed  the  procession. 
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And  this  was  Robert  Bishop  of  Waradin, 
conducting  hia  witnesses  to  Avi^on :  he  acted 
aapknipotentiaryofthe  Hungarian  King,  for  the 
latter  was  too  busily  occupied  in  his  new  go- 
Temment  of  Naples  to  attend  the  Consistory  in 
person. 

Robert,  in  his  persecution  of  Queen  Joanna 
and  her  husband,  might  have  been  prompted  in 
part  by  feelings  of  revenge  and  motives  of  am- 
bition ,-  yet  beyond  these  common  spurs  of 
erring  humanity,  did  the  love  of  inflicting  pain 
Dpon  others,  and  of  blackening  the  characters  of 
those  who,  he  felt,  were  better  than  himself,  urge 
him  forward  in  his  nefarious  career. 

The  Prelate  sat  at  his  ease  in  his  rolltng 
chariot :  in  place  of  his  mitre,  ostentatiously  ex- 
hibited  on  loo  many  occasions,  be  wore,  for  the 
omvenience  of  travelling,  a  high  velvet  conical 
cap,  with  the  figure  of  a  cross  in  front.  His 
hhck  vestments  were  drawn  loosely  over  his 
pannch,  which  was  even  of  larger  dimensions' 
than  when  we  last  beheld  him ;    his  face,  aisa, 
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had  become  more  bloated^  but  his  legs,  at  the 
same  time,  were  more  miserably  shriyeiled. 
He  surveyed  not  the  prospect  around  him ;  the 
beauty  and  brightness  of  the  scene,  accorded 
not  with  the  deformity  and  darkness  of  bis 
mind ;  yet  with  a  demure  countenance,  as  though 
all  within  his  bosom  was  serenity,  peace,  and 
love,  he  gazed  upon  an  image  of  the  Virgin 
Mary,  which  he  had  placed  in  front  of  the 
chariot 

The  man  who  occupied  a  seat  by  Robert's 
side,  was  a  very  remarkable  looking  personage; 
his  head  was  of  extraordinary  dimensions,  so 
much  80,  that  if  ability  be  proportioned  to  bulk 
of  brain,  he  must  have  been  eminently  clever. 
His  hair  hung  in  uncombed  and  huge  masses 
over  his  brawny  shoulders  ;  his  eyes  were  half 
closed  and  heavy,  except  when  lighted  up  by 
some  passing  thought  or  emotion,  when  tbej 
burned  and  flashed  with  savage  fierceness. 
This  singular  person  was  Smolensko,  the  great 
lawyer  of  Buda,  the  man  in  whom,  next  to  Ro- 
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bert,  the  Hungarian  King  reposed  his  hope  of 
proving  before  Pope  Clement  and  his  Cardinals, 
the  guilt  of  Louis  and  Joanna. 

The  renowned  oracle  of  law  maintained  a 
dign^ed  silence,  save  when  at  times  he  would 
matter  *  amen'  to  the  solemn  interjections  of  the 
Bishop,  who,  ever  and  anon,  called  upon  Heaven 
to  &vour  their  cause,  and  pour  vengeance  on  the 
royal  murderess  and  her  husband. 

The  travellers  had  arrived  within  a  few  miles 
of  Avignon,  when  a  strange  and  amusing  spec- 
tacle on  the  road  before  them,  attracted  their  at- 
tention. A  man  was  observed  mounted  upon  a 
mule ;  bat  he  rode  in  the  reversed  manner,  his 
fece  fronting  the  animal's  taU.  His  wide-brim- 
med  slouched  hat,  ample  robe  of  broadcloth,  and 
long  grizzly  beard,  bespoke  him  to  be  a  descendant 
of  Abraham.  Many  were  his  antic  gestures,  as 
be  swayed  about  his  staff,  and  smote  his  mule ; 
now  he  shouted  oaths,  and  cursed  the  Christians ; 
sod  then  he  sang  a  Hebrew  hymn.  A  little 
further  on,  rode  a  woman  and  a  boy;  they 
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belonged  to  the  same  despised  race,  bat  had 
nothing  extraordinary  in  their  appeaianoe. 

Forester  caUed  on  the  Jew  to  move  oat  of  tlie 
path,  lest  the  chariot  should  roll  over  him ;  hut 
totally  disregarding  the  notice,  and  firmly  sitting 
his  mule's  back^  he  shook  his  staff  in  a  menacing 
manner,  and  bawled  aloud.  It  was  evident  to 
all  that  he  was  a  lunatic. 

"  Oh,  Gentiles  !  outcasts !  who  shall  never 
inherit  the  kingdom  of  Heaven,  are  ye  bound  for 
Avignon  1  for  to  that  city,  Solomon  son  of  Reu- 
ben wendeth.  The  land  around  is  a  goodly 
land;  yonder  tower  the  hills  of  Samaria;  here 
rolleth  the  river  Jordan ;  cedars  flourish,  flower? 
bloom ;  'tis,  I  say,  a  fat  land ;  yet  I  have  Enough 
ducats  in  my  coffers  at  Naples,  to  buy  and  sell 
all  within  this  immense  horizon." 

The  Jew  was  now  obliged  to  belabour  bis 
mule  in  order  to  keep  ahead  of  the  chariot. 

"  Ye  Christians !  worshippers  of  Dagon ! 
scum  of  the  earth !  know  that  I  am  going  to 
visit  the  Pope.     Is  he  wealthy  as  I  ?   are  bis 
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money-bags  as  large,  is  his  well  as  deep  as  mine  ? 
I  iBtend  to  submit  a  question  to  this  Pope ; 
pshaw  !  what  is  Queen  Joanna's  cause  to  mine  1 
my  cause  is  about  sixty  thousand  marks — Ah  !  . 
I  forget ;  did  I  say  I  was  rich  1  no,  no,  like  Job 
of  old,  1  haye  ]oBt  all.  But  the  good  Pope  shall 
force  the  villains  to  pay  me  back  every  sequin 
they  have  robbed  roe  of,  or  I  am  not  Solomon 
the  son  of  Reuben." 

The  Hebrew's  eye  now  caught  the  features  of 
Robert,  whom  he  seemed  to  recognize,  for  he 
flew  at  once  into  a  paroxysm  of  rage. 

"  Holy  Abraham  !  whom  do  I  behold  1  son  of 
Belial !  thou  art  one  of  them !  thou  wert  in 
league  with  the  vile  and  unjust  Duke  of  Durazzo. 
Give  me  back  my  sixty  thousand  marks,  or  I 
will  take  thy  life." 

'^  What  doth  the  Jew  mean  ?**  exclaimed 
Robert,  for  he  was  ignorant  of  the  practices  to 
which  Durazzo  had  resorted  for  the  raising  of 
money ;  although  had  he  been  acquainted  with 
the  truth,  such  was  the  cruel  and  unjust  treat- 

VOL.  ui.  c 
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ment  which  the  Jews  were  then  sabjected  to, 
that  it  was  very  probable  he  woald  have  applau- 
ded—-not  condemned  the  Doke's  conduct 

"  Give  me  back  my  monies,  I  say !"  con- 
tinued the  enraged  Israelite,  who  now  brandished 
his  staff  so  near  the  chariot,  that  Forester  was 
compelled  to  spring  forwards,  and  drag  the 
lunatic  on  one  side  of  the  road.  But  Racbael, 
and  the  lad  Methuselah,  hastening  to  the  spot, 
begged  that  the  travellers  would  do  no  injuiy  to 
the  unfortunate  man. 

*  Alas  !  signori  !*  said  the  kind-hearted,  and 
excellent  woman ;  "  ye  perceive  that  my  poor 
husband  is  not  what  he  has  been;  barbarous 
treatment,  and  grievous  losses,  have  affected  his 
brain.  He  has  travelled  all  this  weary  way 
from  Naples  on  a  supposition  that  the  Pope  vnW 
redress  his  wrongs :  I  have  yidded  to  his  en- 
treaties in  accompanying  him,  for  I  entertained 
hopes  that  change  of  scene  would  restore  to  him 
his  lost  understanding.* 

"  Unhappy  madman  !*  exclaimed  the  great 
lawyer  of  Buda,  who  rolled  his  eyes,  threw  his 
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massy  locks  back  over  his  shoulders,  and  relapsed 
into  his  accustomed  reverie. 

"  Ab  iUo  exi,  spiriius  impure  !  out,  unclean 
spirit !"  cried  Robert  raising  his  hands,  as  if  to 
exorcise  the  Jew. 

But  the  Israelite,  heeding  them  not,  struggled 
desperately  with  Forester. 

"  Master  Solomon,  excuse  me,  but  thou  must 
to  the  rear  with  the  men-at-arms ;  tell  them  thy 
wrongs  'an  thou  dost  please ;  but  thou  mayest 
retard  no  longer  the  chariot  of  the  holy  Bishop 
of  Waradin." 

''  Uohand  me !  bold  Gentile,  unhand  me !  I 
mad  1  I  am  sane,  quite  sane.  Father  Abraham! 
let  me  get  at  that  man  in  the  black  gaberdine, 
fi)r  he  shall  die.  What !  wilt  thou  then  drag  me 
backwards  ?  the  Pope  shall  know  of  this—  Oh  I 
my  sixty  thousand  marks !" 

The  voice  of  the  unfortunate  Solomon,  the 
once  wealthy  merchant  of  Naples,  was  heard  no 
more,  for  Forester  had  succeeded  in  placing  him 
in  the  rear  with  the  men-at-arms. 

c2 
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"  He  taught  them  how  to  lie,  and  thnut  the  Uow, 
Unseen  hj  all,  and  mock  at  othen'  woe ; 
Like  Satan  schooling  his  dark  imps  helow." 


'<  I  praj  thee  hear  me  qieak." 

The  approach  of  Robert  tof  the  City  of  ATignoa 
was  no  sooner  known,  than  all  the  partisans  of  tk 
King  of  Hungary  issued  firom  the  gates  to  welcome 
him,  and  to  do  him  honour.  For  some  roontk 
previously,  emissaries  from  the  Hungarian  Court 
had  been  busy  in  exciting  the  public  feeling 
against  Louis  and  Joanna.  Nevertheless,  it  was 
a  source  of  gratification  to  the  latter  to  find  that 
their  enemies  were  principally  the  most  profligite 
and  abandoned  characters, and,  in  agreat  measure, 
confined  to  the  lowest  orders  of  the  people. 
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Be  it  as  it  might,  Robert  found  his  party 
numerous  in  the  city  of  Avignon,  and  he  resorted 
to  his  usual  method  of  writing,  and  public  speak- 
ing, in  order  to  inflame  still  further  the  minds  of 
the  populace.  Pictures  were  drawn  by  his 
order,  and  hung  in  conspicuous  places,  repre- 
senting the  atrocious  deed  of  Louis  and  Joanna. 
Bat  the  royal  Hungarian  was  ever  styled  the 
upright  king,  the  religious  king,  and  the  friend 
and  father  of  the  people. 

The  indefiitigable  Bishop  had  fixed  his  resi- 
dence in  the  centre  of  the  city,  that  he  might 
the  better  spy  all  that  was  going  forwards.  He 
was  sitting  alone,  his  learned  friend  and  assist- 
ant, the  lawyer  of  Buda,  being  busily  engaged 
at  the  house  of  a  certain  prothonotary,  arranging 
his  papers,  and  preparing  his  oration  for  the 
approaching  trial. 

It  is  said  that  a  bad  man  has  no  greater  enemy 
than  himself;  that  he  dreads  to  commune  with 
his  own  bosom ;  and  shuns  solitude  with  a  precau- 
tion amounting  to  terror.     This  may  be  true  as 
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far  as  regfards  the  first  stage  al  crime ;  bat  when 
the  mind  has  been  long  accustomed  to  sin,  an 
obdaracy  of  heart,  a  torpidness  of  anisdence 
ensue,  with  a  total  fearlessness  of  Him,  whose 
mercy  hath  withheld  as  yet  his  avenging  thun- 
der. Thus  was  it  with  Robert ;  while  conscioiis 
of  his  iniquities,  he  felt  no  compunction ;  and 
while  believing  in  a  Deity,  he  dreaded  not  his 
wrath,  nor  shrank  at  the  anticipation  of  fiiture 
punishment 

His  arms  were  folded ;  a  quiet  smile  dwelt  on 
his  lip,  and  his  air  was  that  of  perfect  self- 
satisfaction. 

"  To  what  point  am  I  arrived  V'  he  muttered ; 
"  I  see  my  enemies  quail  before  me — can  man 
desire  more  ?  Independently  of  winning  the  good 
graces  of  the  Hungarian  King,  I  do  my  own 
pleasure  in  bringing  to  ignominy  this  hated  Prince 
and  Queen.  They  would  have  opposed  my 
advancement  in  the  church ;  they  set  at  nought 
my  advice  when  I  formed  one  of  the  council ; 
what    though   they    be    innocent   of    Prince 
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Andrea's  murder ;  what  though  they  be  full  of 
uprightness  and  honour ;  it  is  enough  that  I  detest 
them.  How  sweet  to  show  them  to  the  world 
wretches — murderers!  ha!  ha! — "  and  the  Bishop 
gare  a  low  laugh,  and  rubbed  his  hands  in 
fiendish  glee.  He  then  stamped  on  the  floor,  and, 
at  the  summons,  Forester  made  his  appearance 
irom  the  ante-chamber.  Robert  gave  him  several 
directions  respecting  the  duties  he  had  to  perform, 
and  warned  him,  on  pain  of  perpetual  impri- 
sonment in  the  Inquisition,  never  to  divulge  any 
thing  he  might  hear  or  see  in  that  palace. 

"  Doubt  not  my  faith  and  secrecy,  my  lord 
Bishop  :*  replied  the  devoted  Servitor. 

Robert  questioned  him  in  reference  to  some 
writings,  which  certain  notaries  were  to  trans- 
cribe and  circulate  among  the  people ;  "  And 
now,  sirrah,*  he  added,  '*  fetch  the  witnesses 
hither,  who,  I  understand,  are  in  the  vestibule 
below,  for  they  must  receive  their  first  lesson." 

In  a  few  minutes  Forester  returned  with  a 
troop    of  savage  looking    fellows,    twelve    in 
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forth,  will,  I  am  of  opinion,  be  sufficient — First, 
groom  of  the  bed-chamber,  Ladislaus,  what  wilt 
thou  state  in  condemnation  of  Joanna  !*' 

"Your  Holiness — state — hem  f*  answered  tbe 
Hungarian  ;  ''  Why,  my  lord  Bishop,  that  the 
day  before  the  night  on  which  oar  dear  Prince 
died,  I  saw  the  Queen  in  the  Celestine  Gardens, 
consulting  with  two  men  of  most  fivbidding 
aspect.  As  they  walked  beneath  the  trees,  I 
saw  daggers  under  their  doaka ;  but  deeming  it 
no  business  of  mine,  I  dared  not  make  any  re- 
mark.   Will  this  do,  your  Holiness  1* 

'*  Extremely  well,  Ladislaus ;''  answered  Ro- 
bert ;  "  neither  add  to,  nor  take  from  thy  asser- 
tion. Worthy  Matthias  ConrinuSi  what  bast 
thou  to  say  1" 

**  1,  my  lord  Bishop  ?  a  hundred  things-4his 
circumstance,  and  that  circumstance — on  this 
day,  and  on  that  day — here  and  there — * 

"  Hold !  thy  tongue  runs  too  glibly ;"  inter- 
rupted Robert.  ''  I  wish  but  one  statement  ; 
dost  thou  not  understand  1" 
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"  Well,  your  HottDess,  I  will  declare  that, 
wakii^  about  the  eighth  hour  of  the  Di{;ht, — yes, 
it  must  have  been  afier  the  deed  had  been  per- 
fcrmed-^I  heard  a  low  voice  in  the  gallery  ad- 
joining my  chamber.  I  knew  it  to  be  Queen 
Joanna's  :  '  Retire,  Signdri,'  she  said,  '  ye  have 
performed  your  duty  well — let  him  hang  there. 
Away  to  Rome,  and  inform  Prince  Louis  that 
his  vishea  are  accomplished.'  Nothing  guessing 
what  the  Queen  meant,  I  again  sank  to  sleep  ; 
and,  our  Lady  forgive  me  I  the  next  day  and 
bug  afterwards,  from  weak  reprehensible  pity 
for  a  Prince  and  a  Queen,  I  forbore  to  mention  this 
dreadful  circumstance." 

"  Excellent  I"  said  Robert,  rubbiog  his  hands; 
"  worthy  Matthias  Corvinus,  excellent !  what 
will  the  Cardinals  say  to  this !  Huniades,  royal 
door-keeper,  we  wait  for  thy  deposition." 

"  Your  holiness,  my  evidence  shall  be  brief," 
nid  Huniades ;  "  for  I  am  an  enemy  to  long 
speeches ;  I  admire  not  your  orations  adorned 
with  8owers  of  rhetoric ;  therefore,  as  I  said,  m; 
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Statement  shall  be  brief:  however,  should  there 
be  time  in  the  Consistory,  I  might  exert  my 
oratorical  powers,  for  I  lack  not  talent  that  way, 
though  I  saj  it  who  should  not.  Nevertheless, 
your  Holiness — ** 

*'  Huniades !"  excliumed  Robert ;  "  1  douU 
not  thy  ability — ^yet,  methinks,  thou  art  any  thing 
but  laconic." 

"  Pardon  me,  my  lord  Bishop,  if  I  say  I  am 
most  brief,  most  laconic.  There  is  no  man  who 
understands  the  admirable  method  of  saying 
much  in  a  little  compass,  better  than  your  ser- 
vant. St.  Stephen  bless  your  Holiness  !  I  have 
de'^laimed  in  our  senate  at  Zombor ;  my  speech 
was  transcribed  by  the  Gespan  Chaft's  head 
clerk ;  should  my  lord  Bishop  desire  to  see  it,  I 
refer  him  to  the  Star  Library  in  that  town ;  it 
fills  thirty  sheets  folio — ^nevertheless — " 

"  My  worthy  and  excellent  friend !"  cried 
Robert ;  "  proceed  yrith  thy  statement  touching 
Queen  Joanna— -or  give  me  the  fact,  and  I  will 
clothe  it  in  language  for  thee.*' 
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"  Clotbe  it  in  language  for  me  V  exclaimed 
Huniftdes,  with  b  haughty  wave  of  his  right 
arm ;  "  as  if  1  conld  not  say  my  own  say — I  who 
have  learnt  Greek,  and  studied  Demosthenes 
ind  Cicero,  those  masters  of  concise  and  power- 
ful speaking !  I  who  have  been  cheered  so  oAen 
in  public,  and  al)  for  myharangoiog  to  the  purpose ! 
By  the  Diet  of  Presbutgb!  saving  my  lord 
Bishop's  presence — " 

"  Honiades  of  Hungary !"  vociferated  Robert; 
completely  out  of  patience  ;  "  as  thou  dost  hope 
for  a  reward,  give  in  thy  accusation  without  di- 
pcssing  a  moment  longer." 

The  worthy  orator,  here  remembering  himself, 
spoke  with  more  predsion  than,  ftam  his  rambling 
preamble,  Robert  was  led  to  expect 

"  Beg  pardon,  your  Holiness — will  be  brief — 
was  on  duty  in  Castel-Nuovo  three  months  after 
death  of  Prince  Andrea — swear  I  saw  Louis 
enter  Queen's  apartment  disguised  as  a  priest — 
fistened  at  the  door,  heaven  forgive  me  for  it ! — 
the  Prince  said,  '  Our  plans  have  succeeded ; 
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Andrea  is  no  ax>re ;  we  shall  now  share  the 
throne  together!'  Prince  embraced  the  Queen 
and  retired.  I  would  have  divulged  the  whcrie ; 
but  the  Queen  disoovering  that  I  knew  the  secret, 
with  tears  and  prayers  bound  me  to  silence. 
Alas !  beauty  of  woman  prevailed  awhile,  but 
conscience  now  telleth  me,  I  must  unveil  her 
guilt  to  the  world.** 

"  Thanks^  Huniades,  thanks!"  said  Robert; 
"  make  this  plain  statement  before  the  Cardioabi 
and  next  year  I  will  create  thee  a  Gespan 
Chaflt ;  yea,  by  the  holy  rood ;  a  member  of  our 
National  Diet,  where  thou  wilt  soon  beoooie, 
I  doubt  not,  one  of  our  most  brilliant  speakeis.' 

We  shall  not  detain  the  reader  with  a  foither 
account  of  Robert's  examination.  Having  beard 
the  charge  which  each  witness  intended  to 
prefer  against  Louis  and  Joanna,  he  dismissed 
them;  but  in  order  that  they  might  not 
forget  their  respective  parts,  he  commanded  them 
to  appear  before  him  every  day,  until  the  meeting 
of  the  Consistory. 
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"  Forester,  fetch  me  a  flask  of  my  best 
lachryma  Ckriati;"  said  the  Prelate,  as  the 
fbnoer  returned  from  conducting  the  Hung;arians 
to  the  palace  door;  "  I  would  lain  recruit  m; 
oiitivard  man,  for  the  severe  dutj  which  I  have 
undergone  hath  exhausted  both  my  body  and  my 
spirit," 
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"  Oh !  ileep  not  yet,  mj  hdj  Ioth  ! 

Night*!  fUn  hefrtn  to  heua ; 
Look  forth  and  thame  those  orhs  abore ! 

Thine  ejet  more  brightly  gleam. 
Spurn  not  th j  constant  lorer's  prayer. 

He  lives  upon  thj  breuth ; 
Thy  smile  will  cfaaae  his  soul*s  despair — 

Thyfrown^Oh!  that  is  death  !" 

About  a  mile  north  of  the  city  of  Ayignon,  and 
overlooking  the  "  rushing"  Rhone,  stood  one  of 
Pope  Clement's  magnificent  palaces.  The  build- 
ing blended  the  strong  castle  with  the  abode 
suited  to  luxury  and  peace.  Behind  the  edifice 
was  a  garden  containing  grottoes  and  fountains, 
and  planted  with  flowers  of  every  rare  and  gor- 
geous description.  And  this  was  the  mansion 
which  Clement  had  appointed  for  the  temporarr 
residence  of  Queen  Joanna  and  Louis. 
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The  sun  had  not  yet  sunk,  but  his  downward 
beams  were  beginning  to  flood  with  glory  the 
fiir  hills  of  Languedoc.  The  hum  of  the  city  was 
heard  from  a  distance ;  and  the  birds  still  war- 
bled along  the  banks  of  the  Rhone,  although 
with  a  softened  note,  as  if  bidding  farewell  to 
the  declining  luminary. 

Issuing  from  the  southern  door  of  the  palace, 
might  haYe  been  seen  the  figure  of  a  female  ; 
she  was  wrapped  in  a  mantilla  lined  with  mini- 
rer ;  a  coif  of  white  net-work  confined  her  ring- 
lets, and  a  veil  of  rich  Flanders  lace  partially 
concealed  her  features.  She  was  alone,  and 
walked  with  a  slow  hesitating  step  into  the 
garden.  She  paid  no  attention  to  the  fountains 
or  flowers,  but  held  in  her  hand  a  scroll  of  parch- 
ment ;  it  was  incribed  thickly  with  verses,  the 
latest  and  most  beautiful  sonnets  of  Petrarch. 
These  she  seemed  committing  to  memory,  and 
then  reciting  to  herself.  She  faintly  smiled, 
probably  at  the  fervour  of  the  poet ;  but  at  the 
same  time  tears  filled  her  eyes,  and  reaching  an 
arbour,  she  threw  herself  upon  a  rustic  seat. 
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It  was  Amalia;  time  had  aoftened  the  first 
poignancy  of  the  grief  she  felt  at  Couitenay  8  deatb, 
bat  a  melancholy  had  succeeded  which  preyed 
upon  her  too  sensitive  mindy  and  made  fearful 
ravages  upon  her  delicate  frame. 

Man,  when  he  has  loved  in  vain,  may  feel 
long  and  acutely;  but  he  has  resources  and 
expedients  to  dissipate  his  sorrow,  and  obliteiate 
impressions,  of  which  woman  is  not  possessed. 
The  affairs  of  life  urge  him  to  activity  ;*  the  pur- 
suit of  wealth  or  honour  may  engross  his  atten- 
tion ;  and  in  the  toil  and  tumult  of  the  world. 
although  he  may  not  forget,  yet  memory  of  the 
past  will  daily  lose  a  portion  of  its  bitterness. 

But  woman,  whose  chief  happiness  is  drawn 
from  the  fountain  of  the  affections ;  whose  nature 
leans  on  man  for  protection,  and  who  too  fre- 
quently casts  her  all  upon  the  die  of  love ;  when 
the  object  on  which  her  heart  has  doated  is  reft 
from  her,  and  in  the  wide  world  she  knows  and 
feels  she  can  love  no  other;  what  expedient 
may  she  resort  to  ?  what  path  is  open  to  her ! 
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Hie  quiet  life  she  leads  nurses,  not  extinguisheB 
the  lamp  of  memory ;  the  present  offers  no  con- 
solation ;  she  can  weave  no  fairy  dreams  for  the 
iiitiire ;  Iter  thoughts  must  dwell  on  the  past ; 
the  canker  must  remain  at  her  heart,  and  the 
consequence  too  often  is  an  untimely  grave. 

Amalia  watched  the  sun  sinking  over  the 
distant  hills;  the  yellow  light  illumined  the 
hanging  forests,  and  bathed  in  gold  the  numerous 
convent-spires  which  shot  up,  like  pyramids  of 
flame,  from  amidst  the  dark  green  foliage.  The 
veqier-bells,  from  the  pleasant  town  of  Ville- 
neuve,  rang  softly  in  her  ear ;  and  gliding  down 
the  Rhone,  with  his  small  white  sail  extended 
to  the  balmy  breeze,  the  fisherman  had  begun 
Us  plaintive  bymn  to  the  Virgin. 

**  Bright  sun  t  sweet  scene !"  sighed  the  mai- 
den; **  whatever  be  the  sorrows  of  mortals, 
Nature  still  rejoices;  her  beauty  remains  the 
same.' 

She  stooped,  and  plucked  a  flower,  which 
though  bearing  in  Provence  a  different  name, 
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corresponded  in  its  kind,  and  imagined  virtoes, 
with  our  heart's-ease. 

"  Little  flower !"  she  said ;  "  are  the  tales 
told  by  the  poets  respecting  thee,  tniel  canst 
thou  indeed  give  peace  to  the  throbbing  bosom  I 
canst  thou  reconcile  us  to  the  loss  of  aU  our 
hearts  hold  dear?  if  so,  let  me  wear  thee;  for 
never  did  human  being  need  thy  blessings  more 
than  myself.  Yet  I  would  not  that  Lethe  sboulJ 
roll  over  the  past :  I  would  not  forget  him— for- 
get !  never  can  I  do  that ;  let  sorrow  consume 
my  heart,  let  madness  threaten  its  victim,  still, 
Courtenay,  my  thoughts  will  be  with  thee  in  thy 
cold  grave." 

Amalia  wept — wept  bng  and  passionately ; 
but  sorrow  will,  by  very  indulgence,  exhaust 
itself.  Leaning  back  on  the  seat,  her  tears  at 
length  ceased  to  flow,  and  a  mournful  tranquillity 
stole  upon  her.  Evening  was  deepening;  the 
bells  of  Yilleneuve  had  died  away,  and  the 
murmuring  of  the  Rhone,  in  the  quietness  which 
prevailed,  was  heard  more  distinctly.    Lul!e<^ 
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by  the  soft  sounds,  and  wearied  by  her  own 
reflections,  the  senses  of  Amalia  gradually  be- 
cune  deadened ;  she  closed  her  eyes  and  yielded 
to  placid  slumber. 

The  girl  continued  long  in  this  situation,  and 
Louis  and  Joanna  being  occupied  in  the  palace 
with  one  of  the  agents  of  the  Pontiff,  did  not  dis- 
cover her  absence.  The  stars  were  now  gem- 
ming the  heavens,  and  the  moon  had  arisen  high 
and  clear. 

The  bfty  wall  which  protected  the  palace, 
surrounded  the  garden  likewise  on  every  side, 
except  where  it  fronted  the  Rhone ;  a  low  pali- 
sade was  continued  in  that  place,  and  thus  the 
beauty  of  the  scene  was  not  excluded.  The 
bank  which  sloped  to  the  water  was  precipitous, 
but  a  flight  of  narrow  steps  had  been  formed  for 
the  convenience  of  those  who  wished  to  embark 
on  the  river.  Gliding  cautiously  along,  within 
the  shadow  of  some  trees,  the  outer  branches  of 
which,  bending  down,  almost  kissed  the  waters, 
a  skiff  was  approaching  this  landing  place.    It 
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contained  two  individuals,  a  boy,  and  a  peraon  of 
mature  age,  who  by  his  garb  might  instaBtly 
have  been  identified  with  one  of  those  wandering 
musicians  of  the  time,  called  troubadoois.  A  cap 
with  a  heron's  feather  dropping  on  one  side, 
adorned  his  head ;  a  silk  mask  was  drawn  over 
his  face ;  his  doublet  of  Venetian  tissue,  was 
bound  by  a  yellow  girdle ;  his  buskins  also  were 
of  yellow  leather ;  and  his  guitar,  companion  of 
his  travels  and  soother  of  his  lonely  moods,  was 
hung  around  his  neck. 

The  noble  art  of  jonglerie,  at  the  period  of 
which  we  write,  was  fast  on  the  decline :  the 
poetical  age  of  Provence,  with  Pierre  Vidal, 
Geoffrey  Rudel,  and  Raimond  Berenger,  had 
departed.  Yet  a  few  professors  of  the  gaie 
$cience  still  wandered  from  town  to  town,  and 
from  palace  to  palace,  bewailing  in  the  Sirvenie 
the  dying  spirit  of  romance  and  song. 

The  skiff,  bearing  the  musician  and  boy, 
reached  the  landing-place ;  and  the  former,  bar- 
ing given  directions  to  the  youth  to  paddle  the 
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boat  back  beneath  the  trees,  and  instantly  to 
advance  if  called^  sprang  up  the  steps.  Fa« 
voured  by  the  dimness,  he  entered  the  palace 
garden ;  indeed,  had  he  been  noticed,  he  would 
Dot  hare  been  molested,  for  the  art  which  he 
professed  was  a  sufficient  passport  to  the  houses  of 
the  high  and  noble. 

Whatever  the  minstrel's  purpose  might  have 
been,  he  cautiously  advanced,  and  paused  among 
the  trees  in  the  garden.  His  eye  wandered 
&om  turret  to  turret,  as  if  he  were  uncertain 
which  the  lady  of  his  heart  occupied  ;  and  then 
seizing  his  guitar,  he  began  a  low  and  pathetic 
canzan.  Whether  the  object  of  his  poetic  ado- 
ration were  Queen  Joanna,  Amalia,  or  one  of  the 
ladies  of  honour,  it  did  not  appear  ;  vain,  how- 
ever, was  his  lay,  for  no  light  beamed  forth,  no 
lattice  opened. 

The  disappointed  musician  wandered  down 
one  of  the  green  alleys,  apparently  at  a  loss 
what  measure  to  adopt. 

"  Shall  I  not  behold  her?"    he  whispered ; 
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'*  does  she  not  remember  my  song  ?  alas  for  him 
who  shall  stake  his  happiness  on  the  chsogeful 
love  of  woman !" 

Unheedingly  he  approached  the  bower  where 
Amalia  slumbered :  her  white  drapery  caught  his 
eye,  aod  he  started  back.  She  was  the  lady, 
perhaps,  whom  he  loved ;  or,  at  least  she  might 
give  him  information  regarding  her.  Breathlessly 
he  bent  over  the  slumbering  girl ;  he  dared  not 
awake  her ;  his  tall  and  athletic  frame  trembled 
with  emotion ;  but  unable  longer  to  support  his 
curiosity^  or  eagerness,  he  touched  her,  and  she 
awoke. 

"  Whom  do  I  behold  7  Heaven  protect  me ! 
is  it  night  r 

She  hastily  arose,  and  was  quitting  the  ar- 
bour, when  the  musician  dropped  on  his  knee 
before  her,  and  detained  her  by  grasping  her 
mantle. 

«  Ha!"  she  cried,  "  who  art  thiu?  what 
means  this  audacity  1  thy  profession  will  scarcely 
excuse  thee  !*' 
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The  minstrel  still  evinced  extreme  agitation, 
for  the  moon  now  shone  full  upon  the  face  of 
Amalia.  He  could  with  difficulty  articulate; 
but,  in  a  faltering  manner,  begged  her  to  pardon 
him,  and  stated  that  he  had  something  of  great 
moment  to  communicate. 

The  girl  was  impatient ;  she  observed  not  his 
mask ;  she  scarcely  glanced  at  him. 

"  Something  to  communicate  to  me  ?  minstrel, 
1  forgive  thee,  depart.  Thy  soft  canzona,  thy 
love  lays,  charm  me  not ;  and  if  thou  art  the 
bearer  of  billets  from  any  Proven9al  cavalier, 
return  to  thy  master,  and  inform  him  I  cannot 
receive  them." 

The  musician  still  held  her  garment ;  **  Oh ! 
one  moment  stay!"  he  passionately  exclaimed, 
though  his  voice  seemed  forced  and  unnatural ; 
'*  if  ever  thou  didst  love,  grant  me  a  hearing  !*' 

"  If  ever  V*  cried  Amalia ;  "  but  what  is  that 
to  thee?  must  I  imfold  to  a  wandering  stranger — 
poor  minstrel,  accept  this  largess,  and  depart." 

"  I  have  to  tell  thee,"  he  continued,  returning 
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her  purse  into  her  hand — ''  I  have  to  tell  tbee 
a  tale  respecting  him  who  perished  off  Nice— I 
mean  one  Coortenay,  an  English  soldier." 

That  name  acted  like  the  wand  of  a  magidao 
upon  the  hearer ;  her  eyes  filled  with  light,  and 
she  exclaimed  breathlessly : 

"  Respecting  him  ?  ah !  what  dost  thou  mean ! 
how  shouldst  thou  know  that  I — ^but  haste !  haste! 
good  stranger,  for  the  love  of  Heaven !' 

The  minstrel  made  a  sign  for  her  to  seat 
herself;  he  bade  her  not  be  astomsbed,  and 
prayed  her  to  utter  no  exclamation. — ^He  dropped 
his  silken  mask ! — was  it  the  shade  of  him  the 
haunter  of  her  dreams,  that  stood  before  her  ?— 
no,  in  breathing  life,  in  warm  reality,  it  was  the 
lost,  the  beloved — ^Walter  Courtenay ! 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

THE  UNEXPECTED  MBETINO. 

"  Oh !  thou  whose  morUl  noe  I  deemed  wai  o'er. 
Thy  lore,  th j  hopes,  th j  forrowi  ell  at  rest ; 
Do  I  behold  thy  loog.loTed  &oe  once  more^ 
And  do  I  lean  upon  thy  laithful  breait  t" 

There  are  moments,  when  the  most  reserved 
and  scrupulous  of  women  yield  to  the  intensit^r 
of  their  feelings;  and  when  they  perform  that 
which,  in  a  dispassionate  hour,  they  might 
imagine  reprehensible.  Thus  Amalia,  lost, 
overcome  with  rapture  and  amazement,  sank 
into  Courtenay's  arms.  It  was  the  first  time 
that  she  had  betrayed  to  him  so  unequivocally 
the  secret  of  her  heart ;  but  was  it  for  reserve 
to  raise  its  icy  barrier  now  7  could  she  in  coy 
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pride  repel  him  whom  she  thought  to  have  been 
numbered  with  the  dead? — ^no,  no,  they  both 
yielded  to  the  wild  delight  which  such  a  meeting 
was  calculated  to  inspire.  They  spoke  not ;  but 
sighs  and  tears,  love*8  eloquent  language,  were 
theirs.  They  felt  how  unspeakably  dear  they 
were  to  each  other,  and  that  earth,  in  its  wide 
bounds,  had  nothing  to  offer  as  an  equivalent 
for  that  love,  which  lived  and  burned  in  their 
beating  and  entranced  hearts. 

The  first  excitement  of  the  interview  being 
over,  Courtenay  placed  Amalia  on  the  rustic 
seat ;  she  was  all  curiosity  and  eagerness  to  leam 
his  story,  which  must  needs,  she  thought,  be 
replete  with  marvels. 

We  shall  not  give  at  length  CourteDay's 
narration,  or  attempt  to  describe  Amalia*s 
intense  interest  and  sympathy,  as  the  soldier 
spoke  of  his  perils  and  sufferings ;  it  will  be 
sufficient  that  we  briefly  state  the  particulars. 

When  Courtenay  had  been  left  behind,  a 
hapless  tenant  of  the  wreck,  though  conceiving 
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it  almost  impossible  by  swimming  to  reach  the 
distant  shore,  the  instinctive  desire  of  life  was 
not  quenched  by  despair :  accordingly,  when  the 
galley  went  to  pieces,  he  had  contrived  to  lash 
himself  to  one  of  the  broken  masts,  and  boldly 
committed  himself  to  the  raging  element.  Borne 
upon  mountain  waves,  he  knew  not  in  what 
direction,  for  some  time  he  struggled  with  his 
fate ;  but  meeting  with  a  fragment  of  the  wreck, 
it  dashed  against  him  with  such  violence,  that 
he  was  deprived  of  his  senses.  When  consci- 
ousness returned,  he  found  himself  in  the  boat 
of  some  Corsican  fishermen;  they  had  seen  him 
floating  on  the  waves,  supported  by  the  mast  to 
which  he  had  been  attached ;  and  they  had 
employed  the  means  usually  resorted  to  for  the 
recovery  of  persons  apparently  drowned.  They 
rowed  him  to  their  island  coast,  and  bore  him  to 
their  cottage ;  but  in  consequence  of  extreme 
exhaustion,  and  the  injury  which  he  had  received, 
he  was  shortly  seized  with  a  delirious  fever. 
The  malady  lasted  a  considerable  time,  but  at 
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the  expiration  of  some  weeks,  he  dispatched  an 
Islander  to  Nice,  in  order  to  acquaint  the  Ptince 
and  Queen  of  his  situation.  The  Coisicao, 
however,  owing  to  an  accident  which  befel  him 
on  his  passage,  had  been  unable  to  execute  the 
commission  entrusted  to  him. 

Courtenay,  still  too  much  indisposed  to  bear 
removal,  had  imagined  the  silence  of  the  ropl 
parties  to  arise  from  indifference  as  to  his  fate. 
But  when  he  heard  that  the  body  of  one  of  his 
unfortunate  troopers  had  been  mistaken  for  bis 
own,  and  pompously  buried  in  the  cathedral  of 
Nice,  and  that  the  citizens,  at  the  request  of 
Louis  and  Joanna,  had  even  begun  to  erect  a 
pillar  to  his  memory,  every  idea  of  their  ingrati- 
tude vanished ;  and  while  he  smiled  at  their  error; 
he  felt  flattered  by  their  kindness,  and  the  high 
honour  which  they  intended  him. 

When  the  English  soldier  landed  at  Nice,  he 
found  that  the  Neapolitan  Court  had  quitted  for 
Avignon.  Accordingly  he  hastened  to  the  latter 
place,  and  already  he  had  been  several  days  in 
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the  dlj,  habited  as  we  have  beheld  him,  in  the 
garb  of  a  wandering  mnsieian. 

"  Bat  wherefore  this  disguise  ?"  inquired 
Amalia ;  ''  why  not  reveal  yourself  immediately 
to  Louis  and  Joanna  V* 

Courtenay  infiirmed  her  that  his  object  for 
remaining  incognito  had  been  to  ascertain  whether 
her  sentiments  regarding  him  continued  unal* 
tared ;  for  if  he  had  found  that  she  manifested  no 
interest  in  his  fate,  when,  as  a  stranger,  he 
alluded  to  the  shipwreck,  or  that  she  feivoured 
the  addresses  of  another,  he  had  intended  never 
to  have  divulged  his  identity  to  his  former  friends, 
bat  to  have  departed  for  ever,  permitting  them 
to  suppose  that  his  remains  indeed  mouldered 
in  the  cathedral  of  Nice.  '*  But,  Princess 
Amalia,*'  he  said  in  a  dejected  tone,  "  even  now 
if  I  discover  myself  to  Queen  Joanna  and  her 
husband,  little  pleasure  will  their  thanks  afford 
me ;  little  will  avail  the  honours  which  they  may 
liesp  upon  me,  if  I  am  to  be  denied  thy  hand. 
Were  I  to  be  created  first  duke  in  Naples,  1 
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should  envy  the  lot  of  the  humblest  peasant, 
blessed  with  the  object  of  his  love." 

Amalia  was  aware  of  the  severe  notions 
entertained  by  Courtenay,  and  of  the  high 
independence,  amounting  to  haughtiness,  that 
distinguished  his  character.  She  knew  that  he 
performed  valiant  deeds  more  on  account  of  the 
pleasure  experienced  in  the  actions  themselTes, 
than  for  any  advantage  which  he  might  derive 
from  them.  She  could  not,  however,  but  think 
that  he  held  wealth  and  honours  in  too  great 
contempt. 

"  Courtenay,*  she  said ;  "  let  us  not  touch  the 
chord  of  our  old  sorrows.  Though  my  brother 
and  the  Queen  may  never  consent  to  oar  union, 
do  not  reject  any  office  of  distinction  to  which 
they  may  desire  to  appoint  you.  I  confess  I 
wish  you  to  remain  in  our  land :  you  will  then 
be  near  me ;  and  oh  I  may  not  deep,  pure  affec- 
tion exist,  governed  by  the  rules  of  that  system 
which  the  Poet  Petrarch  has  so  beautifully  enlarged 
on,  and  which  he  styles  the  system  of  Plato  1' 
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The  soldier  smiled :  Petrarch's  opinions,  his 
finely-spun  theory  of  love,  which  is  to  be  kindled 
by  emanaticms  of  mind,  and  to  be  kept  alive  by 
the  aid  of  memory,  or,  at  most,  an  occasional 
view  of  the  adored  object,  did  by  no  means 
accord  with  his  notions;  in  a  word,  he  was  not  a 
man  to  be  satisfied  with  idealities.  **  And 
would  such  a  mode  of  love  be  sufficient  for 
thee  ?*'  he  said ;  "  ah !  Amalia,  I  am  no  poet,  and 
therefore  cannot,  like  Petrarch,  console  myself, 
or  give  vent  to  my  unfortunate  passion,  by 
singing  amorous  ditties. — No,  no,  platonism  may 
be  suited  to  the  temperament  of  scholars,  and 
the  enthusiastic  votaries  of  the  muses ;  but  it  is 
repugnant  to  the  feelings  of  the  soldier !  my  own 
Amalia,  let  us  discard  such  a  system ;  our  happi- 
ness shall  have  a  more  substantial  foundation ;  the 
blessed  ties  of  the  church  shall  yet  unite  us." 

"  Nay,  Courtenay ;"  answered  the  girl ;  "  thou 
dost  speak  with  too  much  confidence;  the 
prospect  before  us  appears  to  me  dark  and 
without  hope.*' 
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*'  Now,  by  the  Madonna,  I  will  noft  wnmg 
thee  by  doubting  thy  lore ;  my  heart  is  foil  of 
gratitude  for  the  honour  thou  conferest  upon  me ; 
yet  might  I  propose  even  now — *  he  checked 
himself,  and  seemed  thoughtful. 

"  Proceed,  Courtenay — what  wooldst  thou 
propose  1' 

"  Another  than  myself  would  say — there 
floats  my  skiff;  yonder  flows  the  Rhone;  darkness 
favours — the  world  is  before  us — ^ 

"  What  dost  thou  mean  ?  ha !  I  understand 
thee;  never,  never! — imprudent  that  I  am  U* 
remain  here.— >I  leave  thee  this  moment !" 

Courtenay  perceived  by  the  indignation  flashing 
in  the  lady's  eye,  that  he  had  said  too  much,  and 
that  Amalia  would  never  eonsent  to  fly  dandes- 
tinely  with  him.  Moreover,  he  was  aware  that 
such  conduct  on  his  part  would  be  the  last  degree 
of  baseness  to  Louis  and  Joanna;  after  amomenu 
reflection,  therefore,  he  abandoned  all  thought* 
of  the  measure. 

"  Stay,    Amalia!    pardon  me!"    he    med, 
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qnngiiig  towards  her ; ''  my  wild  love  prompted 
me  to  say  that  which  my  principles  utterly 
condemn.  I  will  never  act  the  traitorous  distoyal 
knight ;  I  will  never  urge  thee  to  a  step  which 
might  be  the  means  of  embittering  thy  after 
ftiistwice.  No,  I  will  win  thee  by  fair  conduct, 
and  with  open  hand,  or  I  will  resign  thee,  and 
my  happiness  for  ever." 

Amalia  was  pacified,  and  the  mild  glance 
which  she  cast  upon  her  lover,  plainly  intimated 
that  he  was  forgiven. 

"  But  hear  my  determination  /'  continued 
Courtenay ;  "  I  will  now  cast  off  this  disguise, 
and  appear  before  the  Prince  and  Queen ;  but  I 
will  forbear  urging  my  suit  for  thy  band,  until 
the  approaching  trial  be  over ;  the  happy  result, 
for  I  doubt  not  that  their  innocence  will  be  made 
evident  to  the  world,  may  dispose  their  hearts  to 
listen  to  my  prayer.  But  if  they  still  refuse  their 
consent  to  our  union ;  if  the  barrier  of  rank  must 
still  divide  us ;  then,  Amalia, — ^nay,  I  utter  no 
threat;  turn  not  pale,  dear  love — ^let  us  not  despond 
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while  one  ray  beams  fioin  the  sweet  planet  of 
hope." 

The  lovers  were  in  the  act  of  separating, 
when  they  imagined  they  heard  approaching 
footsteps ;  Courtenay  grasped  the  poniard  which 
he  wore  beneath  his  doublet ;  but  the  alarm  was 
groundless;  the  sound  was  occasioned  by  the 
dash  of  a  wave  against  the  bank  beneath.  The 
moon  shone  bright  and  still  on  the  garden  beds 
around ;  the  stars  were  mirrored  in  the  foun- 
tains, and  the  night-dews  hung  sparkling  on 
every  shrub  and  flower. 

**  Farewell!"  cried  Courtenay,  embracing 
the  trembling  girl ;  **  I  will  never  cease  to  think 
of  thee,  to  adore  thee — I  will  never  resign  thee 
but  with  life !" 

"  Be  discreet;"  said  Amalia,  hiding  her  fare 
on  his  bosom ;  "  thou  hast  the  secret  of  my 
heart,  that  it  loves  only  thee,  and  I  feel,  I 
feel  thou  wilt  not  wantonly  cause  it  wretch- 
edness." 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

TUB    USURPER. 

BeUer e  me,  70a  ate  marreUoiuly  changed. 

Merehani  of  Vemee. 

Whilb  such  was  the  course  of  events  in 
Provence,  the  Hungarian  monarch  had  fully 
established  himself  in  the  sovereignty  of  Naples. 
Yet  like  all  usurpers,  he  felt  his  power  to  be 
precarious,  and  his  throne  unstable ;  he  became 
sttspidotts  of  every  one  around  him,  and  mistrust 
and  choler  urged  him  to  a  continuance  of  those 
ads  of  tyranny  and  blood,  which  had  marked 
his  progress  into  the  kingdom.  Every  man 
who  looked  grave,  he  imagined  was  discontented, 
and  meditated  treason ;  and  every  person  who 
laughed,  mocked  his  alleged  right  to  the  crown. 
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and  derided  his  authority.  Whoever  did  not 
cry  '  Long  live  the  King !'  favoured  Joanna's 
cause ;  and  whoever  seemed  particularly  ansious 
to  please  hiiDy  only  played  the  part  of  a  spy, 
and  sought  an  opportunity  to  overthrow  his 
govemmenti  or  take  his  life. 

Such  was  the  unenviable  situation  of  the 
royal  Hungarian ;  but  the  person  who  principally 
excited  his  jealousy,  as  well  as  his  fear,  was  the 
Duke  of  Durazzo.  We  have  shewn  in  another 
place,  that  an  ancient  and  nnforgottea  feud 
embittered  the  spirits  of  these  men.  The  very 
talents  and  military  skill  which  Duxazzo  had 
recently  exhibited,  served  not  a  little  to  increase 
the  envy  and  ha^ed  fostered  by  his  rival  Both 
had  their  schemes  and  projects  as  regarded  each 
other.  The  monarch  had  suffered  Durazzo  to 
head  his  army,  and  subjugate  Naples:  and  thus, 
having  availed  himself  of  his  abilities,  and  used 
him  as  his  tool,  he  designed  to  cast  him  kom 
him,  and  effect  his  ruin.  Durazzo,  on  his  part, 
had  only  invited  the  Hungarian  into  the  kingdom, 
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with  a  view  to  crush  the  power  of  Joanna,  which 
lie  himself  had  failed  in  endeavouring  to  over- 
throw ;  and  being  fully  aware  of  the  tyrannical 
disposition  of  the  usurper,  he  secretly  purposed, 
OD  the  first  favourable  opportunity,  to  incite  tlie 
oppressed  people  to  an  insurrection,  and  thus 
the  downfall  of  each  party  being  complete,  he 
intended  to  seize  the  reins  of  government,  and, 
with  his  wife  Maria,  mount  the  throne. 

It  is  to  Durazzo,  whose  career  of  ambition 
and  tortuous  intrigue,  has  nearly  reached  its  final 
goal,  that  we  must  in  this  place  direct  our 
attention. 

His  friend  Minervino  was  no  more;  that 
nobleman  had  died  of  wounds  received  during 
the  assault  upon  the  city  of  Naples.  Minervino 
he  had  held  in  much  higher  esteem  than  his 
fellow  conspirator  Charles  Artus:  indeed,  the 
former,  however  criminal  his  actions,  had  pos* 
aessed  a  brave  heart,  and  in  his  fidelity  to  those 
with  whom  he  was  in  league,  the  most  implicit 
confidence  might  have  been  placed.    Dntaxao 
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deeply  mourned  his  loss,  and  he  seemed  now  to 
stand  alone,  for  Artus,  ever  vacillating  aod 
timid,  he  felt  was  no  meet  companion  for  him, 
and  little  adapted  to  second  his  projects  of  am- 
bition, and  deeds  of  daring. 

Durazzo,  at  this  juncture,  reminded  the  king 
of  the  promise  which  he  had  made,  previously 
to  the  subjugation  of  Naples :  it  was  that  the 
Duke  should  be  created  viceroy,  holding  the 
kingdom  in  fealty  under  him.  The  Hungarian 
stated  his  intention  of  fulfilling  the  condition, 
and  of  retiring  for  awhile  beyond  the  Alps; 
con<!equently  Durazzo  might  expect  very  shortly 
to  be  invested  with  the  important  o£Sce  that 
would  raise  him  above  his  peers,  and  which, 
he  considered,  was  only  one  remove  from  the 
throne  itself. 

Yet  Durazzo's  spirit  was  sad ;  there  is  a  time 
when  the  evil  will  pause  in  crime,  and  when  the 
voice  of  conscience  will  no  longer  be  stilled, 
but  call  from  the  depths  of  the  soul.  A  cloud 
seemed  to  overshadow  him ;  he  was  shaken  with 


THE  USURPER.  65 

presentiments  of  approaching  misfortune ;  and 
when  he  thought  of  his  wife  and  child,  whom,  in 
spite  of  his  iron  nature,  he  loved  with  deep 
affection ;  when  he  considered  what  their  destiny 
might  be,  if  the  storm  should  overtake  him, 
and  the  sun  of  his  life  go  down  in  darkness,  he 
was  full  of  disquietude,  and  his  heart  was 
supremely  wretched. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

THE  DUXB  AND  THB  8AOB. 

And  written  on  that  brow,  the  wrath  of  fitto 
Tells  of  a  rained  mind*  a  heart  all  desolate. 

EtSotiPoem. 

In  an  early  portion  of  our  Darrative,  we  lad 
occasion  to  introduce  an  Astrologer  named 
Florelli;  and  with  this  man  Durazzo,  whose 
spirit  was  tinctured  with  the  credulity  of  his  age, 
had  been  in  the  habit  of  holding  frequent 
communication. 

The  philosopher  was  now  stationed  in  the  open 
air  on  the  summit  of  his  observatory.  His  white 
head  was  uncovered ;  the  moon  was  shining  on 
his  broad  zodiacal  belt,  and  his  glittering  Persian 
robe  :  his  hand  traced  cabalistic  figures,  and  bi$ 
e^'e,  t)eaming  with  thoughts  '  too  deep  for  words/ 
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wandered  from  star  to  star.  He  was  not  a  hypo- 
crite, he  was  not  a  charlatan,  for  he  firmly 
believed  in  the  deep  mysteries  of  that  science 
which  seemed  to  its  disciples  so  sublime,  and 
holy. 

At  a  short  distance  from  FloreUi,  his  head 
drooping  on  his  breast,  and  his  palm  covering 
his  eyes,  stood  Durazzo.  His  dark  and  tall 
figure  was  motionless,  and  saving  that  his  foot 
at  times  slightly  beat  the  granite  beneath  him, 
he  seemed  without  sensation,  without  life*  Ah ! 
who  might  scan  the  secrets  of  that  bosom,  and 
bare  to  view  the  desert  which  scathing,  blasting 
passions  had  made  there  1  who  might  read  the 
lines — ^the  lines  of  fire  which  remorse  had  graven 
on  his  heart !  he  was  stricken  by  the  lightning 
which  conscience  draws  from  the  clouds  of  crime* 
burdened  memory !  and  there  he  stood,  in  spite 
of  present  honours,  and  anticipated  greatness, 
an  embodying  of  woe  and  despair. 

Deep  silence  had  prevailed  for  some  time, 
when  Florelli,  suspending  his  astral  observations. 
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looked  earnestly  at  the  Duke.  He  entertained 
a  sincere  regard  for  Durazzo,  and  being  uuac- 
quainted  with  the  real  magnitude  of  his  niisdeedSi 
he  took  an  unfeigned  interest  both  in  his  public 
successes,  and  his  private  welfare.  It  was  there- 
fore with  feelings  of  no  small  concern,  that  he 
regarded  the  unusual  demeanour  of  his  noble 
client. 

"  My  lord  Duke,"  exclaimed  the  sage, "  hath 
evil  befallen  thee  ? — thine  eye  is  sad,  thy  cheek 
is  pale. — In  what  may  I  serve  tbee !" 

"  My  mind  is  ill  at  ease,  or  I  bad  not  visited 
thee  to-night.  I  believe  thee  my  friend,  although 
in  this  world  I  may  possess  no  other." 

Speak  not  so,  your  Grace ;  among  the  high 
and  mighty  of  this  land,  you  have  many  friends, 
and  each  more  powerful  than  the  poor  and 
solitary  student  of  Cumae.'* 

Durazzo  faintly  smiled,  and  spoke  in  a  low 
tone : 

"  Since  thy  science  enables  thee  to  lift  the  veil 
of  future  time,  canst  thou,  old  man,  read  the 
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thoughts  that  pass  in  men's  hearts  ?  knowest  thou 
an  antidote  for  mental  torture  ?  or  how  the  soul 
may  steel  herself  against  the  ills  of  life,  and  scare 
away  horrid  remembrances  that,  like  a  troop  of 
spectres,  haunt  her  day  and  night!* 

The  Astrologer  sighed,  and  confessed  that  his 
art  pretended  not  to  exercise  power  over  the  hu- 
man passions  or  will ;  but  probably  long  expe- 
rience might  enable  him  to  offer  advice  on  the 
subject  of  Durazzo's  present  fears,  or  sorrows. 

**  Fear  !  sorrow !  such  things,  Florelli,  were 
never  known  to  me  until  this  hour.  Fear? 
pshaw  !  I  know  it  not  now — but  torture  I  have 
^it  prostrates  my  energies — ^it  sears  my  brain ; 
greater  misery  than  mine,  fiends  cannot  endure 
m  the  pit  of  perdition." 

He  struck  his  brow,  and  walked  perturbedly 
to  and  fro.  The  astrologer's  eye  followed  him, 
balf  in  terror,  half  in  amazement. 

"  Does  your  Grace  suspect  treachery  1  or  dost 
thou  imagine  that  secret  enemies  have  combined 
against  thee  V 
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Durazzo  gazed  stedfastly  on  Florellii  until  his 
shaggy  brows  met  over  his  flashing  eyes.  The 
Astrologer  shrank,  and  cowered  beneath  the 
scrutiny. 

"  Fear  not,  old  man,  I  intend  thee  no  harm ; 
I  am  calm  now.  Florelli,  it  is  weakness  in  me 
to  regard  visions,  or  omens ;  but  I  have  had  a 
dream  that  disturbs  me ;  and  I  have  a  presenU- 
ment  that  this  hand — this  crimsoned  hand  which 
has  sent  so  many  to  the  grave  before  me,  will 
soon  be  stricken  by  death." 

The  low,  but  thrilling  tone  in  which  these 
words  were  spoken,  sank  into  the  heart  of  the 

listener. 

"  Men  imagine,*'  continued  Durazzo,  "  that  I 
am  to  be  Viceroy  of  Naples;  aye,  hereafter, 
should  the  Hungarian  monarch  die  without  issue, 
that  I  shall  be  king.  But  death  is  the  thwarter 
of  all  human  hopes  and  designs;  and  if  the 
thread  of  my  existence  be  nearly  spun ;  if  for 
empire  I  must  receive  the  narrow  chambers  of 
the  tomb,    and  for  subjects,  be  surrounded  by 
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creeping  worms,  well  may  my  spirit  be  troubled; 
and  if  tliere  is  a  place  of  retribution  for  con- 
demned souls,  well  may  I  feel  already  the  tor- 
ments of  HelL" 

a 

"  Nay,  your  Grace,  dismiss  such  gloomy 
thoughts.  Those  whom  thou  hast  slain,  thou, 
hast  slain,  like  other  warriors,  in  battle  ;  and  so 
far  from  death  being  near,  I  consider  thy  pros* 
pects  never  to  have  been  more  bright  than  they 
are  at  present  I  have  deeply  studied,  and  long 
watched  the  star  of  thy  destiny :  therefore  my 
opinion  is  entitled  to  some  weight.'* 

"  I  grant  it,  Florelli ;  I  would  not  believe  thy 
^  jugglci7>  nor  thy  prophecies  a  tissue  of  false- 
hoods ;  therefore  I  would  fain  know  whether 
thou  hast  discovered  any  change  in  the  appear- 
ance of  my  planet  V 

The  Astrologer  assured  Durazzo  that  he  had 
pleasing  intelligence  to  communicate  to  him : 
his  planet,  Jupiter,  had  entered  into  opposition 
with  Mars;  this  indicated  a  struggle  between 
him  and  some  powerful  monarch  ;  but  Mars  had 
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already  retrograded  two  degrees— a  certain  as- 
surance of  triumph  on  Durazzo*s  part 

"  Yes,  my  lord  Duke,  thou  and  I  know  each 
other,  and  can  keep  our  counsel  The  prophecies, 
too,  in  these  Sibylline  volumes,  which  we  have 
consulted  on  former  occasions,  I  can  now  confi- 
dently assert  bear  reference  to  thyself.  Thou  art 
to  be  a  conqueror  of  nations !  the  master  spirit  of 
the  age !" 

*  Now  could  I  give  credence  to  all  thou  dost 
utter,  clouds  no  longer  should  darken  my  biow; 
I  would  smile  away  in  scorn  these  gloomy  fore- 
bodings— these  fears  that  unman  and  shake  my 
soul — I  the  conqueror!  the  mighty  one!  the 
trampler  on  the  necks  of  kings !  well,  well,  if  it 
should  be  so,  thou  also,  Florelli,  shalt  be  raised 
above  thy  fellows,  and  enjoy  more  wealth  than 
thy  imagination  has  power  to  conceive." 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

THE  TREACHBE0U8  FRIEND. 

**  And  doth  the  serpeDt,  fiUsehood,  hide  beneeth  t 

That  make  mid  flowers,  whoee  touch  is  doom  and  death." 

EUUt  of  Sheffuld. 

In  a  private  apartment  of  his  residence  situated 
in  the  Strada  di  Toledo,  the  ex-chamberlain 
Artos  was  ruminating  on  his  peculiar  situation 
and  proqpects,  as  dependent  on  his  connexion 
with  Durazzo :  the  latter  had  just  left  the  house, 
having  cautioned  Artus  to  great  discretion,  and 
urged  upon  him  the  necessity  of  prompt  and 
vigorous  measures.  In  short,  the  insurrection 
htd  been  fully  determined  on,  and  the  necessary 
steps  were  to  be  taken  immediately  that  Durazzo 
should  have  been  established  in  his  office  aa 
Viceroy. 

VOL.  111.  E 
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The  Duke,  although  he  entertained  a  mean 
opinion  of  the  ability  and  courage  of  Aitos, 
considered  him  fiuthfol  to  his  cause,  beingattached 
to  him,  as  he  oonceiyed,  by  OTery  tiewldch 
interest  might  create,  as  well  as  by  ereiy  solemn 
and  awfiil  oath,  by  which  man  can  bind  himself 
to  man.  DuraziOk  howeveri  in  his  estimate  of 
the  chamberlain's  character,  had  committed  an 
error,  and  tiiis  the  seqad  will  prove. 

Artus,  having  made  a  few  rapid  strides  throogb 
his  apartment,  abruptly  stopped,  and  struck  hb 
clenched  hand  on  the  table,  like  a  man  who, 
aft»  holding  a  long  debate  on  some  subject,  has 
arrived  at  a  conclusion  at  last.  He  then  drew 
from  a  secret  drawer  in  his  cabinet,  a  wgnUI  of 
parchment,  and,  throwing  himself  into  a  <iair, 
hastily  glanced  at  the  contents,  and  laughed  with 
that  peculiar  mockery  and  bitterness,  which  a 
fiend  may  be  supposed  to  indulge  in  over  a 
human  being  whom  he  has  deceived,  and  intends 
to  undo* 

*'  Thank  the  fates!  Minervino  is  dead;"  he 
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whispeied; '' I  darednot  think  ofaoch  a  measure 
had  oor  old  aaaociate  been  alive. — ^Money  and 
revenge!  aha!  which  is  the  sweetest  1  by  the 
ma»,  I  know  not ;  but  I  will  possess  myself  of 
both.» 

In  truth,  Artus  was  convinced  that  the  honours 
and  wealth  promised  by  Dvmxm,  being  entirely 
dependent  on  the  success  of  his  designs,  were  of 
a  somewhat  doubtful  nature ;  while  a  continued 
adherence  to  the  Duke  would  of  necessity  be 
attended  with  extreme  danger:  on  Ae  otherhand, 
the  Hungarian  King,  whose  hatred  to  Durazzo  the 
chamberlain  well  knew,  was  the  present  lord  and 
master,  and  had  posts  of  distinction,  and  money 
at  his  immediate  command;  he  was  therefore 
resolved,  without  implicating  himself  in  the 
Duke's  criminality,  to  sell  his  friend  and  leader 
mto  the  hands  of  the  implacable  monarch. 

'*  He  has  called  me  a  coward ;  he  has  more 
than  once  drawn  his  sword  on  me ;  PU  cancel 
oUl  debts  now !  by  the  holy  rood !  I'll  have  his 
life-blood! — let  me  consider — this  paper  which 

b2 
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I  haTe  secnred,  is  addressed  to  Minenrino,  and 
bears  Durazzo's  signature ;  it  is  a  plain  ooirea- 
pondence  relatiTe  to  the  assassination  of  Andrea, 
while  I  myself  am  not  eyen  alladed  to  tbeiein. 
Yes,  it  exactly  suits  my  purpose.  Then  for  his 
design  of  inciting  the  people  to  a  reTolt,  and  of 
overthrowing  the  government — I'll  make  my 
terms  with  the  sovereign,  and  divulge  all !— ten 
thousand  florins,  and  revenge !  ha !  ha !  ha  !* 

Artus  thrust  the  document  into  his  vest,  and 
again,  as  if  to  signify  the  fullness  ofhis  resolution, 
struck  the  table  with  his  hand ;  he  threw  back 
the  snake-like  locks  from  his  flushed  brow,  and 
his  small  eyes  sparkling  like  fire,  he  still  muttered 
between  his  ground  teeth ;  "  I'll  have  his  life- 
blood — ^ten  thousand  florins,  and  revenge  !* 
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CHAPTER  X. 

THB    kino's    project. 

It  is  oondnded — ^Banquo,  thj  soul'i  flight. 
If  it  find  heaToiy  most  find  it  out  to-night, 

JraCMtiL 

It  was  a  bright  jocund  morning,  when  a  gay 
cayalcade  issued  from  the  gates  of  Naples.  The 
company  was  composed  of  a  large  number  of 
Hungarian  knights,  Italian  nobles,  and  officers 
of  the  crown.  In  the  centre  rode  the  King,  ap- 
pareled in  a  rich  but  light  costume ;  his  attendants, 
also,  were  dressed  like  men  bound  on  an  excursion 
of  pleasure,  rather  than  a  military  expedition. 

They  had  proceeded  a  short  distance  on  the 
Strada  Capuana,  when  they  were  joined  by  a 
large  pack  of  dogs  led  by  the  royal  huntsmen ; 
to  be  brief,  the  monarch  had  invited  his  cour- 
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Uert  that  day  to  hunt  with  bim  in  the  wnodsof 

Nola,  renowned  at  that  period  for  being  the 

haunt  of  wild  boan. 
The  party  seemed  to  be  excited  by  the  boojant 

animal  spirits  which  the  antidpatton  of  sport 
naturally  produces ;  yet  unwonted  thought  sat 
on  the  brow  of  the  Hungarian  king ;  Charles 
Artus  rode  near  his  person,  and  it  was  observed 
that  he  addressed  the  ex-chamberlain  frequentlyi 
speaking  in  low  confidential  tones. 

DurazzOf  at  a  short  distance,  reined  his  steed 
amidst  a  group  of  Italian  nobles ;  the  speU  of 
gloom,  which  we  recently  observed  upoo  him, 
appeared  to  haye  passed  away,  for  he  conreised 
cheerfully  with  his  associates,  who  paid  him 
marked  deference,  inasmuch  as  they  considered 
him  <m  the  point  of  assuming  the  high  oflSce  of 
Viceroy  of  Naples. 

The  cavalcade  had  reached  that  pwtion  of  the 
highway  whence  branched  to  the  right  and  left 
two  roads,  one  of  which  conducted  to  the  woods 
of  Nola,  and  the  other  to  the  town  of  Aversa. 
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At  the  oommand  of  the  King  the  party  halted, 
and  the  royal  Hungarian  spoke  as  follows : 

"  Fair  friends,  ere  we  disport  ourselves  in 
the  diaae,  it  is  our  wish  to  pay  a  visit  to  Aversa, 
even  unto  the  Celestine  Convent,  where  our 
beloved  and  lamented  brother,  Prince  Andrea, 
(God  rest  his  soul!)  met  with  his  untimely 
end." 

All  marvelled  what  the  monarch's  object 
could  be  in  visiting,  at  such  a  time,  that  fi&tal 
and  ominous  spot  From  his  implacable  dispo* 
sitionj  it  might  be  conceived  that  he  meditated 
a  fearful  punishment  upon  some  parties  con- 
nected with  the  assassination  of  his  Brother. 
Many  had  already  suffered  death,  on  a  suppo- 
sition of  guilt ;  but  who  now  among  their  distin- 
guished company  could  incur  the  monarch's  sua- 
pidons,  it  was  indeed  impossible  to  divine. 

They  proceeded  to  Aversa,  and  in  a  short 
time  entered  the  spacious  Celestine  Gardens. 
The  peaceful  monks  issued  from  their  Convent 
to  greet  and  welcome  their  illustrious  visitors. 
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But  the  king,  taking  little  notice  of  their  *  bene- 
dicites/  or  their  genuflexions,  passed  oo  to  the 
monastery.  Artns,  with  a  recklessness  ill  suited 
to  the  time  and  place,  glanced  at  the  &tal  bal- 
cony, from  which  Andrea  had  been  dropped 
into  the  garden  .beneath.  Durazzo  raised  not 
his  eyes;  his  outward  bearing  was  calm ;  witliin, 
within,  was  the  storm,  the  struggle,  the  ooDsam- 
ing  fire ;  yet  he  entertained  no  feeUng  of  dread 
or  apprehension,  as  regarded  the  monarch 
near  him ;  for  he  considered  him  rather  as  his 
victim. 

The  King  of  Naples  and  Hungary  now  enter- 
ed the  ConTent  bare-headed ;  '  with  real  or 
feigned  sorrow  depicted  on  his  countenance,  he 
paced  the  ancient  hall  of  the  old  Norman  pikt 
and,  ever  and  anon,  sighed  the  name  of  his 
unhappy  brother  Andrea.  He  ascended  the 
wide  stone  stairs  which  led  to  the  upper  portion 
of  the  building,  and  at  his  command,  all  followed. 
They  passed  through  several  apartments,  walked 
by  the  balcony  before  alluded  to,  and  at  length 
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readied  the  iktal  gallery  in  which  Prince  Andrea 
had  been  strangled. 

On  the  left  side,  behind  the  memorable  pillars, 
a  door  opened  into  a  spacious  room ;  the  monarch 
entered,  and,  in  deep  silence,  formed  the  knights 
and  nobles  into  a  large  circle.  Advancing  into 
this  circle,  he  drew  his  sword ;  his  late  medi* 
tative  demeanour  suddenly  passed  away,  and 
his  countenance  assumed  a  dark  and  menacing 
expression :  lifting  his  unsheathed  weapon,  he 
cried  with  a  loud  voice : 

*'  Subjects  I  vassals !  know  all  in  our  pre- 
sence, wherefore  we  have  visited  this  Convent 
at  Aversai^-our  object,  God  willing,  is  to 
punish  a  foul  traitor  who  stands  even  among  ye!" 

The  courtiers,  in  utter  surprise,  looked  from 
one  to  the  other,  and  a  shudder  ran  through 
many  of  the  listeners. 

"  This  traitor,  we  have  full  evidence,  and 
dear  proof  to  show,  leagued  with  that  adulterous 
woman,  commonly  styled  Queen  c^  Naples,  and 
with  her  paramour,  the  lord  Louis  of  Taranto, 
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to  slay  and  destroy  my  dear  broUier  Andves:  it 
is  fitting,  therelbre,  and  a  whcdesome  vetribatioo, 
that  m  this  spot  where  the  Tictim  fell,  the  sms- 
sin  shoaM  likewise  perish/' 

*'  The  will  of  God  be  done  r  sdemnly  ei* 
claimed  a  priest  of  the  Convent,  who  stood  with 
a  cross  in  his  hand  near  the  king. 

"  Moreover^  this  wreCdied  man,"  continued 
the  monarch,  "  has  since  intended,  so  we  can 
prove  by  midoubted  testimony,  to  fixxk  the 
crown  from  our  head ;  and  by  raising  a  rebelliou 
in  our  now  peaceful  and  loyal  kingdom,  to  esta- 
blish himself  upon  the  throne  of  Naples.  There- 
fore, subjects !  vassals !  we  call  upon  yoo,  we 
command  you,  that  when,  with  our  sword,  we 
touch  the  shoulder  of  him  the  disguised  regicide 
and  traitor  now  present,  ye  instantly  sein,  and 
drag  him  into  the  centre  of  the  circle,  and  puiush 
him  with  the  death  which  he  so  richly  merits." 

There  was  a  dreadful  pause.  The  wand  of 
fate  was  to  fall  upon  one — ^who  it  might  be,  few 
indeed   coidd   oonjecture.      No  tod  stirred; 
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scarcely  a  breath  was  drawn ;  and  all  eyes  were 
fixed  upon  the  Sang,  the  dispenser  of  life  or 
death! 

The  monarch  advanced;  he  proceeded  from 
one  to  the  other — ^his  glance  encountered  that  of 
Artus,  but  he  touched  not  him :  he  raised  the 
fiital  sword,  and  it  rested  upon  the  shoulder 
of— Durazzo!  * 
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nofs  9^110 
PulMtpede, 
Paapemm  tebeniAs* 
Regvmque  tunes." 

"  What  means  this?"  exclaimed  Durazzo. 
starting  back  from  the  king :  "  your  higlmess 
labours  under  some  horrible  mistake.*  He  dre«^ 
his  sword,  and  struck  the  first  oflSoer  who  ap- 
proached him  to  the  ground ;  but  in  a  minute  be 
was  overpowered ;  his  hands  were  forced  behind 
his  back,  and  he  was  dragged  forwards  into  the 
centre  of  the  circle. 

The  Eling  of  Hungary,  notwithstanding  that 
the  document  which  the  perfidious  Artus  bad 
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placed  into  his  hands,  was  of  a  somewhat  ambi- 
guous nature,  fully  believed  Durazzo  guilty  of 
the  murder  of  his  brother.  The  accusation, 
indeed,  afforded  him  the  best  possible  plea 
for  sweeping  from  his  path  a  man  whose  power 
and  intrigues  he  dreaded ;  at  the  same  time,  the 
ends  of  justice  were  answered,  although  the 
guilty  was  to  suffer  punishment  by  the  hand  of 
a  villain. 

"  I  a  regicide  1  what  are  the  proofs  against 
me  ?"  cried  the  infuriated  Duke. 

**  We  have  proofs  in  our  possession  sufficient 
for  thy  condemnation;"  exclaimed  the  King. 
''  Nobles,  and  knights !  behold  this  document !" 

The  letter  addressed  by  Durazzo  to  his  late 
friend  Count  Minervino,  was  passed  from  one 
to  the  other ;  and  though  its  contents  might  not 
have  carried  a  conviction  of  Durazzo's  guilt  to 
an  unprejudiced  mind,  they  were  considered  by 
those  who  feared  to  think  differently  from  the 
tyrant,  sufficiently  explicit  to  criminate  the 
writer,  whose  well-known  signature  the  paper 
bore. 
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Dnrazso  was  startled ;  be  was  utterly  at  aloes 
to  imagine  how  the  Hungarian  had  posseflsed 
himself  of  the  only  letter  which  he  remembered 
to  have  addressed  Minenrino  on  the  subject  of 
Andrea*s  assassination. 

''  My  lord,  the  king !"  he  cried,  struggling 
Tiolently  with  those  who  held  him ;  "  this  treat- 
ment of  a  member  of  the  house  of  Anjou,  is 
not  to  be  supported.  Unhand  me,  varlets! 
slaves  I— ->that  documoit,  as  a  witness  against 
me,  is  utterly  invalid,  and  will  prove  nothiDg--I 
claim  the  right  of  a  trial !" 

"  Ha !  ha !  and  a  trial  thou  shalt  have  before 
thy  king,  and  these  honourable  signiors :  howbeit, 
it  shall  be  a  summary  one.  Sir  Duke,  thou  dost 
stand  charged — ^first,  with  having  abetted  and 
assisted  the  deceased  Minervino,  and  the  woman 
Joanna,  in  the  foul  murder  of  my  late  lamented 
brother —nobles!  how  say  ye?  is  the  Duke  guilty 
or  innocent  1" 

The  creatures  of  the  despot  unhesitatinglr 
answered — "  Guilty  !* 
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"  False  King!  law-contemning  usurper!" 
exdatmed  Dttrazzo,  unable  to  restrain  his  bursting 
indignation ;  ''  am  I  then  doomed  to  perish  thus  ? 
without  even  the  privilege  of  challenging  my 
calumniator?  to  die  like  a  dog! — ^have  I  no  friend 
in  all  this  company  V*  and  he  looked  around  on 
the  spectators,  but  no  one  moved^  no  one  spoke 
in  his  behalf:  his  eye  rested  on  Artus,  and  that 
caitiff  turned  away  his  head,  looking,  as  if  lor 
directions,  towards  the  royal  Hungarian;  yet 
Durazzo  harboured  no  thought  of  betraying  his 
friend  and  colleague ;  he  would  die,  but,  guilty 
as  he  was,  he  could  not  stoop  to  the  meanness, 
the  littleness  of  soul,  which  the  betrayal  of  an 
socoroplice  must  ever  indicate. 

**  Duke !  our  next  charge  touches  thy  loyalty 
to  ourselves.  We  had  purposed  making  thee 
Viceroy  of  Naples,  when  lo!  even  before  we 
quit  the  kingdom,  we  have  discovered  through 
the  means  of  a  fiuthfiil  servant,  that  thou  hast 
Hatched  a  plot  to  raise  a  rebellion,  overturn  our 
government,  and  seize  the  crown  and  sceptre  V* 
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*'  Who  is  my  accuser  ?"  exclaimed  the  asto- 
nished Durazzo:  "  by  Heaven!  confront  me  with 
him,  that  I  may  pluck  out  his  Ijring  tongue,  and 
his  craven  heart !" 

"  I  am  thy  accuser !"  cried  a  man  among  the 
crowd;  and  Artus  pressing  forwards,  stood 
within  the  circle.  "  Duke  of  Durazzo !  thoa 
traitor  to  thy  king  and  country!  I  am  thy 
accuser !" 

For  a  moment  Durazzo  was  unmanned ;  for  a 
moment  the  blood  rushed  back  upon  his  heart; 
his  limbs  shook,  and  his  face  was  white  as  ashes. 
The  unexpected  perfidy,  the  unparalleled  blse- 
hood  of  him  in  whom  he  had  reposed  his  trust, 
came  upon  him  with  a  shock  that  might  well 
overwhelm  him  with  astonishment,  and  crush  his 
spirit. — *Tuquoque  Brute  r  cried  the  Conqueror 
of  Gaul,  when  he  recognised  his  friend  among 
his  assassins  ;  and  feelings  somewhat  analogous 
to  those  which  the  Roman  experienced,  now 
burned  in  the  bosom,  and,  for  a  brief  time,  pros- 
trated the  energies  of  the  unhappy   Durazzo. 
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Yet  he  raised  his  head  at  length ;  no  expressions 
of  wrath  fell  from  his  lips^  but  he  cast  on  Artus 
a  look  of  deep  unutterable  reproach ;  of  sadness 
which  had  no  words — a  look  which  impressed 
itself  upon  the  coward's  brain,  as  if  each  beam  of 
that  eye  were  a  searing  brand  of  fire — a  look  he 
remembered  to  his  dying  day ! 

The  king,  observing  the  trepidation  which 
Artus  was  gradually  betraying,  and  only  anxious 
to  rid  himself  of  his  dangerous  rival  with  some 
shew  of  justice  on  his  part,  conceived  it  politic, 
after  a  few  additional  statements  had  been  made, 
to  inflict  upon  his  enemy  the  punishment  he 
designed  him.  Accordingly,  a  sign  being  given  to 
some  of  his  officers,  the  unarmed  Duke  received 
bis  death-blow,  and  fell,  mortally  wounded,  in 
the  centre  of  the  circle. 

Durazzo  finding  that  all  was  over,  and  that 
whatever  he  might  urge,  would  avail  him  nothing 
now;  that  his  dreams  of  glory,  and  his  visions 
of  empire,  had  vanished,  like  foam  on  the  wave, 
far  ever,  collected  his  energies  to  wrestle  with 
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the  last  tyrant  of  httmanity,  and  to  die  aa  he  bad 
liyed,  unoonfesaing  fear.  His  wound  did  not 
immediately  proye  fiettal,  and  the  heartless  king, 
with  a  view  to  ghiat  on  his  sufEsringSt  otdoed 
that  no  second  blow  should  be  dealt  him. 

He  leant  on  the  floor,  supporting  himadf  on 
his  elbow ;  he  did  not  rave  beneath  the  pain  of 
his  wound,  but  exhibited  a  stern  collectedness, 
a  ferocious  hardihood.  His  eye  was  fixed  on 
the  boards  crimsoned  with  his  own  blood;  bis 
teeth  were  set ;  he  seemed  wrapped  in  thought; 
then  lifting  his  clenched  hand,  he  shook  it  in  a 
menacing  manner  at  the  king. 

"  Tyrant !  usurper !  and  coward !  thus  to  have 
condemned  me  without  a  hearing ;  thus  to  have 
murdered  me ! — Oh,  for  power  to  spring  at  thee ! 
could  I  kill  thee  with  curses,  thou  shouldst  share 
my  fate.  Now  that  I  am  departing  to  the  land 
of  silence  whence  there  is  no  return,  I  will  confess 
that  I  did  mean  to  make  thee  my  tool ;  that  I 
ever  detested  thee  with  a  loathing,  a  soul- 
engrossing  hatred ;  that  I  did  intend  trampling 
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00  thee,  reptile  as  thou  art !— *but  fate  is  against 
me,  and  thou  wilt  sunriye  thy^foe.  Receive 
then  his  dying  curse — '  whether  thoa  dost  sleep 
or  wake,  may  my  shade  haunt  and  blast  thee ! 
may  thy  crown  be  of  thorns,  aye,  girt  by  snakes 
of  fire  piercing  thy  brain  with  the  pangs  of  a 
tortured  memory!  and  when  thy  death-hour 
comes,  may  thy  yet  living  eyies  behold  the  fiends 
hovering  about  thy  pillow,  waiting  in  horrible 
glee,  to  drag  thy  soul  down— -down  to  the 
bottomless  abyss." 

The  King,  who  had  heard  his  enemy  out  with 
extreme  impatience,  laughed  savagely : 

"  Miserable  and  unhappy  traitor !  we  despise 
bim  too  entirely  to  notice  his  insane  and  power«» 
less  maledictions.  Let  the  priest  of  the  Convent 
Attend,  and  shrive  the  blasphemer."  Saying 
which,  he  turned  on  his  heel,  and  walked  away, 
followed  by  some  of  his  courtiers. 

A  momentary  fiuntness  oppressed  Durazzo, 
hot  shortly  rallying,  he  gazed  upon  the  group 
which  still  surrounded  him ;    there  was  a  sof- 
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tened,  an  almost  imploring  expressioii  in  bis  ejes: 
yet  he  uttered  no  word ;  his  cogitations,  what- 
ever their  nature,  seemed  wandering  from  him- 
self, bis  fate,  and  the  scene  around;  and  in  that 
deep  trance,  the  priest  who  held  the  cross  before 
him*  beseeching  him  to  confess  his  sins,  was 
totally  unregarded.  Yes,  his  thoughts  were 
now  with  his  young,  his  loved,  his  gentle  wife— 
the  only  being  who  over  his  harsh  and  gloomy 
nature,  had  the  power  to  throw  the  spell  of 
softness.  He  roused  on  her  unprotected  situa- 
tion, and  what  her  anguish  would  be  when  sh^ 
learned  the  &te  of  her  wretched  husband:  and 
there  he  leant  on  his  arm ;  his  breast  heaved 
with  stifled  emotion ;  his  head  gradually  drooped 
lower  and  lower ;  and  as  he  half  shaded  his  face 
with  his  mantle,  tears,  burning  tears,  were  per- 
ceived stealing  down  his  cheek. 

"  Men  !  he  exclaimed,  addressing  the  by. 
standers,  who  regarded  him  with  feelings  of 
curiosity  rather  than  of  pity;  "  is  there  one 
among  you  all  who  will  convey  a  token  from  s 
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dying  husband  to  his  wife  1  it  is  the  only  fayour 
he  begs  of  mortal  man." 

He  took  a  small  painting  from  his  bosom— 
the  miniature  of  Maria,  and  feebly  held  it  towards 
the  crowd  of  Hungarian  and  Italian  nobles ;  but 
either  from  a  fear  of  offending  the  king,  or  infliu* 
enoed  by  sentiments  of  personal  animosity,  no 
one  would  receive  into  his  care  the  pledge  of 
affection. 

Durazzo,  seeing  his  appeal  in  vain,  with  a 
look  of  inexpressible  bitterness,  replaced  the 
painting  in  his  vest,  and  appeared  to  resign  him- 
self to  his  £ite.  For  a  short  time  he  remained 
motionless,  his  fiiune  gradually  yielding  to  the 
fidntness  which  heralds  death,  when  a  shriek  was 
heard  at  the  extremity  of  the  gallery;  it  was  a 
cry  not  of  alarm,  but  of  intense  concentrated 
agonv.  The  voice,  as  if  recognized,  and  under- 
stood by  the  dying  man,  seemed  to  pierce  his 
brain;  his  features,  growing  blank  and  dull, 
were  suddenly  excited,  and  light  flashed  back 
to  his  fading  eye.    In  another  minute,  a  woman 
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appeared  at  the  entrance  of  the  apartmeat,  and 
bursting  away  from  the  females  who  endeaTOored 
to  restrain  her,  she  passed  through  the  gimip  of 
nobles,  and  with  veil  thrown  back,  tresKS  un- 
bomid,  and  eyes  strained  in  search  of  some 
object,  stood  within  the  £ital  drde. 

Durazzo  beheld  her;  he  strove,  bat  was  on- 
able  to  rise — "  My  wife !  my  wife !"  he  cried 
convidsively ;  and  the  fidthfal,  the  agonized 
Maria  sank  into  his  death-stricken  arms. 
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THE  WIFB  6  PARTING. 

whose  lore  and  life  togeUier  fled, 

KftTe  left  OM  here  to  love  and  lire  in  Tain. 

ChOdeUaroid. 

To  account  for  the  sudden  appearance  of  the 
Duchess  of  Durazzo,  we  need  only  remind  the 
reader  that  the  villa  where  she  resided,  was 
situated  but  a  short  distance  firom  Aversa;  in 
addition  to  which  we  may  add,  that  one  of  the 
lay  brothers,  attached  to  the  Celestine  Conyent, 
and  who  had  formerly  been  in  her  service,  on 
bearing  of  the  &te  of  the  Duke,  had  immediately 
hurried  to  apprize  her  of  the  appalling  event 

The  fond  wife  perceived  that  there  was  no 
hope;  her  betrayed  husband  was  doomed,  by  the 
command  of  an  inhuman  tyrant,  slowly  to  bleed 
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to  death.  None  oould  save  him,  and  none  even 
dared  to  express  sympathy  with  his  sufferings ; 
and  there  she  sat  on  the  floor — the  floor  purpled 
with  his  gushing  blood — supporting  his  languid 
head.  The  rude  eyes  of  callous-hearted  men 
were  on  her;  but  nothing  now  to  her  was  dignity, 
and  the  woman's  timorous  feelings  had  departed. 
The  group,  the  scene,  the  Hungarian  tyrant, 
were  all  unheeded  and  unthought  of.  She  only 
saw  her  suffering  husband,  who,  although  be 
might  be  hated  by  others,  was  the  dearest  object 
earth  contained  for  her ;  she  only  heard  his  mur- 
mured voice,  and  looked  into  those  deep  eyes 
no  longer  burning  with  indignation,  or  flashing 
defiance,  but  turned  imploringly  upon  her,  and 
beaming  with  an  expression  of  unatterable  fond- 
ness. 

"  Maria,*  said  Durazzo,  taking  her  hand  in 
his,  "  the  dream  is  over — the  die  has  been  cast 
against  me;  the  crown  for  which  I  struggled 
will  never  grace  thy  brow;  I  leave  thee  for  the 
dark  and  narrow  bed  of  sleep — ^tbe  repose  which 
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knows  no  breaking.  Yet,  ere  I  depart,  say, 
say  thou  dost  forgive  me  for  the  countless  woes, 
t&e  tears,  which  I  have  occasioned  thee !" 

A  convulsive  sob  from  Maria — a  wild  clasping 
of  his  neck,  was  the  only  answer  she  could 
return. 

"  Think  of  thy  God,  and  repent  of  thy 
crimes  !*'  exclaimed  the  Priest,  as  he  held  the 
cross  before  the  expiring  man;  but  Durazzo 
waved  bis  hand  impatiently. 

"  Father,  I  do  not  blame  thee  for  thy  zeal, 
but  disturb  me  not  now,  I  beseech  thee;  my 
last  moments  must  be  given  to  one  whom  I 
regard  even  beyond  the  salvation  of  my  soul. 
Listen,  holy  iather!  hear  my  dying  assevera- 
tion, and  repeat  it  to  my  murderer,  and  thy 
tyrant  king !  This  woman  is  innocent  of  the 
•crime,  if  crime  it  be,  which  I  have  acknow- 
ledged, and  which  I  glory  in  still — the  crime 
of  aspiring  to  the  throne  of  Naples.  On 
her  bended  knees,  countless  times,  has  she 
entreated  me  to  turn  back  in  my  career :  let  no 
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injury,  therefore,  be  done  unto  her.  Oh!  inter- 
cede in  her  behalf  with  the  monarch,  and  I  will 
bless  thee — even  I,  the  condemned,  the  moideied, 
will  bless  thee !» 

''  My  son,  I  will  strictly  attend  to  thy  request ; 
and,  of  a  surety,  thy  crimes  will  not  be  Tisited 
on  the  head  of  an  innocent  lady,  if  such  the 
Duchess  be.  But  oh,  listen  to  my  prayer! 
confess  thyself  penitent,  and  make  thy  peace 
with  Heaven !" 

Durazzo's  strength  was  fast  departing;  lus 
head  drooped,  and  at  length  sank  upon  the  bosom 
of  his  wife ;  yet  still  his  hand  strained  hers,  and 
still  his  glazed  eye  was  fixed  on  the  pale  agonized 
countenance  which  hung  over  him. 

*'  Durazzo — my  dear  husband  I  dost  thou 
suffer  greatly  now  1"  faltered  Maria ;  *'  what  will 
become  of  me  when  thou  art  gone  ?  yet  can  I  ask 
the  question?  as  if  I  could  survive,  or  live 
without  thee  in  a  world  which  to  me  now  will  be 
a  blank,  a  desolation.* 

"  Nay,  dear  one — live  for — for—'* 
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"  Your  child-^your  son !" 

A  spasm  of  feeling  choked  Durazzo's  utter- 
ance; but  after  a  few  moments,  he  spoke 
with  difficulty — *'  Yes,  my  sinless  boy !  God 
giant  him  a  destiny  less  miserable  than  his 
&ther*s! — ^bless  him  for  me;  and  teach  him, 
teach  him,  not  to  curse  his  father's  name !" 

Some  of  the  spectators  now,  as  they  witnessed 
that  scene  of  deep  conjugal  affection,  appeared 
moved;  and  the  younger,  not  yet  altogether 
seared  and  indurated  in  heart,  shaded  their  faces 
with  their  hands. 

«  Durazzo !"  and  Maria  whispered  nearer  and 
more  earnestly ;  "  tell  me,  dost  thou  at  last 
believe  in  the  God  who  made  thee  1 — give  me 
some  sign,  for  then  we  may  hope  to  meet  again — 
we  may  yet  be  happy  for  ever  !'* 

With  a  last  effort,  Durazzo  reared  his  form ; 
he  stretched  his  arm  towards  Heaven ;  light  for 
a  moment  broke  from  his  eye,  and  he  murmured, 
"  I  believe  !*  but  whether  the  hope  of  immor- 
tality flashed  on  his  hitherto  darkened  soul,  and 
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repentance  came  at  the  eleventh  hour,  it  is  nut 
ours  to  judge  or  decide ;  the  light  fiided  away- 
the  arm  dropped,  and  his  head  sank  on  its 
former  resting  place — ^his  wife's  bosom :  once  he 
sighed  her  name ;  once  more  he  feebly  embraced 
her ;  and  then  that  spirit  which  ferocity,  cruelty, 
and  timbition,  had  marked  for  their  own,  har- 
bouring no  virtue  saving  the  soUtary  one  of 
aflection  for  his  wife  and  child— the  crime- 
burdened  spirit  passed  away. 
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THE  AUDIENCE. 


'*  Am  you  aeqnamted  with  the  difference 
That  holds  this  pietent  quettion  in  the  oourt  *" 

Merchant  of  Venict. 

The  fate  of  Durazzo,  a  man  who  had  held  so 
distinguiJBhed  a  position  among  the  magnates  of 
the  land,  and  who  had  rendered  himself  so 
conspicuous  in  the  troublous  events  of  the  times, 
was  soon  generally  known.  A  few  individuals 
pitied  him,  but  more  felt  persuaded  that  he 
merited  his  doom. 

Queen  Joanna  was  deeply  affected,  when  the 
intelligence  of  the  death  of  her  royal  kinsman 
reached  her  at  Avignon ;  but  her  chief  anxiety 
and  sorrow  regarded  her  sbter :  she  instantly 
dispatched  to  Maria  letters  of  condolence,  begging 
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her  at  once  to  repair  to  Provence,  and  pass  ber 
future  days  near  heraelf  and  husband.  But 
Maria,  although  ahe  was  not  ungrateful  for  tbe 
kindness  manifested  by  the  Queen,  felt  herself 
bound  to  the  spot  where  her  husband*s  ashes 
reposed;  she  there  daily  visited  his  grave; 
she  would  sit  with  her  little  one,  and  deriye  a 
melancholy  pleasure  from  wreathing  flowers 
around  his  urn.  She  wanted  no  other  cumpamon 
than  the  memory  of  the  man  she  had  too  en- 
grossingly,  perhaps  sinfully  loved.  And  thus 
she  spent  her  time,  living  on  reccdlections  of  the 
past,  and  looking  forwards  to  an  union  with  him 
whom,  she  hoped,  in  spite  of  all  his  misdeeds, 
Heaven  at  the  hour  of  death  had  forgiven. 
»  »  »  ♦       .     * 

The  course  of  events  leads  us  back  to  AvignoD, 
for  various  as  uncertain  are  the  destinies  which 
await  there  our  principal  characters. 

Pope  Clement,  on  whom  it  will  be  necessary, 

« 

in  this  place,  to  make  a  few  observations,  is 
described  as  one  of  the  most  refined  and  libera) 


THB  AUDIBNCE.  103 

men  of  his  age.  Unlike  bis  predecessors, 
Benedict  and  John,  who  had  been  elevated,  from 
the  meanest  walks  of  life,  to  the  chair  of  St. 
Peter,  he  was  descended  from  a  noble  family. 
His  fiuher  was  Guillaume  Roger,  lord  of  Rosiere ; 
he  himself  had  been  created  early  in  life,  Prior 
of  Saint  Baudille,  and  distinguishing  himself  no 
less  by  his  literary  acquirements,  than  by  his 
deep  research  in  theological  matters,  he  had 
been  subsequently  admitted  into  the  sacred 
college  of  Cardinals. 

Clement  had  been  raised  to  the  Papal  throne 
about  six  years,  when  the  Prince  and  Queen  of 
Naples  solicited  his  mediation  in  their  affairs, 
and  called  upon  him  and  his  Cardinals  to  pro- 
claim to  the  world  their  guilt  or  innocence.  They 
were  not  absolutely  compelled  to  have  recourse 
to  this  trial  by  the  King  of  Hungary,  or  any 
other  lord  spiritual  or  temporal;  it  was  self- 
sought  ;  and  hoping,  with  the  confidence  that 
innocence  inspires,  an  acquittal,  they  wished 
thus  publicly  to  remove  for  ever  opprobrium 
from  their  names. 
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Clement,  impartial  and  equitable  in  his 
proceedings,  notwithstanding  he  had  excommu- 
nicated the  Hungarian  Monarch,  was  willing  to 
hear  all  which  he  had  to  urge  against  the  loyal 
parties;  nor  should  he,  if  finding  Louis  and 
Joanna  guilty  of  the  alleged  crime,  spare  them 
on  account  of  their  rank ;  but,  as  Lord  Pan- 
mount  of  the  Christian  world,  deliver  them 
ov  er  to  the  rigour  of  the  law,  even  if  it  amounted 

death. 

Yet  it  is  not  to  be  supposed  that  Clement, 
gallant  and  generous,  could  refrain  from  regarding 
the  accused  with  a  favourable  eye.  They  were 
permitted,  prior  to  the  meeting  of  the  Cardinals, 
the  utmost  personal  liberty.  Indeed,  itwouU 
have  ill  accorded  with  the  chivalric  feelings  of 
the  time,  under  such  peculiar  circumstances, 
to  have  thrown  a  Prince  and  Queen  into 
confinement  . 

Robert  as  plenipotentiary  of  the  Hungarian 
Sovereign,  and  Louis  and  Joanna,  were  honoured 
with  an  interview  with  Clement  in  the  papal 
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palace.  They  kissed  the  golden  cross  on  his 
embroidered  shoe,  saving  that  the  Queen,  in 
consideration  of  her  sex  and  illustrious  descent, 
was  pennitted  to  press  her  lips  on  his  jewelled 
hand* 

The  successor  of  St.  Peter  conducted  himself 
graciously  unto  each  party.  He^  lamented  the 
obduracy  of  the  royal  Hungarian  in  resisting  his 
holy  mandates,  but  offered  him  freely,  and  with- 
out any  humiliating  condition,  if  he  would  repent, 
pardon  and  absolution. 

"  And  thou,  my  lord  Bishop  of  Waradin !'  be 
cried,  "  although  we  have  heard  much  of  thy 
declamations,  both  in  public  and  in  private,  ^ 
against  ourj^postolic  authority,  asserting,  God 
wot,  that  we  are  voluptuous,  and  in  other  and 
divers  respects,  unworthy  to  hold  the  keys  be^ 
queathed  us  by  St.  Peter,  we  forgive  thee. 
We  deem  tl^ee  but  the  creature  of  thy  bad 
master  of  Hungary,  whom  God  in  his  mercy  save 
from  the  furnace  of  perdition !— For  you,  our  chil- 
dren and  vassals,"  he  continued,  addressing  Joanna 

f3 
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and  Louis;  *  we  admire  the  Christian  maimer 
in  which  ye  propose   to  laj  year  important 
question  before  our  tribunal ;  the  innocent,  not 
the  guilty,    court    inquiry."      The    Pontiffs 
frown   checked   Robert,    who    was   about  to 
speak.— i^'  Nay,  we  will  not  enter  now  into  any 
discussion,  but  forthwith   appoint  the  day  on 
which  the  sacred  college  diall  be  convened  in 
this  our  palace :  then  shall  each  ade  bare  an 
impartial    hearing,    and  justice    exercise  ber 
prerogative.    Hear!    Prince  and  Queen,  and 
Bishop  of  Waradinf    our  Consistory  diaU  be 
holden,  God  willing,  on  the  tenth  morning  fiom 
the  date  hereof.'* 

Clement  then  congratulated  the  royal  pair  on 
the  re-appearance  of  the  brave  Englishman, 
their  preserver ;  for  Courtenay  had  discovered 
himself,  and  his  resuscitation,  as  it  were,  from 
the  dead,  was  the  talk  of  Avignon.  The  English 
soldier,  however,  was  not  among  the  company 
present,  which  included  the  High  Constable, 
Araalia,  and  several  of  the  Neapolitan  nobility ; 
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indeed,  it  was  remarked  that  Courtenay  ever 
seemed  desirous  of  avoiding  the  presence  of 
Clement. 

The  infallible  father  of  Christendom,  extending 
his  hands,  blessed  the  assembly,  an^  then,  with 
a  benignant  smile,  he  retired  to  the  private 
apartments  of  his  palace. 
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» 

PASSION     AND     MALICE. 

I  hold  tlie  woild  Imt  as  the  worid,  Gfataano ; 
A  fltaf^  wh«e  vwwj  man  miut  ^j  hit  put. 

In  reoording  the  misdeeds  of  Robert  of  Hun- 
gary»  and  dwelling  on  his  diabolical  hypocrisy, 
we  may  be  thought  to  have  produced  a  character 
too  black,  and  too  malignant,  ever  to  have  firand 
a  representative  in  real  and  actual  life ;  but  the 
historians  of  the  time  fully  authorize,  by  their 
descriptions,  the  portrait  which  we  have  at- 
tempted to  draw.  Indeed,  the  colours  of  our 
picture,  instead  of  being  overwrought  and  gla- 
ring, may  be,  if  Giannone  and  Petrarch  are  to 
be  accredited,  too  faint  and  subdued.  The  Poet 
of  Vaucluse,  especially,  in  some  of  his  letters 
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addressed  to  the  Cardinal  Colonna,  has  repre  - 
sented  him  the  basest  hypocrite  that  ever  assu* 
ned  frock  and  hood  to  cover  enormities,  the 
**  pest  of  Italy,*  and  a  disgrace  to  human  nature. 
Yet  far  be  it  from  us  to  imagine  or  insinuate, 
that  many  such  miserable  men  as  Robert  do 
exist,  or  have  existed  in  the  Romish  church, 
which  has  numbered  among  her  members  the 
most  nncere,  self-sacrificing  Christians,  and 
some  of  the  brightest  ornaments  of  the  world. 

We  have  now  to  relate  Robert's  last  and, 
perhaps,  most  atrocious  act,  and  which,  in  its 
consequences,  will  have  an  important  effect  on 
the  fates  of  several  personages   in  our  story. 

The  Bishop,  after  the  interview  just  described 
with  the  Pontiff,  returned  to  his  own  residence. 
He  experienced  no  chagrin  at  the  manner  in 
which  Clement  had  received  him,  but  was  rather 
elated  than  otherwise,  for  he  imagined  there  was 
a  tincture  of  fear  in  the  Pope's  denpeanour 
towards  him.  He  had  scarcely  reached 
his    chamber,    when   he    summoned    to    his 
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presence  his  ever  trusty  dependant,  Forester ; 
Robert  felt  a  certain  pleasure  in  communicatiog 
his  successes,  and  nefarious  projects,  to  thissin* 
gular  person ;  he  knew  the  Englishman  shrewd, 
and  reposed  the  utmost  confidence  in  his 
fidelity. 

Forester  stood  before  the  Bishop  in  his  accus- 
tomed attitude  of  obeisance ;  the  latter  seemed 
in  deep  meditation^  and  some  minutes  eli^d 
before  he  spoke. 

"Thou  seest  I  am  returned,  sirrah T  at 
length  he  said ;  "  haste  !  disrobe  me !" 

Forester  commenced  his  task  with  mute  ala- 
crity ;  he  took  off  the  Bishop's  glitterbg  mitre, 
and  flowing  simar,  and  arrayed  him  in  a  black 
stole,  the  hood  of  which  partially  concealed  his 
shaven  crown. 

Robert  rose  from  his  seat,  and  paced  the  room 
in  unusual  excitement ;  his  air  indicated  impa- 
tience ;  his  brow  was  furrowed  by  thought,  and 
he  seemed  revolving  some  important  question  in 
his  mind.  The  servitor  xegarded  his  master  with 
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feelings  of  anxiety,  not  unallied  to  fear ;  he  in- 
quired whether  he  were  indisposed,  but  to  his 
interrogatory  Robert  returned  no  answer. 

And  what  was  the  subject  of  that  unprincipled 
and  malicious  man's  meditations?  Louis  and 
Joanna  he  persecuted  with  a  fiendish  assiduity  ; 
and  as  if  the  calamities  which  had  already  be- 
fallen them,  coupled  with  their  present  perilous 
and  anxious  situation,  were  not  sufficient,  he  re- 
solved to  throw  more  gall  into  their  cup  of  bit- 
terness.   But  independently  of  inflicting  pain 
on  his  enemies,  the  act  he  meditated  would 
afford  him  the  means  of  gratifying  a  strong  and 
unhallowed  passion,  which  had  long  burned  in 
his  heart.    In  the  halls  of  Castel-Nuovo  he  had 
frequently  seen  Louis's  sister ;  the  recent  meet- 
ing under  the  roof  of  the  Pontiff's  palace,  when 
Amalia  appeared  more  beautiful  than  his  dreams 
had  ever  pictured  seraph  or  saints  had  fanned 
the  smouldering  embers  to  a  flame ;  and  he  was 
now  mad  with  a  passion,  such  as  a  Satyr  might 
have    conceived    for    the    Paphian    Goddess, 
or  a  fiend  for  an  angel  of  light. 


112  PASSION  AND  MAUCE. 

*'  Sirrah!"  said  Robert,  turning  abniptlyi 
''  canst  thou  inform  me  whether  the  English 
rascal,  Walter  Courtenaj,  who,  after  all,  it 
appears,  is  not  drowned,  dare  still  pay  his  deyoir 
to  the  sister  of  Prince  Louis !" 

Forester  was  startled  by  the  question,  but 
checking  his  surprise,  he  answered  calmly: 

"  Report  says  so,  my  lord  Bishop ;  the  Eng- 
lishman hath  not  desisted  from  lus  folly  yet" 

"  Can  I  trust  this  fellow  !*'  muttered  the 
churchman  between  his  teeth,  continuing  his 
rapid  movement  through  the  room ;  and  Robert 
again  stopped,  fixing  his  piercing  eyes  full  on  his 
shrinking  servitor. 

"  He  too  shall  suffer ;"  he  continued  to  speak 
in  an  incoherent  manner  to  himself:  ''  I  regard 
fum  now  as  my  enemy.  By  Heaven,  I  will 
hesitate  no  longer !  I  have  triumphed  as  yet  in 
every  undertakbg,  and  I  shall  triumph  now!— 
she  may  love  him ;  she  may  shrink  from  me  as 
from  a  basilisk,  yet  shall  she  be  mine.  Con- 
sequences ?  pshaw !   secrecy  and  mystery  shall 


PASSION  AND  MALICE.  113 

envelope  the  deed ;  and  come  what  mayi  sup- 
ported by  the  powerful  King  of  Hungary,  I  will 
defy  Joanna  and  her  brace  of  paramours — Louis 
and  the  Pope,  ha !  ha !  ha  !** — and  Robert  sank 
into  a  chair,  and  laughed  as  the  Prince  of  dark- 
ness may  laugh,  among  his  compeers  in  pande- 
paonium. 

Light  broke  now  upon  the  understanding  of 
the  wondering  Forester.  He  read  the  meaning 
of  the  fierce  emotions  which  agitated  his  mise- 
rable master :  Robert  was  not  past  the  age  when 
men  are  susceptible  of  passion;  and  the  idea 
that  he  entertained  such  for  the  lady  whom  he 
had  named,  called  up  no  smile  on  the  servitor's 
face ;  on  the  contrary,  knowing  Robert's  despe- 
rate nature,  and  malicious  disposition,  and  reflect- 
ing on  what  might  ensue,  Forester  was  over- 
whelmed with  fear  and  dismay. 

"  I  need  not  now  bind  thee  to  secrecy,**  said 
the  Prelate,  "  for  thou  art  mine  already,  body 
and  soul." 

The  obsequious  slave  placed  his  hand  on  his 
breast,  and  bowed  a  melancholy  assent. 
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And  Robert  then  proceeded  to  make  a  fall 
disclosure  of   his  plans  to  Forester,   without 
whose  assistance  he  could  not  have  carried  his 
measures  into  effect. — "  And  now/'   he  whis- 
pered in  conclusion,  ''  it  is  some  ten  days  ere 
we  shall  assemble  to  pass  sentence  upon  Louis 
and  Joanna ;    meanwhile  those  two  Hungarians, 
who  will  serve  me  as  they  value  their  lives,  in- 
asmuch as  they  know  a  word  of  mine  would  hang 
them  for  certain  crimes  they  have  committed— 
those  two  Hungarians  will  watch  the  movements 
of  the  lady.     On  the  first  opportunity  they  must 
seize  her,  and  bear  her  to  the  solitary  cottage 
respecting  which  I  have  been  just  speaking ; 
and  thither,  my  worthy  servitor,  shalt  thou  re- 
pair, this  very   day,  and  make  the  necessary 
arrangements  with  its  occupier,  whose  services, 
I  know,  money  will  command.    Thou  dost  un- 
derstand me;  concealed  from  all,  she  shall  be 
lodged  there  until  our  return  to  Hungary." 

Forester  had  listened  to  his  master  in  silence, 
but  it  was  the  silence  of  horror,  not  of  acqui- 
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escence  with  bis  meditated  scheme  of  unparalleled 
villany.  Every  affair  in  which  he  had  yet  been 
engaged  for  Robert,  seemed  trivial  and  innocent 
in  comparison  with  this.  The  poor  fellow  shud- 
dered ;  he  was  unable  to  speak,  but  gazed  in- 
tently on  the  evil  man  before  him. 

"  What  dost  thou  stare  at?  is  my  speech 
obscure  1  or  dost  thou  desire  further  directions  ? 
al !  another  thought  strikes  me — by  the  mass ! 
it  is  well  that  the  Englishman  still  lives ;  yes, 
what  I  deemed  adverse  to  my  hopes,  will  be 
most  propitious ; — ^it  shall  seem  to  the  world — " 
and  Robert  stopped  suddenly,  striking  his  fore- 
head with  his  broad  palm. 

But  Forester  now  awoke  from  the  state  of 
stupefaction  into  which  he  had  been  thrown. 

"  My  lord  Bishop  of  Waradin!"  he  cried, 
'*  thou  wouldst  have  me  share  in  this  diabolical 
deed — ^pardon  me  for  calling  it  such :  yea,  I  have 
obeyed  thee,  and,  in  every  reasonable  thing,  will 
obey  thee  still ;  but  in  this  matter,  concerning 
the  illustrious  and  innocent  lady,  oh !  do  not  com- 
pel me  into  thy  service  !** 


V, 


116  PASSION  AND  MALICfi. 

Robert  was  not  prepared  for  this  language 
from  his  dependant;  his  eyes  sparkled  with 
rage ;  and  clenching  his  hand,  he  vehemeDtly 
exclaimed : 

"  Dog!  pismire !  dost  thou  presume  to  question 
my  actions?  wilt  thou  dare  even  in  wish  to 
withstand  my  commands  ?  knowest  thou  not  that 
I  am  lord  of  thy  body  and  soul  ?  by  the  holy 
Evangelists!  object  again  to  obey  thy  master, 
and  I  will  send  thee  off  immediately  to  Rome ! 
and  there,  in  the  Inquisition,  on  the  rack,  the 
rack,  shalt  thou  writhe  and  agonize !" 

Forester  entertained  a  most  deadly  tenor  of 
that  oft-threatened  Inquisition ;  he  was  aware  of 
the  Bishop's  cruelty,  and  doubted  not  his  power 
to  immure  him  within  those  walls  of  wailing  and 
woe.  At  the  thought  of  such  a  punishment, 
his  blood  ran  cold,  and  his  limbs  shook  beneath 
him. 

«  Have  mercy  on  me !  Bishop  of  Waradin ! 
think  of  all  my  past  services,  although  I  may  not 
perform  your  bidding  now :  oh  !  consign  me  not 
to  such  a  dreadful  doom !" 
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But  Robert  exhibited  no  touch  of  pity  for  the 
anguish  of  his  unhappy  servant. 

"  Then  thou  dost  still  refuse  to  assist  me  in 
carrying  out  my  designs: — nay,  never  look 
around  thee,  villain^  for  thou  art  wholly  iil  my 
power.  I  shall  now  make  out  thy  committal, 
and  send  thee  at  once  to  Rome.** 

Forester  gasped  for  breath,  clasped  his  hands, 
and  with  difficulty  cried : 

"  Holy  Bishop !  suspend  thy  proceedings !  for 
the  love  of  Heaven  I — I — » 

"  Haste  thee,  fellow,  in  thy  decision !  one  of 
two  paths  thou  must  choose.  Obey  my  com- 
mands, and  speedy  promotion,  and  yonder 
ponderous  bag  of  sequins  shall  be  thine;-, 
disobey,  and  for  the  remainder  of  thy  days, 
thou  wilt  gnash  thy  teeth  in  remediless  woe." 

We  shall  not  attempt  to  describe  further  the 
Englishman's  feelings,  or  the  melancholy  ap- 
pearance he  presented.  There  was  a  terrible 
struggle  in  his  bosom  between  principle  and  fear ; 
he  thought  of  the  blackness  of  the  part  which  he 
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was  called  upon  to  perform ;  and  then  arose  die 
love  of  liberty,  and  a  consideration  of  the  pleasant 
things  the  world  had  to  bestow,  while  his  eyes, 
as  if  by^instinct,  glanced  towards  the  chest  wUch 
contained  the  promised  gold.  Unhappy  man! 
his  situation  was  a  perplexing  one ;  but  self- 
interest,  and  self-preservation  at  I^igth  prevailed 
over  the  better  feelings  of  his  heart,  and  be 
swore  eternal  fidelity  and  obedience  to  Robert 
of  Hungary. 
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THE  SEIZURE. 

But  thou  exulting  ind  abounding  riyer, 
Making  thy  wayet  a  Ueaang  aa  they  flow, 
Through  banka  whoae  beauty  would  enduxe  for  ever, 
Could  man  but  leaye  thy  bright  creation  lo. 

CkOde  Harold. 

Im  surveying  the  expanse  of  ocean,  heaving, 
mingling  with  the  sky;  beautiful  yet  awful; 
embleming  in  its  restlessness  the  passions  of 
man,  and  in  its  immensity,  limitless  eternity ; 
the  mind  is  lost ;  a  consciousness  of  our  frailty 
and  insignificance  presses  upon  us ;  imagination 
is  borne  away,  away,  nothing  to  curb  her  course ; 
light  ideas,  gay  fancies,  vanish ;  and  in  their 
place  a  solemnity,  an  awe,  steal  upon  our  spirits. 
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and  elevate  our  thoughts  to  Him  the  Fabricator 
of  the  rolling  terror  before  us. 

How  different  a  train  of  thought  is  elicited 
by  the  contemplation  of  a  broad  lake,  or  a 
gliding  river!  it  is  like  turning  from  the  Famesian 
Hercules  to  gaze  on  the  delicate  proportions  of 
the  Medicean  Venus.  The  mind  that  was  awed 
and  entranced,  is  now  softened  and  deligbied. 
A  glassy  stream  dotted  with  green  islets,  and 
mirroring  the  sky ;  flowers  adorning  its  banks, 
and  ancient  trees  bending  down  their  verdant 
branches  to  kiss  the  sparkling  waves ;  such  a 
scene  is  favourable  to  the  gentle  flights  of  fancy, 
and  the  tender  dreams  of  love ;  while  it  laps  the 
soul  in  meditations  that  draw  her  away  from  the 
'*  work-day  world/  its  jarring  interests,  and  all 
the  harsh  realities  of  life. 

We  have  been  tempted  to  indulge  in  the 
above  remarks,  since  we  wish  to  place  the 
reader  on  the  banks  of  a  beautifrd  river— the 
wooded  and  .romantic  Rhone.  It  was  one  of 
those  delightful  mornings  of  Spring,  balmy  but 
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exiiilaratingy  peculiar  to  the  regions  of  the  South. 
The  sun,  however,  had  arisen  for  some  hours, 
and  quaffed  his  wonted  draught  of  nectar — ^the 
dews  that  had  glittered  on  a  thousand  shrubs 
and  flowers.  The  Rhone  was  rushing  on,  foaming 
and  sparkling,  and  kissing  with  diamond  waves 
his  numerous  plane-tree  islets.  Here  the  wild 
stag  was  drinking,  and  ever  and  anon  tossing  his 
antlers,  and  rolling  his  eyes,  fearful  lest  any 
early  hunter  should  be  abroad  and  espy  him; 
and  there  the  angler  had  taken  his  stand,  and, 
with  bended  form  and  eye  intent,  was  pursuing 
his  silent  pastime. 

At  some  distance  below  the  point  where  the 
Durance  pours  its  slender  tribute  into  the  Rhone, 
and  proceeding  along  the  banks  of  the  latter 
river,  might  have  been  seen  a  gay  party  of  both 
sexes.  From  the  absence  of  falcon  and  hound, 
and  no  follower  being  equipped  with  bow  or 
spear,  it  was  evident  that  they  designed  neither 
to  hawk  nor  to  hunt ;  in  truth,  their  sole  intent 
was  to  enjoy  the  salubrity  of  the  morning,  an  d 
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to  delight  their  eyes  with  the  picturesque  views 
which  that  part  of  the  country  exhibited. 

The  company  consisted  of  the  Prince  and 
Queen  oF  Naples,  their  immediate  friends,  and 
a  few  of  the  Provencal  nobility.  They  had  set 
out  early  from  Avignon,  chiefly  at  the  solicitation 
of  Petrarch  now  abiding  in  that  city,  and  who, 
judging  the  tastes  of  others  by  his  own  poetical 
feelings,  presumedthey  would  be  highly  delighted 
with  the  Rhone,  and  its  scenery. 

Having  passed  through  a  valley,  the  river 
close  on  one  hand,  and  a  high  wood  on  the  other, 
the  party  entered  upon  a  more  extended  tract  of 
country.  Cowslipped  meadows  and  green  olive- 
yards  spread  before  them ;  on  the  north  arose 
the  vine-covered  hills  of  Vaucluse ;  and  fistr  in 
the  distance,  white  with  snows,  was  seen  Mont 
Genevre,  towering  like  a  giant  amidst  his 
brethren — the  Cottian  Alps. 

Our  Italian  friends,  the  better  to  enjoy  them- 
selves, dismounted,  and,  delivering  their  steeds 
to  the  care  of  their  attendants,  strolled,  as  their 
ftocies  prompted,  in  various  directions. 
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Queen  Joanna  walked  between  Louis  and 
Petrarch,  leaning  on  the  arm  of  the  former. 
Apart  from  the  rest  of  the  company,  they  wan- 
dered along  the  banks  of  the  river,  and  indulged 
in  conversation  unchecked  by  the  frigidity,  and 
formalities  of  speech  observed  in  courts — conver- 
sation which  is  the  interchange  of  thoughts 
between  tasteful,  and  congenial  minds. 

"  And  now,  Prince  Louis,"  said  Petrarch, 
after  descanting  on  various  topics  which,  not 
being  relevant  to  the  matter  of  our  history,  we 
shall  pass  in  silence ;  "  may  I  ask  if  there  be 
any  truth  in  the  report,  that  the  Englishman  who 
has  rendered  you  such  eminent  services,  is 
enamoured,  or  rather  is  the  accepted  suitor  of 
the  Princess  Amalial" 

A  slight  frown  darkened  the  coimtenance  of 
Louis,  and  Joanna  shook  her  head ;  Courtenay 
himself  did  not  form  one  of  the  party,  for  he  had 
journeyed  northward  into  Dauphiny,  to  execute 
a  commission  for  his  royal  patrons. 

"  Signer  Petrarca,"  said  Joanna,  ^  we  indeed 
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owe  much  o  this  Englishman,  and  it  is  too  true 
that  he  has  conceived  an  unfortunate  partiality 
for  my  sister-in-law;  yet,  methinks,  he  must 
con  tent  himself  with  that  description  of  intdleetual 
love  which  thou  hast  described  to  us;  a  love 
that  enjoins  distance  from  its  object,  and  which 
has  no  hope  of  matrimony,  nor  even  desires 
it." 

''  He  is  a  most  noble,  and  honourable  man  f 
observed  Louis;  "but  even  were  my  sister 
disposed  to  receive  his  attentions,  thou  art 
aware,  Signer  Petrarca,  that  no  precedent  exists 
in  history  of  one,  not  of  royal  blood,  wedding 
a  lady  descended  in  the  male  line  from  the 
house  of  Anjou.  In  fact,  such  an  alliance 
could  never  be  formed;  therefore  we  have 
strictly  forbidden  Courtenay's  intercourse  with 
Amalia,  although  we  shall  appoint  him  to  a  high 
station,  when  God  shall  be  pleased  to  restore 
unto  us  our  kingdom  of  Naples.* 

Here  leaving  the  Prince  and  Queen,  and 
their  gifted  companion,  we  will  follow  the  fair 
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subject  of  their  conversation,  who  was  walking 
in  another  part  of  the  valley.  The  Count  of 
Aix,  a  young  exquisite  of  the  times,  was  her 
protector  and  guide.  The  Proyen9al  fop  was 
dressed  in  the  most  approved  and  recherchS 
costume  that  the  prevailing  fashion  prescribed ; 
his  doublet  was  slashed,  and  stiff  with  gold  lace : 
his  hose  was  of  the  brightest  crimson  silk ;  his 
high-heeled  shoes  were  of  a  bost  preposterous 
length;  and  his  rich  velvet  cap  was  adorned 
with  a  large  ostrich  feather. 

The  Count  of  Aix  endeavoured  by  every 
flattering  phrase  which  he  had  learnt  in  the 
caurs  cT  amour  of  Provence,  and  by  every  action 
which  he  considered  gallant  and  graceful,  to  win 
an  interest  with  Amalia ;  but  her  heart  was  sad, 
her  mind  was  occupied  with  the  thoughts  of 
another,  and  she  received  his  attentions  with  an 
air  of  absence,  and  total  indifference. 

"  Charming  Princess  !*'  he  cried^  "  I  bless  the 
day  that  brought  thee  to  Provence ;  I  did  not 
imagine  that  such  great  beauty  and  goodness 
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could  exist  out  of  my  country.  Thou  ait  like 
a  bird  visitisg  us  from  Paradise,  more  lorely 
because  unexpected.  Ah !  pardon  me — tun  not 
away !  I  only  give  utterance  to  the  truth,* 

A  shallow  rivulet  intercepted  their  path,  and 
in  which  lay  some  smooth  stones,  placed  there 
to  facilitate  the  crossing;  the  Count  of  Aix  pro- 
posed that  they  should  ascend  to  the  head  of  the 
streamlet. 

"  And  wherefore  object  to  cross  here !"  asked 
Amalia;  "  these  white  stones  form  a  pretty  and 
simple  bridge;  and  even  if  ye  slip,  the  water  is 
not  sandal  deep." 

"  Sandal  deep !  sandal  deep  V*  exclaimed  the 
Provengal  exquisite ;  "  to  damp  thy  shoe  would 
endanger  thy  life ;  by  our  Lady !  the  task  is  too 
replete  with  danger  for  either  of  us  to  attempt.* 

Without  saying  more,  Amalia  resigned  ber 
conductor's  arm,  and  passing  lightly  over  the 
stones,  in  an  instant  gained  the  opposite  side. 

"  Certes !  I  should  not  have  believed  this  I** 
cried  the  gallant:  "thou  art  a  very  Calypso 
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tripping  over  her  idand  rocks ;  but  thy  Ulysses 
wiU  foUow." 

Hereupon  proving  the  stability  of  the  stones, 
and  full  of  fear  lest  he  should  soil  his  silk  hose, 
the  descendant  of  a  race  of  heroes  succeeded  at 
length  in  crossing  the  brook.  They  walked  along 
the  margin  of  the  rivuleti  until  they  arrived  at 
a  dump  of  trees  which  stood  apart  from  the 
neighbouring  wood.  Some  pious  hand  had 
erected  there  a  cross  of  stone  to  the  Guardian 
Saint  of  Provence ;  and  the  Count  and  maiden, 
fatigued,  leant  against  its  granite  shaft. 

Amalia  gazed  towards  the  north ;  she  sighed, 
and  tears  stood  in  her  eyes.  Her  companion, 
in  his  consummate  vanity,  considered  her  emo- 
tion as  the  first  symptom  of  a  delicate  passion 
for  himself. 

"  Lovely  Amalia !  wherefore  art  thou  so  sad  ? 
yet  believe  me,  I  am  flattered,  enraptured ;  ah ! 
do  not  suppose  that  I  can  be  ungrateful,  or  that 
my  heart  is  already  another's ;  nor  needest  thou 
fear  that  thy  brother  will  oppose  the  suit  of  the 
Count  of  Aix." 
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Amalia  was  almxi;  she  heard  him  not ;  her 
thooghts  were  wandering  far  away ;  in  foncy  slie 
was  with  Courtenay  traversing  the  floweiy  vales 
of  Dauphiny ;  yet  was  she  more  firmly  oonvinoed 
than  ever  that  she  could  not  be  his.  Joanna's 
kindness  softened,  but  failed  to  remove  her 
sorrow;  and  a  recent  remonstrance  from  her 
brother  Louis  had  rendered  her  utterly  hopeless. 
The  gallant  of  Provence,  observing  that  she  took 
no  notice  of  him,  and  presuming  that  her  silence 
arose  from  delicacy  and  reserve,  drew  nearer, 
and  gently  pressed  her  hand. 

**  Lovely  being!  how  shall  I  assure  thee?  bow 
express  the  depth  of  my  affection  1  banish  every 
doubt,  every  anxiety ! — ^here  do  I  offer  thee  my 
lands,  my  heart,  my  all !" 

Amalia,  awaking  from  her  reverie,  ca^  upon 
the  young  noble  a  look  of  surprise  and  anger  ; 
while  her  brow,  for  the  first  time,  perhaps,  in  her 
life,  darkened  with  ineffable  scorn. 

"  Count  of  Aix !  I  understand  not  thy  lan- 
guage; but  if  thou  dost  mean — **  she  immediately 
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softened  her  manner,  being  one  of  those  who 
would  not  give  pain  even  to  an  enemy.  "  Par- 
don me !  pardon  me !  I  know  that  you  intend  me 
no  ill.  I  believe  you  would  not  willingly 
heighten  my  sorrows.  Yet  I  will  not  deceive 
3*ou  ;  I  am  grateful  for  your  good  opinion — ^but 
your  love  is  nothing— can  be  nothing  to  me — 
another — " 

"  Another?"  cried  the  exquisite,  with  as 
much  fierceness  as  he  could  throw  into  his 
efTeminate  manner—  "  Another  ?  then  the  report 
is  correct,  although,  by  Heaven,  I  could  not  have 
believed  that  a  man  in  whose  veins  runs  the 
blood  of  the  common  herd — one — " 

"  Count  Raimond  of  Aix ! — ^"  but  whatever 
Amalia  intended  to  have  said,  died  on  her  lips  ; 
her  attention  was  suddenly  arrested  by  a  rustling 
among  the  trees,  for  they  were  standing  on  the 
borders  of  a  forest :  she  now  observed  the  glim- 
mering of  a  sword  among  the  thick  foliage,  and 
eagerly  motioned  her  companion  to  lock  in  that 
direction.    The  gallant  declared  that  he  beheld 
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nothing,  and  even  if  robbers  did  lutk  there,  he 
said,  no  need  had  she  to  be  alarmed,  sinoe  he 
was  near  to  protect  her :  "  Yes,  let  them  come, 
lady ;  it  will  give  me  an  opportunity  of  exhibiting 
my  devotion  unto  thee,  and  of  winning  a  claim 
upon  thy  gratitude." 

The  fidnt  trampling  of  steeds  pressing  through 
the  trees,  was  heard,  and  then  followed  the  low 
murmur  of  voices.  Amalia  gazed  around-^Loais 
and  his  courtiers  wandered  at  a  distance,  and 
no  individuals  were  near,  except  a  few  bower- 
maidens  who  were  plucking  flowers  on  the 
borders  of  the  stream,  and  the  puny  Count. 

"  Dismiss  thy  fears,  dearest  lady  !*  cried  the 
gallant  of  Provence  ;  "  although  T  see  them  now, 
yonder  soldiers  are  but  travellers*  who  have 
dianounted  to  regale  themselves  in  the  forest/* 

The  last  words  had  scarcely  passed  his  lips, 
when  two  men,  issuing  from  the  borders  of  the 
wood,  rushed  impetuously  towards  them.  Tbey 
were  arrayed  in  the  garb  usually  worn  by  the 
English  Adventurers^  but  visors  concealed  their 
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fiices :  the  foremost  trooper,  with  one  blow  of  his 
gaontletted  hand,  stretched  the  puissant  Count 
of  Aix  senseless  upon  the  ground;  they  then 
seized  Amalia  in  their  arms,  and  hurried  with 
her  into  the  forest. 

The  shriek  of  the  maiden  thrilled  through  the 
air,  and  reached  Louis  and  Joanna  at  the  bottom 
of  the  Talley ;  it  was  the  shriek  of  deadly  terror, 
and  agony,  bat  it  was  suddenly  stifled;  and 
away,  unchecked,  unopposed,  the  horsemen 
bounded  with  their  prize. 
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^Thera'i  no  art 

To  find  tlM  miad't  eonitroodon  in  tbe  &oe ; 
He  mm  %  giotlemtn  on  wbom  I  baQt 
An  abtoluto  tnitt. 


Thb  shades  of  evening  were  beginning  to  envelop 
the  city  of  Avignon,  when  two  men,  on  steeds 
covered  with  dust  and  foam,  passed  under  the 
eastern  walls ;  the  cavaliers  were  Louis,  and  his 
friend  Nicola  Acdajuoli.  As  soon  as  the  fate 
of  Amalia  had  been  known,  the  Prince  and  some 
of  his  attendants  had  mounted  their  horses,  and 
commenced  pursuit,  while  Petrarch  conducted 
the  Queen  back  to  the  city.  For  several  hours 
they  dashed  through  the  forest  in  the  direction 
which  they  supposed  the  horsemen  to  have  taken ; 
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then  they  scoured  the  open  country ;  but  such 
had  been  the  speed  of  the  miscreants,  or  the 
secrecy  of  the  path  which  they  pursued,  that  no 
due  could  be  found,  nor  any  information  gained 
respecting  them. 

In  rage  and  frantic  grief  at  the  outrage  com- 
mitted upon  his  sister,  Louis  reined  up  his  steed 
before  the  gates  of  his  palace ;  he  entered  with 
Acciajooli,  and  hastened  to  the  apartments  of 
Joanna.  The  Queen  was  sitting  alone,  and  her 
eyes  were  filled  with  tears.  On  perceiving  her 
husband,  she  arose,  and  with  tliat  tenderness 
and  placidity  which  ever  distinguished  her  man- 
ner,  even  in  hours  of  distress,  warmly  embraced 
him. 

''  God  be  praised  that  you  are  returned  in 
safety !  I  had  many  fears  lest,  meeting  with  the 
ruffians,  you  might  have  been  overpowered ;  but 
oh !  why  so  agitated  1  has  your  search  for  our 
sister  been  unavailing  ?'' 

Louis  was  choking  with  emotion,  and  he  could 
only  stammer  with  difficulty :  "  yes,  she  is  lost! 
my  sister  is  lost  for  ever  !" 
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Acciajuoli  was  moved  at  witnessing  the  distress 
which  shook  the  manly  frame  of  his  friend :  bat 
Louis  started,  as  if  some  light  had  suddenly 
broken  upon  his  mind,  and  clenching  his  hand, 
he  exclaimed : — 

"  She  is  gone !  but  who — who  is  he  that  hath 
committed  this  act  of  unparalleled  villainy  1  com- 
mon robbers  the  horsemen  could  not  have  been, 
for  what  motive  might  such  havel  they  were 
the  creatures  of  some  daring  and  desperate  man ; 
some — some — ^tell  me,  Acciajuoli ;  tell  me,  Jo* 
anna,  what  are  your  thoughts  on  the  subject?" 

The  Florentine  cast  a  look  of  embarrassment 
upon  the  Queen,  for  he  feared  to  state  his 
opinion. 

"  Far  be  it  from  me,  Prince  Louis,*'  he  said 
at  length,  **  to  impeach  an  innocent  person ; 
but  something  whispers  me,  that  no  man  in 
Provence  is  more  likely  to  have  perpetrated 
this  outrage  than  the  Count  of  Aix ;  and  I 
know  him  to  be  enamoured  of  the  Princess,  your 
sister." 
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"  Pshaw !  the  Count  of  Aix  ?'*  cried  Louis ; 
"  that  timorous,  carpet  knight !  the  measure  was 
beyond  his  daring.  Moreoveri  did  we  not  find 
him  senseless  on  the  groimd  1" 

"  What  does  my  lord  think/*  said  Joanna, 
"  of  that  dark  insidious  Hungarian,  the  late 
chancellor  of  Naples  1  in  former  days  he  offered 
love  to  Amalia,  although  she  repulsed  him  with 
scorn.  He  is  among  our  enemies^  and  in  the 
train,  I  understand,  of  the  Bishop  of  Waradin.'' 

"  Neither — ^neither  of  them  !"  answered  Louis; 
"  my  suspicions  alight  upon  a  more  resolute  and 
aspiring  person;  yet  do  I  ardently  pray  to  Hea- 
Ten  that  I  be  in  error." 

''  Disclose  to  us  all  your  thoughts,  Louis," 
said  the  Queen ;  ''  for  we  can  be  secret.'' 

"  Have  not  the  bower-women  declared,  in 
corroboration  of  the  Count  of  Aix*s  statement, 
that  the  villains  who  bore  off  my  sister,  were 
arrayed  in  long  crimson  mantles,  and  had  close 
iron  caps  on  their  heads — such  invariably  is  the 
costume  of  the  English  Adventurers !" 
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Joanna  trembled ;  the  dreadful  suspicion  which 
her  husband  seemed  to  entertain,  flashed  also 
upon  her  own  mind ;  she  would  not,  howeyer, 
yield  to  it ;  and  her  generosity  repudiated  the 
foul  supposition. 

"  Ha !  what  dost  thou  hint,  Louis  ?  it  cannot 
be  he,  our  brave  our  noble  preserver !  a  man  to 
whom  we  are  bound  by  so  many  ties  of  esteem 
and  gratitude.  Pause,  my  husband,  ere  thou 
dost  venture  to  accuse  Walter  Courtenay !" 

Louis  was  thoughtful,  and  spoke  in  a  subdued 
tone  ;  "  may  he  be  innocent  I  may  I  not  have  to 
brand  my  former  friend,  and  oompanion-in-aims 
with  the  name  of  villain !  thank  Heaven !  we 
have  no  testimony  beyond  the  fact  of  a  similitude 
in  dress,  to  prove  that  the  men  employed  wer^ 
actually  Courtenay's  followers.'* 

"  And  more  than  that.  Prince  Louis,"  obser- 
ved Acciajuoli ;  "  granting  even  the  horsemen 
to  be  English  troopers, — although  I  am  ready  to 
allow  that,  from  such  an  admission,  Courtenay's 
guilt  might  with  a  great  shew  of  reason  be  in- 
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fened, — ^yet  may  not  his  followers  have  been 
bribed  and  employed  by  some  other  rich  Pro- 
vencal ?  therefore^  with  the  Queen,  I .  implore 
you  to  weigh  drcumstances  well,  ere  pronouncing 
the  Englishman  the  guilty  party." 

At  this  moment,  an  usher,  entering  the  apart- 
ment, announced  that  an  old  man  in  the  garb  of 
a  forester,  waited  in  the  vestibule,  and  craved 
an  audience  of  the  Prince ;  his  business  rela- 
ted to  the  late  calamitous  accident  which  had 
be&llen  the  lady  Amalia.  Louis,  in  surprise, 
ordered  the  usher  to  introduce  the  man  imme- 
diately, since  in  a  matter  of  such  importance,  all 
ceremony  might  be  dispensed  with. 

"  Strange !  what  can  such  a  person  have  to 
tell  us  respecting  this  mysterious  affair  ?"  ob- 
served the  Prince. 

"Ay,  truly;"  added  Acdajuoli;  "  we  who 
for  information  have  vainly  traversed  half 
Provence." 

The  man  was  conducted  into  the  room ;  although 
attired  in  the  humble  costume  of  a  woodman,  he 
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had  a  venerable  appearance;  and  there  was  that 
frankness  stamped  on  the  open  brow,  that  h^rt- 
iness  beaming  in  the  full  bright  eye,  which 
seemed  to  carry  at  once  a  conviction  of  his  ho- 
nesty to  the  mind  of  the  beholder. 

The  woodman,  finding  himself  in  the  presence 
of  a  Prince  and  Queen,  was  so  much  disconcerted, 
that  for  several  minutes  he  was  unable  to  reply 
to  the  numerous  questions  which  Louis  in  his 
eagerness  put  to  him  ;  at  length  he  spoke : — 

"  Great  Prince,  and  illustrious  Queen  !  paidon 
this  intrusion  of  a  lowly  man,  but  I  hurried  to 
your  palace  to  tell  you  what  I  have  heard,  and 
what  I  have  seen  of  a  dreadful  event  Would 
that  I  had  been  in  youth !  for  then  I  might  have 
rendered  your  Highnesses  some  service ;  but  I 
bend  beneath  seventy  years,  and  my  foot  is  slow. 
and  my  arm  is  weak/' 

"  My  worthy  fellow !"  exclaimed  Louis,  "  il 
thou  hast  aught  to  communicate  touching  the 
foul  deed  to  which,  I  presume,  thou  dost  allude, 
speak  plainly.' 
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The  man,  after  a  little  additional  circumlocu- 
tion, made  the  following  statement,  and  which 
we  are  bound  to  say,  was  in  strict  accordance 
with  the  truth. 

'*  Four  hours  since — ^for  that  time  it  has  taken 
me  to  come  hither — I  was  at  work  in  the  forest 
on  the  north  bank  of  the  Durance : — it  is  a  lonely 
wood  that,  your  Highness,  for  no  cabin  will  ye 
meet  with  there  for  many  weary  miles.  On  a 
sudden,  I  was  alarmed  by  the  shrieks  of  a 
female ;  and,  up  a  long  avenue  of  trees,  came  two 
horsemen  riding  at  a  furious  rate ;  the  headmost 
carried  a  lady  before  him ;  so  I  guessed  at  once 
that  some  atrocious  act  had  been  perpetrated ; 
but  seized  with  a  sudden  fear  lest  the  men,  dis- 
covering I  had  espied  them,  should  put  me  to 
death,  I  concealed  myself  in  a  thicket.  Presently 
they  approached,  and  some  felled  timber  in  the 
path  caused  them  for  a  few  minutes  to  check 
their  course ;  then  I  heard  the  lady  pronounce 
the  name  of  Prince  Louis ;  she  said  she  was  his 
sister;  and  she  uttered  many  supplications, 
beseeching  them  to  have  mercy  upon  her !" 
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The  woodman  paused,  Louis  banging  o^er 
him  in  breathless  impatience — "  What  then,  old 
man  ?  proceed  !*' 

"  Your  Highness  I  bad  often  heard  of,  but  the 
name  of  the  Princess  Amalia  was  unknown  to 
me.  The  men  seemed  to  be  soldiers,  and  were 
dressed  in  long  red  mantles ;  and  they  endea- 
voured to  calm  and  pacify  the  lady  by  telling 
her  that  they  bore  her  away  for  the  man  she 
loved.» 

"  Death  and  fory  !**  cried  Louis,  seiidng,  in 
his  excitement  and  passion,  the  woodman  by  the 
arm.  *  Art  thou  not  a  perjured  knave?  dost 
thou  not  utter  a  horrible  falsehood  V* 

The  poor  fellow  trembled,  and  cried  out  with 
terror,  and  it  required  little  insight  into  human 
character  to  perceive  that  he,  at  least,  was  no 
impostor. 

"  The  man  she  loved?"  repeated  Louis; 
**  said  the  soldiers  more  7  did  they  mention— his 
name !" 

"  Your  Highness  seems  to  be  incensed  with 
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me;  I  thought  only  of  serving  you,  and  ofper« 
forming  my  duty  to  the  high  and  noble." 

"  Nay,  fear  not,  old  man.  Did  thine  ear 
catch  the  name  of  him  whom  the  troopers  spoke 
of,  I  ask  r 

**  Tes,  and  it  is  chiefly  on  this  account  that  I 
oome,  so  that  your  Highness  may  know  the  real 
offender.  The  soldiers  got  clear  at  length  of  the 
felled  trees,  and  then,  as  they  dashed  away,  I 
heard  their  last  words  to  the  shrieking  lady ; 
they  said  they  were  bearing  her  off  to  become 
the  wife  of  their  Captain — ^Walter  Courtenay." 

The  woodman  had  nothing  more  to  relate,  yet 
be  had  disclosed  sufficient;  his  tale  was  true, 
and  as  such  it  made  its  impression  upon  the 
hearers.  Even  Acdajuoli,  sceptical  before, 
entertained  no  longer  a  doubt  of  Courtenay's 
criminality ;  and  Joannaj  so  unwilling  at  first  to 
share  the  suspicions  of  her  husbandj  fully  ac- 
quiesced in  the  Florentine's  opinion.  But  Louis 
stood  for  several  minutes  in  silence,  evidently 
straggling  with  the  varied  emotions  which  agi- 
tated his  bosom. 
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''Then  it  is  decided!"  at  last  he  exclaimed; 
"  and  this  man,  this  smiling,  elegant,  smooth- 
tongued h}'pocrite — this  Courtenay  is  the  villaiDl 
now  do  I  banish  for  ever  gratitude,  esteem,  and 
friendship  !  while  justice,  and  outraged  honour, 
urge  me  to  pour  retribution  on  his  head : — my 
sword — ^no,  he  is  unworthy  to  die  the  death  of  an 
honourable  man !" 

Joanna  was  terrified  at  the  paroxysm  of  rage 
to  which  her  husband  yielded  ;  "  Oh !  my  dear 
lord!"  she  cried,  "thou  dost  forget  th}*9elf; 
restrain  thy  fiery  passion,  although,  I  admit, 
thou  hast  just  cause  for  sorrow  and  anger. 
Courtenay,  without  a  doubt,  is  beyond  thy 
power,  for  since  he  is  guilty,  he  will  never  re- 
turn to  Avignon,  or  communicate  with  us  respect- 
ing the  business  on  which  thou  didst  send  him 
into  Dauphiny." 

/'  Nay,'*  said  Louis, ''  such  a  consummate  and 
practised  knave  as  he,  can  assume  a  calm  de- 
portment, and  wear  the  seeming  of  honour  and 
rectitude.  I  know  him  ;  he  will  not  resign  his 
fame  as  a  soldier,  and  a  knight,  but  retonii  I 
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doubt  not,  under  the  full  persuasion  that,  since 
he  was  absent  when  the  abduction  of  my  sister 
took  place,  the  infamous  act  will  be  imputed  to 
another.  This  has  been  his  dark  and  dastardly 
scheme ;  but  praised  be  God !  our  eyes  are  open 
to  his  craft.  Old  man,  we  sincerely  thank  thee 
for  the  information  thou  hast  brought  us ;  but  thou 
must  remain  beneath  this  roof  in  order  to  give 
thy  testimony  when  called  on ;  in  a  few  days,  if 
I  am  not  greatly  deceived,  Courtenay  will  be 
here — the  felon  will  be  in  our  jpower !" 
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CHAPTER  XVIL 

THE  RETURN. 

H«  pricked  hU  war-hone  on  the  pUun ; 

What  loldier  gay  ai  he  ! 
He  knew  not  of  the  dieadfol  train 
Of  ilia  that  soon  would  hunt  amain— 

Sir  Gil  jon,  woe  to  thee ! 

Unconscious  of  what  had  taken  place  so  deeply 
affecting  his  fortunes,  Walter  Clourtenay  was 
traversing  that  part  of  Provence  which  is  situa- 
ted on  the  north  east  of  the  Rhone.  He  was 
followed  by  the  faithful  'Squire  of  Louis  old 
Camillo,  and  four  men-at-arms.  The  subject  of 
his  negociation  with  the  Lord  of  Valence,  bad 
been  the  raising  of  a  large  body  of  troops  in 
Daupbiny,  to  act  in  concert  with  those  of  Pro* 
vence,  in  the  event  of  Joanna's  being  pronounced 
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innocent  by  the  assembled  Cardinals,  sincci  in 
that  case,  Louis  had  resolved  on  again  entering 
Naples,  and  claiming  the  throne.  The  result 
of  this  important  mission,  had  been  highly 
satisfactory,  and  Courtenay  rejoiced  to  have 
been  able  once  more  to  render  service  to  Louis 
and  the  Queen. 

Onward  paced  his  light  Arabian,  crushing 

with  his  proud  hoof  the  countless  flowers  which 

decked  the  turf,  and  exhaled  their  rich  odours 

around.     Notwithstanding  the  separation  which 

had  been  enforced  between  Amalia  and  himself, 

his  heart  bounded  with  a  sense  of  lightness  it  had 

rarely  experienced  before :  it  was  not  that  the 

morning  air  was  fresh  and  exhilarating ;  it  was 

Dot  that  he  had  conquered  his  misplaced  passion, 

or  that  he  felt  an  inward  pride,  and  satisfaction, 

at  the  renown  he  had  acquired ;  his  spirit  was 

buoyant  with  the  hope  which  never  forsakes  the 

ardent  lover,  so  long  as  the  object  of  his  regard 

remains  unwon  by  another.      The  difficulties 

which  beset  his  path,  only  roused  his  energies, 

VOL.  III.  H 
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and  appeared  to  enhance  the  value  of  the  prize ; 
and,  more  than  all,  the  sweet  assurance  that 
Amalia  loved  him,  filled  his  breast  with  a  joy, 
the  gushings  of  which,  could  they  flow  on  for 
ever,  would  render  this  world  of  ours — this  desert 
waste,  as  cynics  describe  it — a  paradise  indeed. 
Wrapped  in  pleasing  dreams,  and  drawing  on 
the  canvass  of  fieLncy,  pictures  of  future  success 
and  happiness,  Courtenay  entered  the  beautiful 
district  of  Vaucluse.      Old  feudal  towers,  and 
convents  *'  grey  with  shade,*   were  scattered 
around  him ;  many  a  bright  and  humming  rivulet 
dashed  and  sparkled  through  sedge  and  lily,  to 
join  the  lordly  Rhone;    while  waving  woods 
enriched  the  landscape,  and  classic  ruins  gave 
a  venerable  grandeur  to  the  scene.    He  rode 
through  the  small  town  of  Carpentras,  where 
Petrarch  had  studied  when  a  boy ;  and  he  passed 
many  a  rudely-inscribed  pillar,  and  field  fieuDous 
for  feats  of  arms,  but  whose  celebrity,  with 
the   songs  they  once  inspired,    has  for   ever 
passed  away. 
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Arriving  within  a  few  miles  of  Avignon,  our 
little  party  met  a  Proven9aI  peasant  hastening 
from  that  city;  it  was  the  fisherman  Rudel, 
whom  we  have  already  introduced  as  the  neigh- 
boar  and  gossip  of  Petrarch.  The  man  was 
unknown  to  Courtenay,  but  Camillo  recognising 
him,  begged  the  English  Captain  to  halt  for  a 
few  moments,  in  order  that  they  might  leam  from 
this  peripatetic  news-gatherer,  whether  any 
event  of  consequence  had  transpired  during  their 
absence. 

"  Alas  I*  said  the  fisherman  in  reply  to  Ca- 
millo, and  shaking  his  hoary  locks ;  "  calamity 
upon  calamity  befalleth  our  good  Countess,  that 
is  the  Queen  of  Naples ;  her  sister,  the  lady 
Amalia,  was  yestermbm  seized  and  carried  off, 
some  report,  murdered,  by  two  Engli^  troopers ; 
but  my  master,  Signor  Petrarch,  who  sojourns 
in  yonder  city,  can  tell  ye  all  the  tale ;  and  I  am 
in  haste  to  depart,  for,  thanks  to  the  Saints !  I 
have  sold  all  my  fish.'' 

Courtenay,  who  had  heard  only  the  former 

h2 
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part  of  Rudel's  oommuDication,  stared  in  asto- 
nishment; but  surprise  was  soon  conveited  into 
wildest  alarm. 

"  The  Princess  Amalia  carriedoff?  marderedr 
he  cried ;  **  Aou  dost  dream,  good  fellow;  what 
meanest  thou !" 

Rudel  stepped  back,  astonished  in  his  turn  «t 
the  earnest  manner  of  the  speaker. 

"  The  Saints  pardon  me !  gallant  stranger,  bat 
I  wish  I  had  not  told  thee  the  news,  since  it 
seems  so  to  affect  thee.  The  Princess  bas 
been  borne  off,  I  repeat,  none  know  whither, 
but  all  declare  that  the  man  who  has  committed 
the  deed,  is  the  great  Condottiero,  the  English 
Captain." 

"  He  ?"  cried  Courtenay,  grinding  his  teeth  in 
a  trans^rt  of  indignation  and  fury. 

The  fisherman  softened  his  manner,  for  he 
trembled  at  the  exhibition  of  excited  feeling 
betrayed  by  the  soldier. 

"  Pardon  me,  honourable  sir,  if  my  speech 
give  thee  offence ;  but  I  intend  no  harm;  and  I 
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beseech  thee  to  understand  that  the  illustrious 
poety  Signor  Petrarch,  is  my  patron.  I  am  right 
sorry  I  have  no  fish  just  now  to  ofier  to  you, 
gentle  sir,  but — " 

Courtenay  heard  no  more  of  RudePs  tirade ; 
the  little  which  he  had  learnt  seemed  to  be  a  part 
of  some  fearful  tale.  As  a  ghastly  object  is 
rendered  more  terrible  by  being  indistinctly  seen, 
80  a  calamity,  the  extent  of  which  is  but  half 
known,  affects  the  mind  more  strongly  than  the 
confirmed  knowledge  of  certain  evil.  Courtenay 's 
brain  was  tortured;  his  soul  was  wrought  to  mad 
impatience,  and  raising  his  mailed  arm  in  the 
direction  of  Avignon,  he  exclaimed : 

"  Followers,  on !  spur,  spur  for  Prince  Louis's 
palace !" 
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CHAPTER  XVm. 

THE  CHARGE. 

Of  tliis  man's  guilt,  wbat  proofs  can  je  produce ! 

Heme. 

The  return  of  Courtenay,  on  the  appointed  day. 
had  been  fully  expected  by  Louis,  and  he  was 
prepared  to  receive  him.  A  fearful  scene  was 
exhibited  in  the  hall  of  his  palace ;  the  massive 
doors  were  closed  upon  him  who  had  last  en- 
tered ;  guards  were  stationed  along  the  walls : 
at  the  far  end,  beneath  a  canopy  of  state,  appeared 
Louis,  surrounded  by  several  Proven9al  nobles, 
and  members  of  his  own  Court.  He  seemed 
calm  indeed,  but  his  was  that  stem  serenity  more 
1 0  be  feared  in  its  consequences  than  the  wildest 
ebullition  of  wrath.    In  the  centre  of  the  ball, 
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his  head  unooveredy  and  his  hand  laid  on  the 
hilt  of  his  swOTd,  stood  Walter  Courtenay; 
amazement  which  had  at  first  lit  up  his  features, 
had  given  place  to  indignation  and  disdain  :  his 
Up  was  curled,  one  foot  was  advanced,  and  his 
eyes  flashed  defiance  upon  his  accusers.  He 
looked  like  a  Roman  gladiator,  in  the  stem  atti- 
tude which  he  was  wont  to  assume,  ere  grappling 
with  his  stalwart  foe. 

The  chief  witnesses  against  the  Englishman, 
were  the  Count  of  Aix,  and  the  old  woodman. 
The  Proven9al  gallant  deposed  to  the  fact  that 
the  troopers,  who  had  seized  the  Princess,  while 
under  his  protection,  were  English  Adventurers, 
inasmuch  as  no  other  soldiers  in  Provence  wore 
their  peculiar  costume.  The  woodman's  testi- 
mony was  of  greater  importance,  and  seemed  to 
carry  with  it  to  the  mind  of  every  hearer  an 
iresistible  conviction  of  the  guilt  of  the  accused ; 
but  the  nature  of  the  evidence  being  fully  known 
to  the  reader,  we  need  not  repeat  it. 

Courtenay  heard  the  charges,  and  at  once  per- 
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ceived  that  an  infamous  conspiracy  had  been 
fonned  against  him :  it  was  erident,  however, 
that  neither  the  Count  of  Aix,  nor  the  woodman, 
were  parties  in  the  foul  plot.  Who,  then,  was 
his  covert  enemy  ?  or  rather  who,  to  conceal  his 
own  crime,  had  turned  the  odium  of  the  guilty 
act  upon  himself?  he  was  totally  unable  to  form 
even  a  conjecture  on  the  subject :  he  remained 
in  the  attitude  of  menace,  with  his  sword  half 
drawn,  yet  he  knew  not  whom  to  challenge  or 
defy.  Had  he  been  judicious,  he  would  have 
calmly  expostulated  with  Louis,  and  endeavoured 
to  have  convinced  those  present  of  the  falseness  of 
the  accusation  against  him ;  but  the  pride  arising 
from  the  consciousness  of  innocence,  and  the  im- 
petuosity of  a  fiery  temper,  proved  as  prejudicial 
to  him,  as  they  have  been  to  many  others  ami- 
larly  situated :  he  would  not  deign  to  defend 
himself;  he  laughed  in  scorn  at  the  charge,  as  if  it 
were  but  one  of  those  foul  and  vague  calumnies, 
which  an  honourable  man  is  only  called  on  to  treat 
with  contempt ;   and  this  conduct  went  fStf  to 
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Strengthen  in  the  minds  of  most  in  that  hall,  the 
belief  of  his  guilt. 

A  strong  spasm  of  feeling  came  upon  Louis. 
We  have  seen  him  warmly  attached  to  Courte- 
nay,  and  grateful  for  the  services  which  the 
£nglishman  had  rendered  him ;  and  he  almost 
felt  that  he  would  as  soon  be  pronounced  guilty 
himself  of  the  crime  imputed  to  him  by  the  Hun* 
garian  King,  as  be  called  on  to  condemn  a  man 
who,  in  addition  to  other  gallant  deeds,  had  but 
recently  saved  the  life  of  Queen  Joanna :  but 
the  station  which  he  occupied,  as  well  as  the 
presence  of  so  many  Provenfal  and  Neapolitan 
nobles,  prevented  his  generous  spirit  from  giving 
utterance  to  all  he  wished  to  unbosom. 

"  Courtenay  of  England !"  he  cried,  checking 
with  difficulty  his  rising  emotion ;  ''  far  be  it 
from  me  to  accuse  thee  of  this  daring  and  trea- 
s<mable  act,  without  strong  and  sufficient  proof. 
Howbeit,  not  myself,  but  these  knights  and  noble 
signioTS  will  be  thy  judges.  Thou  didst  aspire 
to  my  sister's  hand,  but  I  only  acted  in  accord- 
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ance  with  the  prescribed  usages  of  nations,  in 
forbidding  her  to  ally  herself  to  one  not  of  ropl 
extraction ;  and  now  a  foul  and  subtle  part  hast 
thou  performed,  seeing  that,  during  thine  absence 
in  Dauphiny,  thou  hast  employed  men  won  to 
thy  purposes  to  rob  me  of  my  sister,  presuming 
in  consequence  of  that  absence,  some  other  per« 
son  would  be  considered  the  perpetrator  of  the 
deed.  But  God  hath  been  pleased  fully  to  bring 
thy  baseness  to  light  Nevertheless,  if  thou 
wilt  inform  me  whither  thou  hast  conveyed  the 
lady  Amalia ;  if  thou  wilt  restore  her  to  me  her 
afflicted  brother,  thou  shalt  receive  a  full  pardca, 
and  be  permitted  to  depart,  uninjured,  to  thy 
native  country." 

''  Prince  Louis,"  answered  Courtenay,  **  all  I 
can  tell  thee  is,  that  I  am  in  entire  ignorance  as 
to  the  spot  where  the  Princess  Amalia  may  bow 
be ;  and  her  fate  occasions  me  distress  as  poig- 
nant as  thou  thyself  canst  feel.  Must  I  again  de- 
clare, before  God,  that  every  portion  of  the  charge 
urged  against  me,  is  utterly,  and  vilely  &lse  !* 
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Louis  conferred  for  a  few  minutes  with  the 
nobles  near  him ;  then  making  a  sign  to  the 
guards,  the  latter  advanced,  and  hemmed  in  the 
prisoner.  Courtenay,  however,  offered  no  re- 
sistance ;  he  delivered  up  his  sword,  and  suffered 
them  to  place  irons  upon  his  hands. 

The  command  was  given,  and  the  English 
Captain  was  led  from  the  presence  of  Louis 
and  his  courtiers,  to  the  dungeons  beneath  the 
palace. 


156 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

THE  HUT. 

M J  cnda,  my  enda  an  comptsaed. 

New  Wof  toBt^Old  D^d. 

Whbn  the  two  Hungarian  soldiers,  who  had 
arrayed  themselves  in  the  long  red  mantles  pecn- 
liar  to  the  English  Adventurers,  had  seized 
Amalia,  she  shrieked  only  for  a  few  minutes, 
having  fallen  into  a  fainting  fit.  So  rapidly  did 
the  men  urge  their  way  through  the  fiirest,  that 
by  the  time  Louis  and  Acciajuoli  had  commenced 
pursuit,  they  were  a  very  considerable  distance  in 
advance ;  at  the  same  time,  by  pursuing  a  path 
artfully  intricate,  they  were  enabled  completely 
to  elude  and  baffle  the  Prince  and  his  friend. 

For  some  time  the  troopers  pressed  forwards> 
carefully  avoiding  the  vicinity  of  village  or  cabio, 
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when  crossing  the  shallow  Durance^  they  plunged 
into  the  solitary  woods  which  lie  on  the  northern 
banks  of  that  river.  It  was  now  that  they  were 
compelled  to  halt,  the  path  being  obstructed  by 
masses  of  felled  timber ;  and  Amalia,  recovering 
from  the  first  alarm  which  had  overpowered  her 
senses,  addressed  the  men,  uttering  wild  entrea- 
ties and  prayers.  With  a  view  to  pacify  her, 
or  to  reconcile  her,  as  they  imagined,  to  her 
situation,  they  stated  that  they  acted  under  the 
directions  of  him  whom  they  well  knew  she  loved; 
and  since  harsh  laws  permitted  not  her  union 
with  their  gallant  leader,  Walter  Courtenay, 
they  thought  she  ought  to  be  too  happy  to  be 
borne  away,  and  made  his  bride.  The  false 
statement  of  these  men,  will  fully  account  for  the 
story  told  by  the  honest  woodman,  and  whose 
evidence  had  operated  so  fatally  in  fixing  the 
commission  of  the  guilty  deed  on  an  innocent 
person. 

The  Hungarians,  however,  failed  in  the  object 
they  had  in  view ;  indeed,  had  the  truth  been 


158  THE  HUT. 

divulged  at  once  to  Amalia,  she  would  ba^e 
experienced  agony  less  bitter  than  that  which 
now  wrung  her  spirit.  Courtenay  the  proud, 
the  honourable,  to  hare  resorted  to  such  a  black, 
nefarious  project — at  the  thought,  a  sickness  of 
the  heart,  a  prostrating  sense  of  misery  came 
upon  her,  while  the  deep  love  which  she  bad 
entertained  for  him,  seemed  almost  converted 
into  horror  and  hatred. 

The  soldiers  were  again  in  rapid  motion,  and 
still  avoiding  each  frequented  path,  they  drew 
up  at  length  before  a  desolate-looking  habitatioD; 
it  was  no  better  than  a  hovel,  or  hut,  yet,  being 
strongly  built,  it  appeared  to  have  formed  a 
portion  of  an  edifice  of  greater  pretensions,  but 
of  which,  with  the  exception  of  a  few  disjointed 
stones,  no  vestige  now  remained. 

At  the  summons  of  the  troopers,  an  old  woman 
made  her  appearance,  dressed  in  the  garb  of  a 
Proven9al  peasant ;  her  vocation  was  that  of  a 
fortune-teller,  and  she  had  fixed  her  abode  in  that 
lonely  spot,  knowing  well  how  much  of  veneration 
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and  awe  the  superstitious  and  vulgar  attach  to 
solitary  habits.  Forester,  at  Robert's  command, 
had  repaired  to  this  cottage ;  they  had  stumbled 
upon  it  when  journeying,  some  time  previously, 
through  the  forest,  and  had  taken  shelter  there 
during  a  thunder-storm ;  and  now  the  servitor 
had  succeeded  in  making  an  arrangement  with 
the  owner,  gold  being  the  talisman  which  had 
won  her  consent  and  secrecy. 

"  Well,  mother,"  cried  the  foremost  trooper 
springing  from  his  saddle ;  "  here  we  are,  and 
thanks  to  the  Saints !  we  have  succeeded  in  finding, 
and  bringing  along  with  us,  the  run-a*way  nun 
at  last." 

"  So,  gentlemen,"  said  the  croae  fixing  her 
little  round  fiery  eye  on  Amalia;  "  and  this  is 
the  lady  ?  and  she's  to  stay  here,  poor  thing,  till 
the  priest  comes  to  take  her  back  to  her  convent 
in  Hungary  ?" 

"  Exactly,  dame  ;'*  observed  the  soldier ;  and 
he  placed  Amalia  on  the  ground,  her  exhaustion 
not  suffering  her  to  speak.     "  And  recollect. 
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good  mother,  whatever  she  may  say,  thoa  wilt 
give  no  ear  or  credit  to ;  she'll  tell  thee,  mayhap, 
long  tales  of  her  being  some  high  lady  cairied 
off— ay,  that  she's  the  Queen  of  Naples,  for 
all  I  know ;  for  I'm  sorry  to  observe  that  her 
dread  of  returning  to  the  convent  which  she  so 
wickedly  deserted,  together  with  other  matters, 
has  had  a  strange  effect  here — '*  and  the  man 
significantly  placed  his  finger  on  his  forehead. 

"  I  understand,  good  gentlemen ;  come  along, 
poor  dear  lady — ^now  don't  speak — yes,  I  know 
all  about  it — you  shall  be  quite  safe  here,  and 
cared  for,  till  the  good  priest  arrives—come 
along ! — how  she's  trembling,  poor  dear  thing!" 

The  old  woman,  whose  natural  acerbity  of 
temper  had  been  surprisingly  sweetened  by  the 
gold  pieces  which  now  weighed  down  her  pockets, 
led  the  shrinking  girl  into  the  miserable  habita- 
tion. The  cottage  was  divided  below  into  two 
compartments,  and  a  short  ladder  led  to  the 
single  dormitory  above.  The  crone  conducted 
her  charge  to  the  inner  room,  and  phidng  her 
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on  an  oaken  settle,  commanded  her  to  remain 
there,  and  not  attempt  to  move  without  her 
permission.  She  then  hurried  to  the  troopers, 
who  were  vociferously  calling  for  viands  and 
liquor ;  and  the  men,  seating  themselves  in  the 
porch  of  the  domicile,  speedily  commenced  doing 
justice  to  the  dame's  forest  cheer. 

The  scenes  which  Amalia  had  gone  through, 
and  what  she  now  witnessed,  utterly  perplexed 
and  bewildered  her  senses :  yet  in  spite  of  the 
words  which  had  passed  between  the  old  woman 
and  the  soldiers,  she  still  entertained  the  har- 
rowing idea  that  she  had  been  borne  thither  by 
the  command  of  Courtenay .  The  woman  did  not 
immediately  return,  and  raising  her  head,  the 
girl  looked  tremblingly  around  the  squalid 
apartment;  the  walls  were  built  of  stone,  and 
horn  windows,  too  narrow  to  allow  of  the  egress 
of  an  himian  being,  admitted  a  feeble  light :  she 
started,  for  at  the  further  end  of  the  room, 
leaning  on  a  bench,  she  perceived  the  figure  of 
a  man :  he  did  not  move,  and  his  body  being 
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bent  forwards,  and  his  head  rested  on  his  hands, 
she  could  not  see  his  countenance.  He  was  in 
mental  or  bodily  pain,  for  he  groaned  deeply ; 
and  it  was  with  feelings  of  interest,  although  not 
unmingled  with  fear,  that  Amalia  now  regarded 
him. 

Suddenly  the  roan  arose,  having  mastered 
apparently  the  painful  emotions  which  had 
oppressed  him;  and  as  the  light  fell  upon  his 
gaudy  attire,  and  calm  melancholy  face,  Amalia 
recognised — ^Forester. 

Her  perplexity  increased,  and  she  marvelled 
greatly  how  this  person  should  have  been  there. 
Had  he  passed  from  the  service  of  Robert  to  that 
of  the  English  Captain  1  springing  forwards,  she 
eagerly  caught  the  Servitor  by  his  little  Hunga- 
rian mantle,  and  imploringly  addressed  him  :— 

"  Oh !  if  thou  hast  a  spark  of  pity  in  thy 
bosom,  tell  me,  kind  Forester,  the  truth  of  which 
I  am  still  in  ignorance !  why  am  I  to  be  confined 
here !  better  to  know  the  worst  than  to  remain 
in  this  agonizing  suspense.     Yet  rather  say  I 
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an  doomed  to  be  murdered  by  yonder  ruffians^ 
than  that  thou  art  in  the  service  of  Walter 
Courtenay  !^ 

Forester  placed  his  finger  on  his  lip,  and  be* 
seecked  her  to  speak  in  a  lower  tone ;  he  then 
closed  the  door  which  had  stood  a^jar,  and  look* 
ing  through  the  horn  window  which  commanded 
an  obscure  view  of  the  outer  room,  he  perceived 
that  the  old  woman,  either  to  please  the  troopers, 
or  from  her  own  inclination,  had  seated  herself 
at  their  table,  and  was  assisting  them  in  draining 
their  wine  flagon. 

**  Hush  t  lady ;  I  am  not  my  own  master 
here.  You  may  well  marvel  at  your  situation, 
but  strict  commands  forbid  me  answering  your 
questions.*' 

"  But  surely  thou  mayest  inform  me  by  whose 
orders  I  am  thus  inhumanly  treated." 

"  You  shall  not  be  inhumanly  treated,  ho- 
noured lady,  for  he  who  commanded  your  seizure 
professes  to  love  you." 

This    assurance   seemed    only    to   confirm 
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Amalia's  worst  conjectures,    and  heighten  hex 
distress. 

"  Then  it  is  he  !*  she  cried ;  "  those  soldiers 
have  spoken  the  truth;  and  he  has  won  thee 
over  to  do  his  will.  Oh!  after  all  his  noble 
actions !  after  all  his  professions  of  honourable 
love  !  to  bring  me  thus  to  shame — to  prove  the 
robber !  the  villain  !— It  is  enough ;  I  would  hear 
no  more ;  I  have  no  further  questions  to  ask  of 
thee  r 

Forester  gazed  on  the  beautiful  girl,  who,  in 
her  agony,  had  sunk  upon  her  knees  on  the 
floor,  clasping  her  hands,  and  lifting  her  eyes. 
The  spell  of  beauty  even  had  its  effect  on  his 
heart,  and  although  pledged  to  work  out  his  dia- 
bolical master*s  designs,  he  regarded  the  victim 
now  before  him  with  feelings  of  inexpressible  pity. 
He  pondered  a  moment,  covering  his  face  with 
his  hands,  and  as  he  remained  in  that  attitude, 
tears  might  have  been  seen  fordng  their  way 
through  his  fingers.  But  recovering  his  firmness, 
he  again  peered  through  the  window,  to  be  as- 
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sured  that  the  men  were  still  at  their  carousals 
iD  the  porch  of  the  hovel ;  and  then  in  a  hesita- 
ting manner^  he  whispered : 

"  Lady,  you  labour  under  an  error;  I  may  at 
least  tell  you  this — ^The  English  Captain  I  do 
not  serve ;  and  he  knows  nothing  of  your  situ- 
ation ! — As  God  is  in  heaven,  I  speak  the  truth !" 

Amalia,  with  a  suppressed  cry  of  joy,  started 
up  from  her  kneeling  posture  ;  rapture  glistened 
in  her  eyes,  and  she  murmured  breathlessly : — 

"  Great  God !  I  thank  thee  for  this !  now  may 
I  love  him  again !  now  will  I  brave  my  fate,  be 
it  torture  or  death !" 

Forester  was  at  a  loss  to  account  for  this  ma- 
nifestation of  delight ;  he  was  unable  to  appre* 
ciate  that  high,  and  virtuous  affection,  which  is 
so  agonized  at  dishonour  alighting  on  the  object 
beloved.  He  would  have  rejoiced  in  rescuing 
Amalia  from  the  power  of  the  licentious  Robert, 
but  he  had  proceeded  too  far ;  the  Hungarians, 
he  well  knew^  would  never  listen  to  any  propo- 
sal that  would  compromise  their  fidelity  to  their 
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master,  since  the  yiolation  of  their  engagement 
to  him  would  be  voluntarily  placing  their  own 
necks  in  the  gibbet-cord,  for  Robert,  as  we  have 
elsewhere  shown,  was  acquainted  with  a  secret 
that  at  any  time,  if  divulged,  would  have  sent 
them  to  the  gallows. 

"  Noble  lady !"  said  Forester,  "  though  I  can- 
not save  thee ;  though  I  am  bound  by  the  most 
sacred  oaths  to  the  Bishop  of  Waradin,  yet  if 
thou  wilt  promise  secrecy,  I  will  unfold  that 
which  may  advantage  thee  to  know.  Nay, 
tremble  not,  and  utter  no  further  exclamations, 
lest  yonder  Hungarians  suspect  I  am  playing 
our  master  false.'' 

Forester  concealed  the  worst,  yet  Amalia 
gathered  sufficient  from  his  disclosure,  to  perceive 
that  her  situation  was  most  dreadful.  So  kind, 
however,  did  the  poor  fellow  appear,  and  so 
wrung  was  his  spirit  by  an  unavailing  remorse, 
that  she  was  unable  to  upbraid  him  for  the  part 
which  he  had  taken  in  the  foul  transaction. 

"  Honoured  lady,  I  must  now  depart,  and  re* 
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turn  to  Avignon,  for  I  can  render  thee  no  service 
by  continuing  here.  The  woman  of  the  cottage 
will  attend  to  your  wants,  and  the  Hungarians, 
who  will  remain  as  a  guard,  I  can  pledge  my 
word,  will  offer  thee  no  injury.  But — "  and 
the  speaker  glanced  around  the  room,  drawing, 
at  the  same  time,  cautiously  from  beneath  the 
folds  of  his  doublet,  a  short  poniard—  "  This  is 
the  best  safeguard  I  can  leave  thee — let  it  be 
thy  last  resource — Heaven  will  forgive  the  deed 
— ^wben  he  arrives — ^when  he  approaches  thee, 
plunge  it  into  his  heart!" 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

THE    CONDEMNATION. 

There  is  a  destiny  in  this  stnnge  world 
Which  oft  decrees  sji  undesenred  doom ; 
Let  schoolmen  tell  us  whj.*' 

Home's  Douglas, 

Prince  Louis  continued  indefatigable  in  his 
endeavours  to  discover  the  spot  where  his  sister 
Amalia  had  been  concealed ;  but  in  a  oountiy  so 
extensive,  and  abounding  at  that  period  with 
almost  interminable  woods,  it  was  a  matter  of  no 
surprize  that  neither  he,  nor  those  whom  he  em- 
ployed, chanced  to  find  the  solitary  cottage.  At 
the  same  time,  Robert's  secret  being  in  the 
keeping  of  three  persons,  whose  very  lives  hung 
on  his  breath,  there  appeared  little  probability 
that  any  elucidation  of  the  mystery  would  take 
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place.  Yet  as  far  as  regarded  Courtenay,  and 
the  popular  opinion,  no  mystery  seemed  to  exist. 
Again  be  had  been  placed  before  the  barons  and 
knights;  and  again  the  question  had  been 
patiently  investigated.  Astute  lawyers,  also, 
pleaded  the  cause  of  the  prisoner ;  but  nothing 
could  overthrow  the  evidence  of  the  Count  of 
Aix,  and  the  Woodman,  which,  considered  in 
connexion  with  the  Englishman's  well-known 
partiality  for  Amalta,  and  his  fruitless  love-suit, 
was  all  powerful  in  deciding  the  case.  The 
Neapolitan  and  Proven9al  Nobles,  therefore, 
without  a  dissenting  voice,  pronounced  Courtenay 
guilty;  and  such  was  the  unparalleled  daring 
of  an  act  which  amounted  to  treason  of  a  heinous 
description,  the  victim  being  a  scion  of  a  royal 
house,  that  no  milder  punishment  than  death 
could  be  awarded  the  offender. 

When  the  decision  of  the  nobles  was  commu- 
nicated  to  Queen  Joanna,  she  was  greatly 
distressed.  Her  husband  and  herself  proposed 
that  the  sentence  of  death  should  be  commute^ 

voih  in.  I 
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to  some  less  terrible  punishment ;  but  it  was 
subsequently  represented  to  them,  that  notwith- 
standing the  power  which  they  possessed  of 
extending  mercy  to  culprits  in  general,  since  the 
unfortunate  lady  was  a  member  of  their  own 
family,  it  was  absolutely  necessary  that  popular 
indignation  should  be  satisfied,  and  justice  take 
its  course.  Joanna  and  Louis,  therefore,  aftei 
a  severe  struggle,  yielded  to  the  advice  of  their 
counsellors,  and  Walter  Courtenay  was  to  suffer 
death  on  the  scaffold. 

And  how,  when  the  Englishman's  doom  was 
known,  did  his  faithful  men,  the  shattered  remains 
of  his  gallant  band,  conduct  themselves  ?  they 
entertained  little  doubt  but  their  leader  had  been 
privy  to  the  abduction  of  the  lady  Amalia ;  yet 
which  of  their  number  had  assisted  him  in  his 
designs,  since  every  one  denied  participation  in 
the  affair,  it  was  impossible  for  them  to  deter- 
mine. All,  however,  agreed  so  far,  that,  whether 
his  act  was  one  of  excusable  gallantry,  or  whe- 
ther it  were  treason,  it  devolved  on  them  as  an 
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undoubted  duty,  to  rescue  him  from  his  impending 
fate. 

These  bold  spirits,  about  seventy  in  number, 
held  a  consultation  in  the  suburbs  of  the  city. 
Opinions  were  anxiously  exchanged,  and  divers 
plaos  proposed  for  eifecting  an  entrance  into 
Ck>urtenay's  prison,  and  setting  him  at  liberty. 
At  length  it  was  resolved  that,  under  cover  of 
night,  they  should  proceed  in  a  body  to  Prince 
Louis's  palace,  disarm  the  guard,  and,  with 
sledge  hammers,  burst  open  the  iron-bound  doors 
which  led  to  the  subterranean  dungeon. 

In  carrying  this  bold,  but  too  hastily  formed 
project  into  execution,  the  worthy  fellows  only 
subjected  themselves  to  disappointment  and 
defeat  It  is  true,  they  quickly  overpowered  the 
palace*guard,  but  they  had  not  calculated  on  the 
vicinity  of  a  strong  body  of  Papal  troops.  Ere 
they  could  force  the  massy  doors,  alarm  had 
spread  far  and  wide ;  troops  from  all  quarters 
poured  to  the  spot,  and  they  were  speedily 
surrounded,  and  attacked  by  a  vast  multitude. 

i2 
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The  brave  men  long  defended  themselves,  and 
several  of  the  Pontiff's  soldiers  fell ;  but  fiDding 
the  execution  of  their  design  was  utterly  impos- 
sible, and  unwilling  wantonly  to  shed  the  blood 
of  those  whom,  hitherto,  they  had  considered 
their  friends,  the  Englishmen  now  sheathed  their 
swords.  Yet  this  generosity  and  forbearance 
proved  fatal  to  their  liberty.  They  expected 
permission  to  retire  without  further  molestation : 
but  when  it  was  known  that  many  of  the  Pro- 
ven9als  had  been  slain,  the  mass  of  the  troops, 
in  a  transport  of  rage,  rushed  upon  the  little 
company.  The  Adventurers  had  no .  time  to 
rally ;  each  man  was  cut  off  and  separated  from 
his  fellow ;  and  in  a  brief  time,  all  were  captured, 
bound,  and  dragged  aviray  to  the  different  prisons 
within  the  city  of  Avignon. 


173 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

THE  PALACE. 


She  knelt  and  railed  her  radiant  eye. 

Her  white  handa  folded  on  her  hreaat: 
Pore  as  mom's  first  ambrosial  sigh, 

Or  like  the  gentle  sounds  which  rest 
So  soft,  so  sweet  in  memory's  cell, 

Murmured  by  those  we  once  loved  well ; 
Arose  that  prayer,  while  angels  caught, 

And  bore  to  HeaTen  each  whispered  thought. 

MS. 

In  many  of  the  mansions  of  olden  times,  a  small 
apartment  was  peculiarly  set  aside  for  devotional 
purposes.  Although  this  room  could  not  be 
dignified  with  the  name  of  a  chapel,  an  altar  was 
sometimes  erected  there ;  and  in  cases  of  sickness, 
or  whenever  it  might  be  the  will  of  the  resident^!, 
a  priest  performed  ecclesiastical  duties. 
The  lamp  was  dimly  illumining  an  apartment 
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The  brave  men  long  defended  themselves,  and 
several  of  the  Pontiff's  soldiers  fell ;  but  finding 
the  execution  of  their  design  was  utterly  impos- 
sible, and  unwilling  wantonly  to  shed  the  blood 
of  those  whom,  hitherto,  they  had  considered 
their  friends,  the  Englishmen  now  sheathed  their 
swords.  Yet  this  generosity  and  forbearance 
proved  fatal  to  their  liberty.  They  expected 
permission  to  retire  without  further  molestation; 
but  when  it  was  known  that  many  of  the  Pro- 
ven9als  had  been  slain,  the  mass  of  the  troops, 
in  a  transport  of  rage,  rushed  upon  the  Uttle 
company.  The  Adventurers  had  no .  time  to 
rally ;  each  man  was  cut  off  and  separated  firom 
his  fellow ;  and  in  a  brief  time,  all  were  captoied, 
bound,  and  dragged  away  to  the  different  prisons 
within  the  city  of  Avignon. 
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THB  PALACB. 

She  knelt  and  imiMd  hflr  ndiaiit  efe, 

Hflr  white  huds  folded  on  her 
Pufe  es  nioni's  fint  uumMnl  flfn* 

Or  like  the  gentle  aoonds  which  leit 
So  Boft,  90  iweet  inuwmm/'icefl, 

Mnnnored  bj  thooe  we  onee  lartd 
Aroee  that  prajer,  while  ang^  cangfatp 

And  boie  to  Henren  eadi 
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The  brave  men  long  defended  themselves,  and 
several  of  the  Pontiff's  soldiers  fell ;  but  finding 
the  execution  of  their  design  was  utterly  impos- 
sible, and  unwilling  wantonly  to  shed  the  blood 
of  those  whom,  hitherto,  they  had  considered 
their  friends,  the  Englishmen  now  sheathed  their 
swords.  Yet  this  generosity  and  forbearance 
proved  fatal  to  their  liberty.  They  expected 
permission  to  retire  without  further  molestation; 
but  when  it  was  known  that  many  of  the  Pro- 
venfals  had  been  slain,  the  mass  of  the  troops, 
in  a  transport  of  rage,  rushed  upon  the  little 
company.  The  Adventurers  had  no .  time  to 
rally ;  each  man  was  cut  off  and  separated  fiforo 
his  fellow ;  and  in  a  brief  time,  all  were  captured, 
bound,  and  dragged  away  to  the  different  prisons 
within  the  city  of  Avignon. 
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THB  PALACB. 

Sbe  knelt  and  imiMd  hflr  ittdiant  eye. 

Her  white  hands  folded  on  her  hreaat: 
Pore  as  motn's  first  ambrosial  sigh. 

Or  Hke  the  gentle  sounds  which  rest 
So  soft,  so  sweet  in  memorT's  cell, 

Mnrmnred  bj  those  we  once  loved  well ; 
Arose  that  prajer,  while  angels  caught, 

And  bore  to  HeaTen  each  whispered  thought. 

MS. 

In  many  of  the  mansions  of  olden  times,  a  small 
apartment  was  peculiarly  set  aside  for  devotional 
purposes.  Although  this  room  could  not  be 
dignified  with  the  name  of  a  chapel,  an  altar  was 
sometimes  erected  there ;  and  in  cases  of  sickness, 
or  whenever  it  might  be  the  will  of  the  residents, 
a  priest  performed  ecclesiastical  duties. 
The  lamp  was  dimly  illumining  an  apartment 
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The  brave  men  long  defended  themselves,  and 
several  of  the  PontifiTs  soldiers  fell ;  bat  finding 
the  execution  of  their  design  was  utterly  impos- 
sible, and  unwilling  wantonly  to  shed  the  blood 
of  those  whom,  hitherto,  they  had  considered 
their  friends,  the  Englishmen  now  sheathed  dieir 
swords.  Yet  this  generosity  and  forbeannce 
proved  fatal  to  their  liberty.  They  expected 
permission  to  retire  without  further  molestatioD ; 
but  when  it  Mras  known  that  many  of  the  Pro- 
venfals  had  been  slain,  the  mass  of  the  troops, 
in  a  transport  of  rage,  rushed  upon  the  little 
company.  The  Adventurers  had  no .  time  to 
rally ;  each  man  was  cut  off  and  separated  firom 
his  fellow ;  and  in  a  brief  time,  all  were  captured, 
bound,  and  dragged  away  to  the  different  prisons 
within  the  city  of  Avignon. 
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THE  PALACE. 

She  knelt  and  raised  her  radiant  eye. 

Her  white  hands  folded  on  her  breast: 
Pure  as  mom's  first  ambrosial  sigh. 

Or  like  the  gentle  sounds  which  rest 
So  soft,  so  sweet  in  memory's  cell, 

Mnrmnred  hj  those  we  once  loved  well ; 
Arose  that  prajer,  while  angels  caught, 

And  bore  to  Heayen  each  whispered  thought. 

MS. 

In  many  of  the  mansions  of  olden  times^  a  small 
apartment  was  peculiarly  set  aside  for  devotional 
purposes.  Although  this  room  could  not  be 
dignified  with  the  name  of  a  chapel,  an  altar  was 
sometimes  erected  there ;  and  in  cases  of  sickness, 
or  whenever  it  might  be  the  will  of  the  residents, 
a  priest  performed,  ecclesiastical  duties. 
The  lamp  was  dimly  illumining  an  apartment 
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of  this  description  in  Louis's  palace ;  the  image 
of  many  a  saint,  whose  names  and  acts  of  holiness 

■ 

are  now  forgotten,  stood  on  slender  pedest&Is 
around.  The  veil  of  silk,  which  usually  con- 
cealed the  little  altar,  was  drawn  aside ;  and 
on  it  were  seen  the  tall  silver  cross,  and  the 
Virgin  mother  breathing  her  beauty  and  meekness 
in  stone.  No  priest  officiated,  but  two  figures 
appeared  there  in  an  attitude  of  deep  devotion. 
A  profusion  of  golden  locks  flowed  over  the 
bosom  of  the  female ;  her  alabaster  hands  were 
clasped,  and  her  eyes,  soft  as  the  dove's,  yet 
full  of  holy  passionate  feelings  were  raised  to 
Heaven.  The  man  was  attired,  not  in  the 
extravagant  fashion  of  the  day,  but  with  simple 
elegance ;  in  one  hand  he  held  a  missal,  while 
his  right  arm  was  passed  around  the  neck  of  the 
lady  by  his  side.  He  repeated  in  solemn  accents 
a  portion  of  the  Roman  service.  Perhaps  there 
is  no  sight  more  interesting  than  that  of  a  hus- 
band and  wife  mingling  their  devotions,  and 
breathing  their  petitions  to  Heaven ;  one  wish, 
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one  hope,  one  soul  their  own ;  and  if  they  are 
sincere,  surely  the  incense  of  their  private  prayer 
shall  arise  to  God  as  acceptable,  and  as  certain 
of  an  answer,  as  the  echoes  of  the  loudest  sup- 
plication that  ever  rang  from  the  churchman's 
pulpit,  in  the  ears  of  awe-struck  thousands* 

The  Cardinals  were  to  be  assembled  on  the 
morrow.  Another  night,  and  the  devout  pair  at 
that  altar  would  be  proclaimed  to  the  world 
innocent,  and  worthy  of  a  kingdom,  or  their 
names  would  be  blackened  for  ever,  and  their 
lives  probably  forfeited* 

They  felt  the  high  importance  of  preparation, 
and  that  they  stood  on  the  threshold  of  their  fate ; 
yet  they  were  calm,  for  they  confided  in  Heaven. 
Some  natural  tremors  however,  at  times,  agitated 
their  bosoms,  and  a  sickening  chill  came  over 
them,  at  the  thought  that  their  enemies  might 
prevail,  and  that  eternal  ignominy  might  be  their 
doom. 

Louis  closed  the  missal,  and  breathed  a  short 
but  fervent  prayer  to  Him  who  overrules  the 
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'  destinies  of  men,  and  in  whose  hands  are  the 
gifts  of  kingdoms ;  who  sometimes  suffers  the 
virtuous  to  be  pronounced  evil,  and  for  inscrutable 
but  wise  purposes,  heaps  calamities  on  those 
whom  he  loves. 

Joanna  never  felt  such  affection  for  her  hus- 
band as  at  that  hour;  never  before  had  she 
beheld  him  so  fervent,  so  devout :  it  seemed  as 
though  religion  bound  him  doubly  dose  to  her 
heart ;  and  when  his  supplication  was  concluded, 
and  they  arose,  and  had  kissed  the  silver  crucifix 
on  the  altar,  she  fell  upon  his  neck,  and  gave 
vent  to  her  varied  feelings  in  a  gush  of  tears. 

They  retired  and  seated  themselves;  but 
Louis  and  Joanna  now  banished  thoughts  of 
their  own  approaching  fate,  to  meditate  upon 
that  of  another.  No  circumstance  had  transpired 
calculated  to  raise  a  doubt  of  the  criminality  of 
Courtenay ;  indeed  the  scene  grew  darker  around 
him,  for  now,  in  addition  to  the  abduction  of 
Amalia,  there  appeared  grounds  for  believing 
that  the  English  troopers,  hearing  of  their  leader's 
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condemnatioii^  in  order  to  avoid  full  detection, 
had  murdered  the  unhappy  lady. 

Joanna  addressed  Louis  in  a  voice  tremulous 
with  emotion : 

**  You  think,  then,  no  mercy  can  be  extended 
to  Courtenay ;  and  that  even  if  he  confess  his 
atrocious  deed,  repentance  now  cannot  avail 
him.'* 

Louis  sighed  deeply — "  You  know  my  secret 
wish,  Joanna ;  I  would  have  saved  him  from 
death ;  but  the  voice  of  the  barons,  as  well  as 
the  counsel  of  the  Pope,  forbid  such  clemency 
on  our  parts — Courtenay  must  die !'' 

"  Will  they  put  him  to  the  question  ?  will  they 
place  him  on  the  rack  ?'* 

"  No,  that  would  be  needless  torment,  for  I 
am  well  aware  that,  from  a  man  so  indomitable 
in  soul  as  he,  torture  would  extract  nothing." 

"  And  when,"  asked  Joanna  mournfully,  "  is 
he  to  die  7" 

'*  Our  courtiers  blame  me  for  allowing  him 
to  live  so  long ;  yet  have  I  protracted  the  date 

i3 
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of  his  existence  from  a  latent  hope  that  his 
innocence  might  yet  appear.  On  the  day  suc- 
ceeding our  trialy  Courtenay,  by  the  appoiBtment 
of  the  Barons,  is  to  sulSer  the  punishment  due 
to  his  crime.  Whether  we  be  acquitted,  or 
condemned,  the  authorities  in  Ayignon  will  see 
the  sentence  of  the  law  executed  upon  him. 
Yet  I  would  behold  him  once  more ;  I  would 
take  leave  of  the  man  who,  villain  though  be  he, 
has  a  claim  upon  my  gratitude;  yes,  I  will  this 
hour  visit  him  in  his  dungeon." 

"  But  taunt  him  not;  render  not  his  last 
moments  fruitlessly  bitter — remember  he  saved 
my  life." 

"  That  consideration,  Joanna,  disanns  even 
the  just  vengeance  of  an  injured  brother." 
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<*  Adiea,  bold  Chieftain !  tide  bj  side, 
We  oft  haye  ttemmed  the  battle'i  tide ; 

Yet  justice  bids  thee  die. 
Despite  thy  crime,  thou  wanior  bnive ! 
I'll  think  of  thee  wh  en  in  the  grave. 

With  man  J  a  tear  and  sigh." 

Thb  apartment,  or  rather  cell,  in  which  Cour- 
tenay  was  confined,  had  been  cut  out  of  the 
solid  rock,  which  formed  the  foundation  of  the 
castellated  mansion  above.  An  aperture  in  the 
roof  admitted  air,  but  no  light;  an  antique  lamp, 
hanging  by  a  rusty  chain,  served  in  some  degree 
to  dissipate  the  darkness.  A  chair,  and  an 
oaken  table  blackened  and  decayed  by  time, 
comprehended  the  entire  furniture  of  the  place ; 
while    dried    rushes,    heaped   in    one    corner, 
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formed  a  hard^  but  not  altogether  a  oomfbrtless 
bed. 

It  has  been  stated  that  an  innocent  person 
condemned  to  die,  will  experience  less  mental 
^S^^Yf  ^Q  ^^  ^bo  ^  g^lty :  true,  the  former 
has  a  quiet  conscience,  and  an  inward  satisfaction 
to  support  him ;  but  then  comes  the  withering 
reflection  that  men  believe  him  the  felon  which 
erring  judges  have  declared  him  to  be ;  that  his 
memory  will  be  branded,  when  it  ought  to  be 
held,  perhaps,  in  honour  and  esteem.  Indeed, 
it  may  not  be  too  much  to  say  that  if  he  look  no 
further  than  the  present  world,  he  will  almost 
wish  that  he  had  really  committed  the  crimes 
attributed  to  him,  in  order  to  merit  the  indig* 
nities  and  sufferings  which  are  heaped  so  unjustly 
upon  him. 

Courtenay,  with  folded  arms,  was  slowly 
pacing  his  narrow  abode ;  his  air  was  calm  and 
proud,  though  at  times  his  cheek  turned  white, 
and  his  trame  shivered,  as  he  yielded  to  a  fearfiil 
thought,  or  an  agonizing  feeling.   Now  he  wouM 
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Stop  suddenly,  and  mutter  to  himself;  then  for- 
getting his  serener  deportment,  he  would  stamp 
as  in  wrath,  and  feel  for  the  hilt  of  the  sword 
which  he  no  longer  wore. 

"  Oh!  God!"  he  exclaimed,  *'  what  have  I 
done  to  merit  this  1  if  justice  be  one  of  thine 
attributes,  reveal  the  truth  unto  men. — Who  is 
he  ?  who  is  the  wretch  that  hath  conspired  against 
me  ?  would  he  were  here  that  I  might  send  the 
steel  to  his  dastardly  heart! — ah!  I  have  no 
weapon — then,  then,  that  I  might  tear  him  to 
pieces !" 

His  features  worked ;  his  eyes  glared ;  his 
hands  were  clenched;  and  for  a  minute  he 
exhibited  the  wild  demeanour  of  an  infuriated 
maniac. 

"  My  son  !  my  son !"  exclaimed  a  voice,  mild 
and  impressive,  for  the  prisoner  was  not  alone ; 
one  of  those  benevolent  men,  whose  delight  is 
to  minister  to  the  afflicted,  and  offer  salvation  to 
the  reprobate  in  the  hour  of  their  penitence  or 
remorse,  had  gained  admittance  to  Courtenay*8 
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cell.  The  aged  priest  sat  at  the  table ;  a  breviary 
was  spread  before  him ;  his  hands  were  raised 
in  a  supplicating  manner,  and  his  silver  beard, 
on  which  the  lamp-beams  faintly  streamed,  fell 
on  the  book. 

"  My  son !  my  son !"  he  cried,  '*  earthly  pas- 
sions will  avail  thee  nothing.  Calm  thy  troubled 
spirit,  and  prepare  to  meet  thy  awful  doom. 
Death  is  a  fearful  enemy,  and  not  to  be  grappled 
with  as  ye  may  struggle  against  an  human 
adversary.  How  insignificant  are  the  posses- 
sions, the  honours  of  this  world,  compared  with 
an  eternity  of  felicity  or  woe  !  yet  despair  not ; 
heinous  as  thy  crime  may  be,  if  thou  art  penitent, 
Heaven  will  not  withhold  its  forgiveness. 
Come,  my  son,  kneel  at  my  feet,  and  I  will  pray 
for  thee." 

Courtenay  took  no  heed  of  the  devout  Father, 
but  turned  impatiently  away,  and  leant  against 
the  side  of  his  cell. 

"  And  what  is  her  fate  I''  he  munDured; 
"  selfish  that  I  am,  to  lament  my  own  lot,  when 
hers  is  so  dreadful !" 
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"  My  son !  why  art  thoudeaf  to  my  entreaties  ?'* 
pursued  the  Father ;  "  why  dost  thou  not  give 
thy  attention  to  holy  things  1  I  have  no  desire 
to  speak  of  thy  crime,  or  to  argue  whether  thou 
be  guilty  or  innocent ;  my  office  is  to  prepare 
thy  soul  for  the  great  cliange  about  to  take  place, 
for  the  authorities,  I  understand,  have  appointed 
the  day  even  that  follows  the  morrow,  for  thy 
execution." 

*'  God's  will  be  done  1"  exclaimed  Courtenay 
approaching  the  Priest,  and  kneeling  at  his  feet. 
The  fatal  announcement  seemed  to  restore  him 
to  his  habitual  serenity.  A  smile  not  of  reck- 
lessness, or  hardihood,  but  expressing  amicable 
feeling,  and  mournful  resignation,  played  on  his 
lip ;  he  stooped  his  head  on  the  old  man's  knees, 
and  the  latter  commenced  a  fervent  prayer. 

A  sudden  unbolting  of  the  dungeon  door  dis- 
turbed them  at  their  devotions.  The  gaoler  en- 
tered, and  acquainted  the  holy  Father  that  he 
most  retire  for  a  short  time,  since  another  per- 
son demanded  an  interview  with  the  prisoner. 
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Courtenay  marvelled  who  the  intruder  might  be, 
but  he  was  not  kept  long  in  suspense — ^Prince 
Louis  stood  before  him. 

At  another  time,  had  he  met  the  consort  of 
the  Queen  of  Naples,  the  Englishman  would 
have  bent  his  knee;  but  his  present  situation 
forbade  his  shewing  that  token  of  fealty  aiui 
respect,  lest  it  should  appear,  in  the  slightest 
degree,  that  he  soothed  the  pride  of  royalty  tram 
a  hope  of  obtaining  mere}'.  He  felt  that  Louis 
honoured  him  by  this  visit ;  he  would  not,  how- 
ever, express  the  sentiment,  but  stood  erect, 
calmly  and  silently  meeting  the  glance  of  the 
Prince,  who,  of  the  two,  was  the  more  agitated. 

The  keeper  of  the  prison  had  withdrawn,  and 
closed  the  door :  the  lamp  threw  its  pallid  light 
upon  the  two  motionless  figures ;  and  no  sound 
was  heard  except  the  deep  murmur  of  the 
Rhone,  as  its  rapid  waves  rushed  past  the  mas- 
sive walls. 

"  Soldier  of  England !"  said  Louis,  endea- 
vouring to  conceal  his  emotion,    and   gazing 
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arouDd ;  "  this  indeed  for  thee  is  a  melancholy 
habitation  !  would  to  heaven  that,  instead  there- 
of, thou  didst  occupy  a  palace  I** 

"  Yet  this  dungeon/'  observed  Courtenay  in 
bitter  irony,  "  with  a  spider  for  my  companion; 
with  a  bundle  of  rushes  for  my  couch,  and  yon- 
der  lamp  to  light  me  in  my  lonely  perambula- 
tions, surpasses  the  deserts  of  one  who  hath 
oommitted  such  an  enormous  crime.'' 

"  I  come  not,**  said  Louis  mildly,  ^  to  im- 
press upon  thee  the  perfidy  of  thy  conduct ;  it 
is  enough  for  me  to  reflect  on  thy  present  situa- 
tion, without  augmenting  its  grievousness  by 
fruitless  upbraidings.  No,  Courtenay !  thou 
who  hast  rendered  so  many  services  to  me  and 
mine,  I  would  not  part  with  thee  in  wrath;  I 
would  convince  thee,  now  thou  art  about  to 
atone  for  a  crime  committed  under  the  influence 
of  a  criminal  passion,  that  I  can  be  calm,  though 
I  may  not  forgive.  I  would  know  if  thou  hast 
any  commission  which  I  can  execute  for  thee  in 
this  world,  and  then  take  leave  of  thee  for 
ever !'" 
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As  the  speaker  concluded,  the  sternness  of 
Courtenay's  demeanour  passed  away,  for  the 
kindness  of  Louis  affected  him. 

"  I  thank  thee  !  I  thank  thee  !'*  he  cried ; 
"  now  would  it  were  in  ray  power  to  convince 
thee  that  I  am  not  the  guilty  roan  thou  dost 
imagine  me  1  but  as  hitherto  my  efforts  have 
failed,  I  must  be  silent  now.  Yet  do  I  believe 
that  you  act  in  strict  conformity  with  your 
imagined  duty ;  my  blood,  therefore,  will  not 
be  upon  your  head.  Touching  your  kind  offer  to 
perform  aught  for  me  ailer  my  decease,  I  have 
little  wherewith  to  trouble  you.  My  lineage, 
as  I  have  informed  you  before,  is  wrapped  in 
obscurity;  no  father,  no  brother,  no  relative 
have  I,  unto  whom  I  might  send  a  last  fare- 
well.''— A  tear  rolled  down  the  soldier's  cheek, 
and  with  difficulty  he  continued :  "  kind  Prince, 
the  possessions  which  I  hold  in  Florence,  be- 
stowed upon  me  by  that  republic  for  some  ser- 
vices which  I  rendered  them  in  their  war  with 
Milan,  I  bequeath  to  the  remnant  of  my  faithful 
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followers;  this  paper  directs  that  the  money 
proceeding  from  the  sale  of  the  fief,  be  equally 
divided  among  them ;  and  now  inform  me  what 
punishment  has  been  awarded  them  for  their 
late  ill-advised  attack  upon  your  palace." 

Louis  did  not  immediately  answer,  being  im- 
willing  to  advert  to  the  matter ;  but  the  question 
having  been  repeated,  he  informed  the  English* 
man  that  the  magistrates  of  Avignon  considered 
it  their  duty  to  hold  the  men  prisoners;  but 
he  would  pledge  his  word  that  the  gallant  fel- 
lows should  be  set  at  liberty,  immediately  after 
their  leader's  death. 

His  features  flushing  with  sudden  emotion, 
Courtenay  now  approached  Louis.  He  was  de- 
sirous of  addressing  him  on  a  subject  to  which 
he  had  not  yet  alluded ;  and  he  gazed  around, 
as  if  fearful  that  his  voice  might  penetrate  the 
massive  walls : 

"  It  has  been  whispered  even  in  my  cell,"  he 
said  in  a  low  and  hesitating  tone,  "  that — that 
your  sister — "  he  was  again  silent ;  each  gazed 
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fixedly  upon  the  other,  and  Louis's  countenance, 
at  the  unexpected  allusion,  grew  dark  and  me- 
nacing ;  but  Courtenay  proceeded — "  that  your 
sister  has  been  murdered  by  the  very  villains 
who  bore  her  away — Oh!  assure  me  that  the 
horrible  rumour  is  false  !" 

Louis  forgot  himself  in  the  indignation  which 
swelled  his  heart,  and  seemed  to  fill  his  veins 
with  fire;  he  drew  back,  knitting  his  brows, 
and  raising  his  hand : 

"  Ha !  who  art  thou  that  speakest  thus  7  wilt 
thou  play  the  hypocrite  even  on  the  verge  of  the 
grave  ? — the  villains,  forsooth,  who  bore  her 
away  ? — by  the  Lord  above !  does  not  the  blacker 
villain  who  employed  them  stand  before  me  T' 

Courtenay*s  blood  mounted  to  his  temples; 
never  before  had  one  called  him  by  that  name 
and  lived  :.^-a  villain  1  the  word  stirred  the 
wildest  passions  of  his  nature :  honour,  whose 
mirror  had  not  been  breathed  upon  fit>m  his 
boyhood,  was  it  thus,  in  his  very  face  as  it  were, 
to  be  foully  blackened  ?—  In  the  madness  of  a 
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wounded  ^piriti  the  weaponless  man  would  have 
sprung  upon  his  defamer;  but  recollecting  his 
situation,  and  the  belief  which  Louis  eiiter* 
tainedy  he  curbed  the  stragglings  of  passion  as 
well  as  he  was  able :  he  bowed  his  iace  on  his 
bands,  and  groaned  bitterly—"  would  that  my 
liYing  ears  had  been  spared  this  !  and  yet  I  do 
seem  unto  thee  this  foul  thing — I  seem  unto  the^ 
a  villain !" 

"  Courtenay,"  said  Louis,  "  I  intended  not 
wantonly  to  give  thee  pain;  pardon  me  my 
hasty  expression.  Honour  is  a  radiant  Goddess, 
and  better  even  /eiffti  to  defend  and  worship 
her,  than  to  despise,  and  trample  on  her  image 
in  the  face  of  men." 

'^  Feigrn  to  worship  her !  feign !"  muttered 
Courienay ;  "  well  ^  Prince  Louis,  think  as  thou 
wilt,  but  spare  me  further  observations  on  a 
subject  fraught  with  bitterness  to  thyself  and 
firuitless  agony  to  me." 

And  Louis  was  obedient,  for  he  felt  assured 
that  the  very  desire  of  appearing  honourable, 
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prevented  Courtenay  from  confessing  that  be 
had  robbed  him  of  his  sister.  So  far,  perhaps, 
he  did  not  take  a  wrong  view  of  the  Englishman's 
principles ;  for  had  the  latter  really  been  guilty, 
it  is  probable  he  would  have  preferred  death  to 
the  acknowledgement  of  deeds  calculated  to 
throw  an  indelible  stain  upon  the  high  cha* 
racter  which  he  had,  hitherto,  sustained  in  the 
world. 

They  stood  for  a  short  time  in  silence,  and  it 
seemed  as  if  little  more  remained  to  be  said  by 
either.  One  was  too  proud  to  state  all  that  he 
might  have  urged  in  his  defence ;  and  even  if  be 
had  done  so,  the  other  would  not  have  been  con- 
vinced  of  his  innocence. 

Louis,  with  a  thoughtful,  and  distressed  air, 
paced  the  stone  cell,  now  fijung  his  eyes  on  the 
ground,  and  then  stealing  a  sorrowful  glance  at 
the  doomed  Englishman. 

"  Thou  hast  nothing  further,  then,  which  I 
can  do  for  thee — ^no  token,  no  word  of  remem- 
brance— ^no  farewell." 
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"  Yes,  I  have  one  request  more — if—- if  sbebe 
indeed  alive — she  whom  I  presumptuously, 
madly  loved ;  when  she  shall  have  been  restored 
to  thee,  and  thou  wilt  discover,  too  late,  that 
though  a  lowly,  I  am  an  honourable  man,  tell  her 
not  to  lament  my  fate,  or  to  upbraid  thee  for  what 
thou  hast  done ;  but  let  her  forgive  thee  who  hast 
condemned  the  innocent  only  though  error — for- 
give thee  as  freely,  as  fully  as  the  victim  doth 
himself." 

"  This,  too,"  continued  Courtenay,  drawing 
from  his  bosom  an  embroidered  scarf,  "  which  I 
have  worn  so  often  in  the  battle-field;  which 
has  waved  like  a  talisman  on  my  helmet,  when 
many  a  loftier  crest  has  been  struck  to  earth ; 
this  restore  to  the  .high  and  gifted  being  who 
gave  it  unto  me.  Queen  Joanna  will  remember 
it,  and,  perhaps,  in  after  years,  she  may  breathe 
a  sigh  of  regret  over  the  dust  of  one  who  would 
have  shed  his  blood  for  her  cause,  and  thine." 

Louis  was  deeply  affected;    he  recollected 
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the  history  of  that  scarf;  it  had  been  presented 
to  the  soldier  by  Joanna  when  at  Bais,  as  a 
token  of  gratitude  to  him  for  an  eminent  serrice 
rendered  to  herself  and  Court  Stung  with  the 
bitterest  sorrow^  he  received  the  pledge  of  ho- 
nour from  the  hands  of  Courtenay;  his  words 
were  almost  inaudible,  and  he  turned  away  his 
face,  ashamed  to  betray  his  emotion. 

'*  Courtenay,  thou  shalt — ^thou  shalt— Oh, 
never  before  was  I  unmanned  like  this !-— thoa 
shalt  suffer  no  indignity,  or  insult,  that  might 
chafe  thy  proud  spirit  at  the  last  hour. — ^When 
it  is  over,  where  dost  thou  wish — * 

*•  To  be  buried — ^let  me  rest  in  the  little 
cemetery  adjoining  the  Convent  of  White  Fri- 
ars, in  the  suburbs  of  Avignon.*' 

"  Thy  desire  shall  be  attended  to  :  and  now, 
my  former  companion  in  war,  my  deadly  foe, 
and  yet  my  friend,  whose  punishment  is  so 
severe,  although  merited,  in  this  world  we  ex- 
change but  one  word  more." 
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Louis  approached  the  soldier ;  he  grasped  his 
hand ;  *'  &rewell !"  he  faltered,  a  tear  on  his 
manly  cheek—''  Farewell!  Courtenay,  for 
ever !» 
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THB     JUDOMENT-HALL. 

**  Lo  !  where  ihe  comes  in  robes  of  beaaty  dight. 
With  locks  of  gold,  and  ejes  of  liquid  light; 
Fair  as  the  mom,  and  sweetly-meek  as  eve; 
Oh !  the  foul  tale  my  heart  will  ne'er  believe.' 


*» 


Morning  dawned  softly  and  brightly  over  the 
fair  city  of  Avignon ;  the  Rhone  glided  oo  in 
light,  and  the  breeze  wafted  odours  froai  the 
suburban  gardens*  No  unwonted  appearances 
ushered  in  the  important  day  which  was  to 
decide  the  fate  of  a  Prince  and  Queen.  The 
pride  of  man  has  sometimes  led  him  to  conceive 
that  the  elements  sympathize  with  human  afiairs; 
poetical  fancy  reads  in  the  lowering  cloud  the 
omen  of  direful  events^  and  hears  in  the  wailing 
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breeze,  the  notes  of  approaching  sorrow ;  but  the 
delusion  vanishes  before  the  wand  of  philosophy, 
which  declares  that  no  link  exists  between  the 
concerns  of  mortals,  andthespirit  of  the  elements; 
nature  will  wear  gloom  on  her  brow,  when  we 
are  most  prosperous  and  happy ;  and  she  will 
smile  in  the  softness  of  beauty,  when  human 
dwellings  are  saddened  with  lamentations  and 
tears. 

At  an  early  hour,  groups  of  citizens,  in  the 
principal  streets,  were  seen  conversing  eagerly 
together;  foreigners,  too,  fluttered  here  and  there 
in  their  motley,  or  brilliant  costumes.  From  the 
lowest  artisan,  who  considered  it  a  holiday, 
laying  aside  his  apron,  and  his  hammer,  to  the 
high-bom  noble,  dashing  along  on  his  foaming 
steed,  an  intense  interest  seemed  to  pervade 
every  bosom.  Each  man,  also,  had  his  opinion 
relative  to  the  probable  issue  of  the  trial ;  and 
sums  that  varied  from  a  sol  and  livre,  up  to  the 
price  of  an  earldom,  were  staked  on  the  question. 
In  truth,  the  emissaries  of  the  King  of  Hungaty 
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had  been  so  inde&tigable  in  their  exertions  to 
poison  the  public  mind,  that  the  two  contending 
parties,  so  fiu*  as  respected  numbers,  were,  to  all 
appearance,  equally  balanced. 

The  street  leading  to  the  Pontifical  palace, 
was  lined  by  Roman  guards,  cased  in  resplendent 
armour;  and  through  this  lane  of  steel,  the  cha- 
riots of  the  cardinals,  bishops,  and  nobles,  were 
rapidly  advancing.  But  without  further  pre- 
amble, we  shall  introduce  our  readers  into  the 
great  hall  where  the  Consistory  was  to  be  holden. 
The  room,  designed  and  built  since  the  Papal 
chair  had  been  transported  from  Rome  to  Ayig- 
non,  was  hung  for  the  occasion  with  superb 
tapestry,  which  had  been  manufactured  in  the 
looms  of  Lyon.  On  the  ceiling  was  depicted 
a  master-piece  of  Giotto,  the  most  renowned 
painter  of  the  age ;  the  drawing  was  in  fresoo, 
and  represented  an  immense  angel,  being  the 
spirit  of  St  Peter  delivering  the  keys  of  Heaven 
and  Hell  to  the  first  Pope.  Benches  richly 
gilt,  raised  upon  pilasters  of  yellow  marble,  and 
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drawn  into  the  form  of  a  half  moon,  occupied 
the  body  of  the  hall ;  and  here  sat  the  cardinals, 
finreign  ambassadors,  prelates,  and  nobles. 

At  the  head  of  the  august  room,  beneath  a 
canopy  of  crimson  Telvet  surmounted  with  the 
orb  and  cross,  was  discovered  the  Papal  chair ; 
it  resembled,  however,  a  throne,  the  magnificence 
of  which  was  suited  to  the  divan  of  an  Eastern 
Emperor,  rather  than  the  judgment-hall  of  one  of 
the  successors  of  St.  Peter,  who  in  their  humility 
are  wont  to  style  themselves  ^  the  servants  of 
*the  servants  of  the  Lord."  High  ihereon,  in  a 
milk  white  stole  bordered  with  silver  lace,  sat 
Clement  the  Sixth ;  in  his  hand  was  a  slender 
rod  of  gold,  intended  to  represent  the  pastoral 
crook ;  for  the  Pope  is  the  good  shepherd,  and 
his  flock  the  Christian  world.  The  tiara,  or 
triple  crown,  assumed  only  on  extraordinary 
occasions,  adorned  his  head ;  it  was  composed 
of  three  circlets  rising  one  above  the  other,  and 
resplendent  with  gold  and  precious  stones. 
Clement*s  person  was  tall  and  majestic,  and  his 
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look  and  deportment  were  not  unirorthy  the 
exalted  station  which  he  occupied;  indeed  his 
manners  combined  the  soavity  and  grace  of  the 
polished  courtier,  with  the  solemn  dignity  of  the 
austere  ecclesiastic. 

NearthePontiffappeared  two  seats,  gorgeous 
in  their  decorations,  but  inferior  in  splendour  to 
his  own :  each,  however,  was  elevated  on  a  dais 
above  the  benches  of  the  Cardinals,  and  pos- 
sessed its  canopy  of  cloth  of  gold.  As  yet  these 
minor  thrones  were  unoccupied,  for  they  were 
appropriated  to  the  two  illustrious  personages 
of  the  day — ^the  Prince  and  Queen  of  Naples. 

The  representatives  of  the  Potentates  of 
Europe,  and  the  various  Ecclesiastics,  were 
now  assembled,  and  red  hats,  and  gold-adorned 
mitres,  gleamed  above  each  other,  like  multi- 
tudinous waves  seen  at  a  distance  ftoshed  with 
the  crimson  sunset.  The  hum  of  voices,  and 
rustling  of  ermined  robes  had  ceased;  tbe 
ushers  and  other  officers  of  the  Consistwy,  had 
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assumed  their  stations  at  the  principal  entrancCi 
and  all  was  order  and  mute  expectation. 

There  was  something  imposing^  as  well  as 
deeply  interesting,  in  the  survey  of  so  many 
illustrious  persons  ccmgregated  to  pass  judgment 
on  two  individuals,  and  those  individuals  the 
beads  of  a  large  nation.  But  while  Pope  Cle- 
ment  was  glancing  around  on  the  living  mass 
of  beings  before  him,  and  indulging  feelings  of 
excusable  pride  at  the  consideration  that  he  was 
spiritual  lord  of  all,  the  folding  doors  on  the  left 
of  his  throne  were  slowly  opened ;  a  bishop  ad- 
vanced therefrom,  whose  vestments  in  splendour 
eclipsed  those  of  all  present,  the  Sovereign 
Pontiff  alone  excepted^  From  the  horns  of  his 
mitre  strings  of  pearls  depended,  and  his  scapu- 
lary  was  bordered  with  silver  filigree  work. 
Though  his  legs  were  concealed,  his  figure  was 
evidently  portly;  and  this  circumstance,  per- 
haps, enabled  him  to  throw  greater  consequence 
and  dignity  into  his  manner.    A  person  slender, 


200  TUB  JUDQMBNT-HALL. 

approaching  to  meagerness,  with  a  little  mantle 
flowing  over  his  party-<x>Ioured  doublet,  walked 
behind  him;  the  man  carried  a  small  sihrer 
shield,  on  which  were  emblaxoned  the  aims  of 
the  King  of  Hongaiy ;  and  gravity,  which  well 
accorded  with  the  importance  of  his  dice, 
was  depicted  on  his  long  and  hollow  counte- 
nance. 

A  hum  and  a  whisper  ran  through  the  assem- 
bly, and  several  spoke  audibly ;"  It  is  the 
Plenipotentiary  of  Hungary,  Robert  Bish^  of 
Waradin !"  But  the  prehite,  regardless  of  the 
notice  which  he  seemed  to  attract,  iiscended  to 
his  rostrum  or  bench,  and  deliberately  seated 
himself  on  his  velvet  cushion ;  his  sedukNis 
attendant  proceeded  to  arrange  and  smooth 
down  his  episcopal  robes,  and  then,  with  be- 
coming humility,  faithful  Forester  placed  hiai- 
self  behind  him. 

Scarcely  had  this  passed,  when  another  door, 
on  the  opposite  side  of  the  hall,  was  throwo 
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open,  and  the  traduced,  the  beautiful  Queen  of 
Naples  made  her  appearance. 

Instantly  every  voice  was  hushed,  every  eye 
was  rivetted  upon  Joanna.  Her  exalted  station, 
her  fame  which  had  spread  through  Europe,  and 
the  nature  of  the  crime  of  which  she  was  ac- 
cused, were  circumstances  well  calculated  to 
raise  an  intense  interest  in  the  breasts  of  the 
spectators.  She  advanced  leaning  upon  her 
husband,  and  the  venerable  Bishop  of  Florence ; 
while  the  High  Constable,  Petrarch,  Francisco 
de  Baux,  and  a  crowd  of  Neapolitan  and  Pro*> 
ven9al  Nobles  followed.  Joanna's  dress  was 
magnificent,  and,  in  every  respect,  worthy  of  a 
Queen :  the  train  of  her  crimson  robe  was  borne 
by  silk-attired  pages;  her  mantle  was  azure, 
the  favourite  odour  of  the  house  of  Anjou,  and 
on  it  the  fleur-de-lis  was  embroidered  in  gold ; 
her  right  shoulder  displayed  the  crosses  of  Jeru- 
salem, for  her  grandfather  King  Robert  had 
laid  claim  to  the  sovereignty  of  Judea  ^  vthile 
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fitudded  with  jewels  of  highest  price,  and  con- 
fining her  luxuriant  ringlets,  glitt^ed  on  her 
head  the  open  crown  of  Naples. 

Prince  Louis  wore  little  to  distinguish  himself 
from  his  Neapolitan  Barons,  except  that,  as 
consort  of  the  Queen,  a  single  circlet  of  gold 
was  passed  around  his  forehead;  his  gorgeous 
surcoat,  however,  was  seeded  at  the  edges  with 
pearls,  after  the  privileged  fashion  of  royalty, 
while  the  arms  of  his  house  were  emblazoned  on 
the  back  and  breast :  his  head  was  uncovered, 
and  his  sword,  as  on  state  occasions,  hung  in  a 
white  sheath. 

The  royal  pair  reached  the  centre  of  the  judg- 
ment-hall; the  unrivalled  beauty  of  Joanna, 
and  the  Antinous-like  figure,  and  elegance  id 
mien,  which  distinguished  Louis,  excited  in 
many  present  the  liveliest  admiratiwi.  The 
Prince  and  Queen  made  an  obeisance  in 
front  of  the  Papal  chair ;  then  approaching  the 
high  dignitary  who  occupied  it,  they  knelt  at 
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his  feet,  and  kissed  the  silver  cross  on  his  em- 
broidered shoe. 

The  Grand  Marshal  of  Provence,  as  his  office 
directed,  gave  a  sign  for  Prince  Louis  to  station 
himself  on  the  left  hand  of  the  Pontiff;  and  the 
Bishop  of  Florence  led  the  Queen  of  Naples  to 
her  canopied  seat  on  the  right. 
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THB  TRIAL. 


Anth.    MortlMtrtilj  1  do  beaoedi tlie Coort 
To  giro  tlie  judgment. 

Mirckfaad  of  Vtmce. 

It  is  not  our  intention  to  enter  into  a  lengthened 
detail  of  the  pnx:eeding8  of  a  trial  which  occu- 
pied many  hours :  if  the  reader  would  make 
himself  acquainted  with  the  minutiae — the  accu- 
sations preferred,  and  the  defence  given — ^he 
must  consult  the  old  Chronicles :  we  diall  there- 
fore give  only  an  outline  of  what  transpired  in 
the  Consistory. 

The  renowned  lawyer  of  Buda,  Smolenskoi 
opened  the  case  as  moved  by  the  King  of  Hun- 
gary against  Queen  Joanna,  and  her  husbaod. 
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In  a  learned  and  powerful  mannefi  he  ex« 
poanded  the  nature  of  the  accusation,  and 
pointed  out  the  circumstances  which  rendered 
the  guilt  of  the  impeached  parties  not  only  pro* 
bable,  but|  in  his  opinion,  a  matter  of  absolute 
certainty.  His  head,  the  extraordinary  magni* 
tude  of  which  has  been  adverted  to,  swayed  to 
and  fro ;  his  large  saucer  eyes  seemedi  in  their 
comprehensive  capability  of  vision,  to  take  in 
the  whole  bench  of  Cardinals  at  a  glance ;  his 
stentorian  voice  filled  the  judgment-hall;  and 
ever  and  anon,  in  the  heat  of  argument,  he 
dashed  back  the  massy  locks  of  hair  which  co^ 
vered  his  AUas-like  shoulders. 

The  twelve  Hungarian  witnesses  brought  for* 
ward  by  Robert,  made  their  respective  depo- 
sitions. Their  statements  varied  little  from  the 
tales  which,  on  a  previous  occasion,  we  heard 
them  recite  before  the  Prelate.  Huniades,  who, 
it  may  be  remembered,  affected  the  Demos- 
thenes, launched  out  upon  the  sea  of  oratory 
further  than  it  pleased  Robert ;   for  the  latter 
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trembled  lest  he  should  oommit  himsel£  The 
worthy  Huniades,  however,  after  talking  much 
respecting  Hungarian  justice,  and  the  Senate  of 
Zombor,  of  which  he  was  a  member;  after 
enumerating  the  speeches  he  had  made,  and  the 
books  which  he  had  written  on  laconic  speaking, 
told  his  tale  with  such  energy,  earnestness,  and 
suitable  action,  that  while  he  amused,  he  asto- 
nished the  assembly,  and  wrought  upon  the 
credulity  of  many.  Indeed,  the  Cardinals  thought 
that  if  only  half  of  the  statements  made  by  those 
Hungarian  place-men  were  correct,  the  crimi- 
nality of  Louis  and  Joanna  would  admit  of  Uttle 
doubt. 

The  Bishop  of  Waradin,  perceiving  the  im* 
pression  which  the  testimony  of  his  witnesses 
had  created,  hastened  to  follow  up  the  advantage. 
He  rose  in  his  bench ;  he  even  stood  on  lus  vel- 
vet cushion,  that  he  might  the  more  completely 
be  seen  and  heard.  Forester  held  his  silver 
crosier,  while  his  holy  master  prepared  to  thunder 
like  another  Paul  upon  Mars  hill.     The  poor 
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henchman  thought  not  now  of  Amalia,  and  her 
sufferings,  nor  eren  of  the  doom  of  the  English 
Captain.  His  figure  was  motionless  ;  his  huge 
eyes  were  rivetted  upon  Robert ;  and  one  would 
have  imagined  that  his  own  welfare,  fame,  and 
life,  depended  upon  the  Bishop's  meditated  ha- 
rangue. The  distinguished  oflSce  which  Robert 
held  as  the  representative  of  a  powerful  King, 
and  the  influence  which  he  exercised  over  a 
large  body  of  men,  were  sufficient  to  command 
general  attention ;  and  throwing  back  his  head, 
and  extending  his  arms,  he  thus  began : 

'*  Father  of  the  Christian  world !  eminent 
Cardinals !  illustrious  Ambassadors !  and  fellow 
Bishops!  I,  lowly  Prelate  of  Waradin,  the  hum- 
blest labourer  in  the  vineyard  of  God,  presume 
to  greet  ye  ;  peace,  and  the  blessing  of  the  Saints 
be  yours  I — surrounded  by  such  an  assembly,  I 
would  fain  remain  a  listener,  yea,  seal  up  my 
mouth  in  silence.  Howbeit,  the  important  cha- 
racter in  which  I  appear,  even  as  plenipotentiary 
of  the  King  of  Hungary  and  Naples,  constrains 
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me  to  lift  up  my  voice^  and  perform  his  wiil.-« 
Holy  Primate  of  the  west ;  the  monardi  wbom 
I  serve  hath  been  greatly  belied  unto  thee ;  he 
is  a  religious  kingi  a  most  merciful  king;  and 
scrupulously  honourable  in  all  his  actions.  What 
though  he  hath  seized  upon  Naples,  hath  he  oot 
wrested  it  from  the  hands  of  the  wicked  and 
unclean  7  for  by  homicide,  and  evil  deeds,  the 
late  possessors  thereof  have  utterly  forfeited  their 
rights.  What  though  some  blood  marked  his 
course,  did  he  smite  one  man  that  was  not  s 
rebel  1  did  he  sack  one  town  which  held  not  oat 
for  the  adulteress  and  murderer  ?" 

"  Prelate  !  thy  words  are  bold !"  exdained 
the  Pontiff  in  a  tone  of  authority :  *'  But  proceed ; 
we  govern  our  tempers — ^thou  hast  liberty  to 
speak  all  thou  dost  desire.** 

''  I  am  a  man  of  peace,**  continued  Robert; 
*'  and  would  wittingly  give  offence  to  none, 
although  zeal  for  the  truth  may  hurry  roe  at 
times  into  language  of  warmth.  Yet,  illustrious 
Fathers !   I  come  not  hither  with  my  witnesses 
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to  defend  the  conduct  of  my  royal  master^  but 
to  prove  to  each  and  to  all,  fully  and  clearly, 
that  yonder  high*bom  persons,  known  by  the 
names  of  Prince  Louis  and  Queen  Joanna,  are 
guilty  of  the  great  wickedness  imputed  unto 
them.  I  may  not  express  the  sorrow,  yea,  an- 
guish which  I  feel  in  thus  appearing  against 
them;  but  Cardinals,  Ambassadors,  and  Bishops! 
seeing  that  I  am  convinced  of  their  crime,  how 
could  I  rise  up,  or  sit  down,  with  a  quiet  con- 
science, if  I  did  not  impeach  them  ?  how  cry 
from  my  pulpit  '  let  justice  and  virtue  fill  the 
earth !'  and  yet  spare  the  heads  of  a  nation  who 
are  such  flagrant  transgressors ! — yes,  I  tread  in 
the  path  of  my  duty,  and  notwithstanding  I  may 
be  persecuted,  and  deemed  an  austere  man,  I 
will  still  lift  up  my  voice,  and  exclaim  against 
every  one  who  worketh  iniquity,  whether  he  be 
priest  or  layman,  peasant  or  king !" 

Robert  paused  at  this  climax,  and  cast  his 
eyes  around  in  exultation  and  defiance.  Each 
face  was  turned  towards  him,  and  the  Cardinals 
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appeared  deeply  attentive.    Paleness  overspread 
Joanna's    countenance;    the    brow    of   Louis 
alone  was  flushed,  and  his  breast  heaved  with  a 
passion  he  could  scarcely  command. 

"  Lights  of  Christendom !  representatives  of 
the  Princes  of  the  earth"!  pursued  Robert; 
"  I  have  no  direct  evidence  of  my  own  to  adduce 
against  the  royal  culprits ;  but  my  witnesses ! 
my  witnesses !  men  of  probity,  who  held  stations 
immediately  near  their  persons^  they  have  stated 
sufficient  to  convince  the  most  incredulous,  and 
arouse  the  indignationof  the  most  merciful.  These 
witnesses,  I  say,  composed  the  household  of  the 
Queen ;  the  crimes  were  committed,  as  it  were, 
before  their  very  eyes ;  and  I  would  especially 
draw  attention  to  the  very  suspicious  and  criminal 
transaction,  alluded  to  and  described  by  the 
learned  and  eloquent  Huniades." 

The  Hungarian  Demosthenes  was  seen  to  bow 
in  acknowledgement  of  the  compliment  paid 
him  by  the  reverend  Bishop ;  while  he  slightly 
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coughed,  we  will  not  suppose  from  a  view  to 
attract  the  attention  of  the  assembly. 

"  And  now,  most  high  and  mighty  Pontiff!  and 
all  ye  who  hear  me !  my  royal  master,  even  the 
King  of  Hungary  and  Naples,  hath  advised,  and 
beseeched  me  to  suggest  the  manner  of  punish- 
ment most  befitting  the  criminals,  for  doubtlessly, 
in  your  minds,  ye  have  already  condemned  them. 
Hear,  then,  illustrious  judges!  the  King,  although 
he  smote  with  the  edge  of  the  sword  their  partner 
in  guilt,  the  Duke  of  Durazzo,  prayeth  that  some 
lenity  be  shewn  unto  the  lord  Louis  and  the  late 
Queen  of  Naples ;  his  bowels  yearn  in  pity  over 
their  extreme  youth ;  he  would  have  them  re- 
pent, and  not  die  in  the  flush  of  sin ;  therefore 
he  doth  hope  and  pray  that  their  sentence  be  no 
severer  than  banishment  to  some  foreign  land,  or 
perpetual  imprisonment  in  some  guarded  for- 
tress. Nevertheless,  if  the  punishment  proposed 
seem  not  in  your  opinions,  most  eminent  Cardi- 
nals, suflSciently  severe,  the  King,  through  me, 
his  servant,  doth  hereby  fully  and  freely  consent 
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that  they  die  the  death  of  homicidea,  and  wicked 
malefactors :  yea,  only  the  axe  and  block,  it  may 
appear  to  many,  can  expiate  their  enormoiis 
crime." 

The  Prelate  ceased,  and  resumed  his  seat ; 
there  being  nothing  further  to  urge  in  impeach- 
ment of  Queen  Joanna  and  Prince  Louis,  the 
case  on  the  part  of  the  prosecutor,  the  King  of 
Hungary,  was  consequently  closed*  The  hearts 
of  many  of  the  hearers  sank  within  them,  for 
the  earnest  manner,  rather  than  the  wordi  of 
Robert,  together  with  the  nervous  harangue  of 
the  counsellor  of  Buda,  and  the  depositions  of 
the  several  witnesses,  had  made  a  deep  impres- 
sion on  the  Consistory — and  that  impression  was 
against  the  royal  pair!  Joanna  was  calm;  her  meek 
and  dejected  eyes  glanced  towards  the  august 
bench  of  Cardinals,  and  then  were  raised  im- 
ploringly to  the  Pontiff*  Louis  exhibited  a  dif- 
ferent demeanour ;  he  only  saw  his  ardt-enemy 
Robert,  and  his  clenched  hand,  beating  foot,  and 
lowering  brows,  gave  symptoms  of  an  indigna- 


THE  TRIAL.  213 

tioiiy  ready,  like  a  dammed  up  torrent,  to  burst 
forth. 

It  was  at  this  juncture  that  the  voice  of  Cle- 
ment was  heard ;  he  did  not,  however,  rise  from 
his  chair. 

''  Robert,  Bishop  of  Waradin !  we  have  given 
thee  and  thine  an  impartial  and  patient  hearing; 
it  doth  not  become  us,  sitting  here  as  judge,  to 
endeavour  either  to  refute,  or  uphold  the  asser- 
tions of  thy  witnesses ;  and  we  shall  make  no 
comment  upon  thy  own  speech.    The  defence 
of  the  royal  parties,  we  understand,  will  be  un- 
dertaken by  our  servants,  the  Bishop  of  Florence 
and  Signer  Petrarch,  assisted  by  certain  juris- 
consults, learned  in  civil  law ;  to  each  of  whom 
we  have  granted  an  especial  license  to  speak  be- 
fore us  in  this  our  Consistory.    In  the  name  of 
God,  we  call  upon  them  to  stand  forth  !» 

The  Bishop  of  Florence,  who  was  brother  of 
Nicola  Acciajuoli,  was  one  of  the  most  learned 
and  ekquent  men  that  the  church  in  that  age 
could  boast;  so  concise,  yet  powerful  were  his 
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arguments ;  so  completely  did  he  prore  tliat  the 
self-styled  witnesses  of  Robert  were  suborned 
and  perjured  men,  that  the  Cardinals  and  Am- 
bassadors felt  they  had  been  deceived,  and  fbullj 
played  on,  and  that  an  infieunous  coalition  and 
conspiracy  existed  on  the  side  of  the  Hungarian 
accusers.  But  the  Florentine  Bishop,  being 
argumentative  rather  than  declamatory,  did  not 
dwell  upon  the  injuries  which  Joanna  and  Louis 
had  received,  or  appeal  to  the  sympathies  of  his 
hearers ;  this  more  agreeable  task,  and  in  which 
an  orator  might  display  his  talents  to  greater 
advantage,  was  reserved  for  the  Tuscan  Poet. 

As  Petrarch  arose  in  his  bench  opposite  the 
Pontiff,  a  death-like  silence  pervaded  the  Con- 
sistory. The  fame  of  the  lover  of  Laura  had 
resounded  in  all  ears ;  but  some  th««  had  never 
beheld  him ;  and  the  interest  which  his  appear- 
ance  excited,  was  also  enhanced  by  the  opinion 
generally  entertained,  that  he  had  retired  to  hide 
himself  for  the  remainder  of  his  days,  in  the  so- 
litudes of  Vaucluae. 
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The  oration  which  Petrarch  made  on  this 
celebrated  occasion,  is  not  upon  record :  but  we 
are  authorized  to  describe  the  manner  of  the 
speaker,  and  the  effects  which  his  harangue 
produced.  All  bent  forwards  in  their  seats  from 
an  intense  desire  to  hear  him,  and  the  breathing 
of  each  seemed  to  be  suspended  while  he  spoke. 
At  first  his  diction  was  slow,  and  his  voice 
subdued;  but  as  he  proceeded,  he  declaimed 
more  rapidly,  and  the  spirit  of  Cicero  appeared 
to  inspire  him.  When  he  described  the  ini- 
quitous proceedings  of  the  King  of  Hungary 
and  his  coadjutors,  his  language  was  vehement 
and  astounding ;  and  then  dwelling  upon  the  in- 
nocence of  the  Queen  and  her  husband,  and  the 
bitter  persecutions  to  which  they  had  been  sub- 
jected, he  raised  an  universal  sympathy,  and 
melted  all  the  assembly  into  tears. 

The  effect  of  Petrarch's  oration  was  powerful 
and  decisive;  in  conjunction  with  the  Bishop 
of  Florence,  he  seemed  to  have  thrown  upon  the 
question  a  blaze  of  light,  and  which  revealed  at 
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once  the  truth.  The  Ambassadois  and  Bishops 
murmured  applause,  and  the  Cardinals^  who 
were  the  constituted  judges,  after  a  brief  con- 
sultation, exclaimed  with  one  voice :  "  They  are 
innocent!  they  are  innocent!"  The  Pope  also 
cried  upon  his  throne,  ''Glory  to  God!  our 
children  are  without  guilt  !*' 

Joanna  arose,  and  extended  her  arms,  while 
tears  filled  her  eyes ;  her  overwhelming  emotions 
prevented  her  from  returning  her  thanks  to  the 
friendly  orators,  and  just  judges ;  but  Louis 
with  dignity  and  feeling,  performed  the  task; 
then  turning  to  Robert,  who,  with  his  character- 
istic  effrontery,  remained  calm  and  unmoved, 
he  exclaimed : 

"  To  thee,  Bishop  of  Waradin,  in  thy  own 
person,  the  Queen  of  Naples  and  myself  have 
nought  to  say,  since  thou  art  only  the  tool  of  thy 
tyrannical  master,  the  King  of  Hungaiy ;  but 
unto  him  who  hath  seized  upon  our  kingdom,  and 
basely  endeavoured  to  attaint  our  names,  bear 
this  message — I  maintain  him  to  be  an  usurper. 
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and  a  foul  slanderer !  I  challenge  him  before  the 
world  to  meet  me  in  mortal  combat,  at  Avignon, 
at  Naples,  or  on  his  own  threshold  in  Hungary. 
In  blood,  if  not  in  prowess,  I  am  his  peer ;  and 
let  the  fate  of  Naples  depend  upon  the  issue  of 
our  strife.* 

The  foreign  Ambassadors  were  loud  in  their 
applause  of  this  chivalrous  conduct ;  and  a  Pro- 
venfal  herald  immediately  ^presented  Louis's 
glove  to  Robert;  but  the  Prelate,  affecting  scorn, 
dashed  it  away,  and  spoke  in  a  supercilious 
manner: 

''  Young  Prince !  slight  youth !  howbeit,  after 
the  decision  of  this  assembly,  I  may  no  longer 
add,  at  least  here,  another  epithet  to  thy  name ; 
learn  to  put  a  rein  upon  thy  presumption ;  dost 
thou  imagine  that  my  master,  the  lawful  monarch 
of  two  kingdoms,  can  meet  in  the  listed  field  a 
crownless,  landless  outcast  like  thee  ?  can  he  so 
stoop!  can  he  so  un-king  himself? — away! 
replace  thy  glove  upon  thy  smooth  hand.  As 
Plenipotentiary  of  the  Hungarian  SovereigUj 

VOL.  III.  L 
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I  declare  that  what  he  hath  gained,  he  will  bold ; 
the  lion's  paw  is  on  Naples,  and  neither  the 
wolves  of  Provence,  nor  of  combined  Italji  shall 
scare  him  from  his  rightful  spoa." 

The  wrath  of  Louis,  at  this  insulting  language, 
reached  its  height ;  he  laid  his  hand  upon  Us 
sword,  and  would  have  sprung  towards  the 
Prelate,  if  Petrarch  and  Acciajuoli  had  not 
thrown  themselves  before  him.  They  repre- 
sented to  him  the  sacred  diaracter  of  a  bishop, 
and  the  privileged  office  which  Robert  held. 
Joanna,  also,  with  many  prayers,  beseeched  her 
husband  to  govern  his  indignation ;  and  at  length 
Louis  yielded  to  their  united  entreaties. 

Pope  Clement  now  waved  his  hand,  and  order 
and  silence  were  restored.  He  arose  from  his 
chair,  and  stepping  forwards  from  beneath  the 
gorgeous  crimson  canopy,  the  Sovereign  PontiiT 
spoke  in  a  voice  audible  to  all : 

"  Bishop  of  Waradin !  offer  no  further  insult, 
speak  no  further  **  word  in  this  our  Consistory  ! 
depart  to  thy  master,  and  inform  him  of  all  that 
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hath  taken  place.  Louisi  King  of  Naples  and 
Count  of  Provence !  receive  back,  in  Christian 
peace  and  amity,  the  glove  thou  wouldst  tender 
in  defiance ;  chafe  not,  my  son,  at  the  conduct 
of  the  bad  Monarch  of  Hungary,  whom  we  ban, 
anaUiemati2e,  and  interdict  We  now  proclaim 
to  the  world,  and  order  it  to  be  published  in  all 
churches,  courts,  and  places  of  resort,  that  the 
King  and  Queen  of  Naples  have  been  examined 
before  us  in  Avignon,  and  have  been  found  by 
the  sacred  College  of  Cardinals,  completely  and 
entirely  innocent  of  compassing  the  death  of  the 
late  Prince  Andrea  ;*  and  that  they  have  pursued 
a  line  of  conduct,  amidst  all  their  adversities 
and  persecutions,  most  honourable,  upright,  and 
Christian.  We  also  declare  that  if  the  Sovereign 
of  Hungary,  do  not,  within  the  space  of  three 
months,  evacuate  Naples,  yielding  up  the  throne 
thereof  to  its  rightful  possessors,  we  will  preach 

•  Sei  aiceaaiteuri  iurent  confondui  et  let  jugM  deeiderent 
qu'eUe  ne  deyait  pot  m6iiM  Hn  loap^imte  du  crime  dont  on 
llMaMoit— 2)f  8ad€. 

l2 
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a  crusade  against  him,  and  with  the  Chivalry 
of  Christendoip,  utterly  overthrow  and  destroy 

him    and    his    lawless    followers Cardinals! 

Ambassadors  1  and  Bishops !  our  Consistory  is 
dissolved  !** 

That  evening,  and  deep  into  the  night,  Avig- 
non exhibited  a  scene  of  rejoicing  rarely  beibre 
paralleled.  Banners  streamed  from  every  tower 
along  the  old  Norman  walls ;  festive  garlands 
decked  the  windows  of  all  the  principal  houses ; 
bells  rang  in  every  church  and  convent;  the 
poor  were  publicly  feasted,  while  couriers  were 
dispatched  to  distant  towns  to  proclaim  the 
joyful  intelligence  of  the  acquittal  of  Queen 
Joanna,  and  her  husband  Louis. 
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THE  HOBTELRIB. 

Certes,  fiur  lir.  thii  houM  hath  a  pleannt  and  venerable 
look ;  I  am  an  antiquaiy,  and  would  giTO  a  hundred  ducats  to 
know  what  coin  waa  laid  under  the  foundation  stone. 

Dodsky'i  Cotteetion, 

In  a  quiet  valley  about  ten  miles  from  Avignon, 
and  near  the  high  road  to  Grenoble,  a  small 
hostelrie  offered  rest  and  cheer  to  the  traveller. 
The  building  seemed  to  have  numbered  as  many 
years  as  there  were  leaves  on  the  old  sycamore 
tree,  which  extended  its  gnarled  and  knotted 
limbs  in  front  of  the  domicile ;  thick  moss  and 
house-leek  incrusted  the  sloping  roof;  and  ivy, 
equally  determined  that  no  portion  of  the  ori- 
ginal masonry  should  be  seen,  covered  the  sides. 
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chimnies,  and  gable  ends.  The  day  was  far 
spent ;  from  the  western  hills,  slanting  lines  of 
yellow  light  glittered  on  the  diamond-paned 
windows,  and  lingered  warm  on  the  rude  stone 
porch,  around  which  roses  in  full  bloom  were 
fantastically  twined. 

In  front  of  the  hostelrie,  and  beneath  the 
spreading  sycamore  aboye  mentioned,  two  men 
were  seated ;  they  spoke  little,  and  each  was 
differently  employed.  Mine  host  of  the  Black 
Saracen,  for  such  was  the  fresher  and  haler 
person,  was  arrayed  in  scarlet  doublet,  and  ca- 
pacious hose ;  he  was  a  little  man  as  fiu:  as  re- 
spected perpendicular  measurement ;  but  nature 
kindly  made  amends  by  obesity  and  girth  of 
body,  for  what  she  lost  in  the  more  aspiring 
proportions  of  the  human  frame.  The  plump 
and  happy  Vintner  was  bending  over  a  smooth 
stone  or  slate,  whereon,  with  a  bit  of  iron  that 
might  once  have  been  the  point  of  a  dagger,  he 
traced  sundry  arithmetical  figures :  from  time  to 
time  he  scratched  his  head,  an  action  which  in* 
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dicated  the  abstruseness  of  his  calculations ;  and 
then,  with  a  look  of  deep  8atasfaction«  he  would 
glance  towards  the  further  comer  of  his  court 
yard,  where,  hung  by  his  hind  legs,  lately 
slaughtered,  a  fatted  calf.  The  other  individual 
we  have  already  made  acquaintance  with;  U 
was  the  fisherman  of  the  Sorgia^  old  RudeL 
Welcome  to  the  board  of  publican  and  peasant 
on  account  of  the  news  which  he  had  ever  to 
tell,  Rudel  was  an  especial  favourite  with  the 
master  of  the  Black  Saracen,  and  to  him  alone 
mine  host  would  present  a  cup  of  Rhenish  without 
demanding  payment 

The  men  had  remained  silentfor  sometime,  when 
Rudel  placed  his  homdrinking-cup  upon  the  table 
before  them  with  a  sharp  knock,  intimating  that 
the  vessel  was  empty,  and  himself  not  full.  He 
then  raised  his  little  Proven9al  bonnet,  and  wiped 
his  brows  with  the  sleeve  of  his  coarse  jerkin. 

''  Our  Lady  grant  me  grace,  but  this  long 
tiot  on  my  ass  from  the  good  city  of  Avignon 
bath  quite  exhausted  me.    That  wine  of  thine  is 
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the  best  I  bave  tasted  for  many  moons;  my 
master,  Signor  Petrarch's  scarcely  equals  it, 
though  his  cellars  boast  the  choicest  produce  of 
the  hills  of  Italy.  Fine  wine  that.  Master  Bum- 
bcre  ;  it  doth  thy  Black  Saracen  credit* 

'*  Three  and  two  make  five,  and  one  added  to 
that  is  six  —one  livre— carry  it  out  :*'  said  the 
rotund  publican  in  a  soft  tone  of  voice,  while  a 
smile  of  gratification  overspread  his  broad  rosy 
face. 

"  Hark'ee !  Master  Bumb^re  !'*  continued 
Rudel ;  "  are  all  those  strokes,  or  figures^  as 
ye  clerks  call  them,  the  calculations  of  only  one 
day's  work?  certes,  thou  must  thrive ;  finetinies 
these  with  gentlemen  of  your  profession !  ye 
may  well  bless  the  Queen  of  Naples  for  drawing 
so  many  folks  along  these  roads.  Holy  Ma* 
donna !  how  parched  is  my  throat !  yet  thanks 
for  thy  thimble-full  of  Rhenish ;  I  am  sorry  I 
cannot  pay  thee  for  it,  but  my  last  sol  was  spent 
in  purchasing  this  blue  ribbon,  the  badge  of  the 
Queen  of  Naples — glory  to  the  Saints  I   she's 
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acquitted ;  and  I  was  the  first  to  bring  thee  the 
news — ^think  of  that  Master  BumMre  !* 

"  May  the  foul  fiend  seize  thee,  fisherman  of 
the  Sorgia  !**  growled  the  vintner ;  "  thou  hast 
put  me  out ; — so,  three  pounds  of  goat,  and  a 
young  sucking  pig-^four  livres ;  by  the  Virgin  ! 
my  wife  has  not  charged  enough :  but  stay ! 
underneath  I  perceive  that  the  knight  has  left 
his  dagger  in  pledge — ^ha !  hat  those  high  folks, 
how  awfully  needy  some  of  them  are !  by  this 
light !  Jacdb  Bumbire  can  buy  and  sell  half  of 
the  nobles  in  Provence  I" 

''  I  am  sorry,  worthy  Mmisieur  Bumb^re,*' 
said  Rudel,  "  that  thou  dost  seem  so  little  re- 
joiced, considering  the  glorious  result  of  the 
day.  I  have  detailed  to  thee  all  the  matter  of 
the  trial,  as  I  heard  it  repeated  in  the  Market* 
place ;  how  the  Bishop  of  Waradin  was  beaten, 
and  how  my  master,  Signor  Petrarch,  spoke  as 
if  a  god  had  descended  from  heaven — why  art 
thou  not  more  elated  1" 

'^  I  elated  V'  exclaimed  Bumb^,  suspending 

l3 
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his  calculations  for  a  minute,  and  elevi^iog  his 
iron  pencil  to  scratch  the  tip  of  his  ear ;  "  why 
should  I  be  elated!  Prince  Louis  and  Qoeen 
Joanna,  for  aught  I  know,  are  guilty ;  for  thy 
opinion  in  this  affair,  excuse  me,  Rudel,  I  can- 
not exactly  adopt — I  elated  ?  my  wife,  though 
she  writes  like  a  derk,  I  perceire  by  my  stooe 
here,  has  made  this  day  charges  &r  too  lo«r; 
some  of  the  gentles,  also,  in  passing,  have  re- 
ceived  refreshments,  and  only  promised  payment 
on  their  return.  Out  on  the  woman !  would  I 
had  never  left  the  Black  Saracen  to  yisit  my 
sick  brother  at  Carpentras !— elated  ?  I  am  in  a 
right  bad  humour — but  drink  thy  wine,  man,  I 
charge  thee  nothing  for  it" 

Rudel  returned  no  answer,  but  again  knocked 
his  horn  cup  upon  the  table. 

"  S'death !  empty  already  V*  exclaimed  mine 
host,  appearing  for  the  first  time  conscious 
of  the  fact. 

"  Ay,  empty,  Master  Bumb^re;  yet  it  is  not 
for  my  own  stomach's  sake,  that  I  would  ask  thee 
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fer  another  cup,  bat  as  I  am  a  lojral  man,  I  would 
fain  drink  to  the  prosperity  of  good  Queen 
Joanna/' 

"  Five,  and  three,  and  six«^fourteen  in  toto — 
I  thought,  Rudel,  that  the  great  scholar,  Pe* 
traich,  gave  thee  something  handsome  for  em* 
banking  the  river  before  his  house  the  other  day; 
—So,  the  whole  amount  is  but  thirty  livres, 
when,  had  my  wife  been  discreet,  the  sum  would 
have  reached  fifty. — I  can  give  thee  no  more 
wine  gratis ;  henceforth,  all  thou  dost  drink  thou 
must  pay  for,  smce  thou  hast  money  in  thy  chest 
at  home— -«h,  sly  Rudel  ?" 

**  Master  Bumb^re,*  said  the  persevering 
fisherman,  "  I  have  a  terrible  tale  to  tell  thee — 
a  tale  of  licod." 

"  A  what  1*  asked  the  curious  vintner,  who 
relished  excessively  stories  of  a  moving  de- 
scription. 

"  A  tale  of  blood-«--the  day  is  fixed  for  the 
execution  ;*'  and  Rudel  looked  ominously  on  his 
open-mouthed  friend. 
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"  What !  the  execution  of  that  awful  robber 
and  murderer,  the  English  Captain?  when, 
good  Rudel,  when  will  it  be  ?" 

"  Hark'ee,  Master  Burob^re,  I'll  inform  thee 
when ;  and  more  than  that,  I'll  take  thee  to  the 
scene,  'an  thou'lt  only  order  my  empty  cup  to 
be  replenished.*' 

This  could  not  be  resisted — ^with  a  sonoroiis 
voice,  mine  host  called  to  his  wife  in  the  porch, 
begging  her  to  bring  immediately  a  flask  of  the 
best  Moselle ;  but  scarcely  had  the  dame  reached 
the  table*  her  pretty  daughter  tripping  forwards 
al<^o,  when  the  attention  of  the  party  was  called 
off  to  another  quarter. 

A  gilded  chariot,  and  a  cloud  of  horsemen 
appeared  at  the  gate ;  with  many  a  call,  and 
thundering  knock,  they  demanded  admittance : 
their  appearance  was  not  that  of  every  day 
visitors  to  the  Black  Saracen,  and  Bumb^re, 
in  his  hurry  to  wait  on  his  new  guests,  fingot  the 
tale  of  terror,  overturned  the  table,  and  tripped 
up  the  old  fisherman  himself,  who  straining  the 


THS  HOSTBtRlC.  229 

flask  of  Moselle  in  his  hand,  lay  cursing  the 
Saints  and  the  avaricious  vintner  upon  the 
turf. 

*'  Fellow !»  exclaimed  one  of  the  horsemen  to 
Bumb^re,  as  the  latter  stood  bowing  with  his 
hat  under  his  arm ;  "  why  art  thou  so  tardy  in 
opening  thy  gates  ?  we  would  fain  refresh  our- 
selves in  thy  hall,  and  wash  the  dust  from  our 
throats.' 

"  Room  there !  room !  let  the  chariot  of  his 
holiness  pass !"  and  Forester,  with  his  melan- 
choly face,  swaying  his  staff  of  office,  advanced 
before  the  charioteers ;  he  pointed  out  the  exact 
place  where  the  vehicle  should  stop,  in  order 
that  the  Plenipotentiary  might  alight  opposite  to 
the  stone  porch. 

With  much  ceremony  Robert  descended  from 
his  chariot,  and,  as  he  passed  forwards,  he  raised 
his  hands  to  bless  the  landlady  and  her  daughter, 
for  Bumb^e*8  fiBunily,  he  believed,  favoured  the 
Hungarian  cause.  The  Bishop  gave  his  com- 
mands in  a  few  words ;  his  followers  were  to 
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regale  themselves  for  an  hour  in  the  vintnet'i 
hall ;  while  he  begged  Bumb^re  to  shew  him  to 
a  private  room,  and  send  to  him  a  trencher  of 
boiled  peas,  with  a  cnp  of  cold  water,  that  he 
might  sup;  "  for  alas;"  said  the  worthy  aian, 
"  the  spirit  prompteth  me  to  fost,  but  the  flnh, 
my  son,  is  weak." 

Many  were  the  jests  that  circulated  among  the 
Hungarian  witnesses,  as  they  quaffed  Provenfal 
wine  in  mine  host's  best  apartments.  Indeed, 
they  bore  their  defeat  with  the  most  philoso* 
phical resignation andgood humour ;  they,  atleast, 
expected  their  reward,  for  they  had  performed 
their  duty.  Huniades  made  himself  heard  above 
all  his  comrades ;  and  he  re-spooted  for  the  edi- 
fication of  the  hostess  and  her  daoghter,  the 
speech  which  he  had  delivered  that  morning  in 
the  Consistory. 

Robert  had  no  sooner  gained  his  little  r^ired 
room  than  he  threw  himself  upon  a  seat;  he  was 
spent  with  the  exertions  of  the  day,  and  the  agi- 
tation which  his  spirit  had  undergone.    Pride 
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and  chagrin  would  suflfer  him  to  remain  no  longer 
in  Avignon,  and,  shaking  the  dust  from  his  feet 
upon  that  city,  he  was  now  hastening,  with  all 
possible  expedition,  back  to  Hungary. 

The  thoughts  which  crowded  Robert's  bosom 
we  attempt  not  to  scan ;  but  that  bosom  was 
bUck  and  unrepentant.  The  vexation  he  en* 
dured,  in  consequence  of  his  signal  defeat, 
heightened  his  thirst  for  vengeance  on  the  Queen 
and  her  husband,  and  he  inwardly  exulted  that 
he  was  able  to  gratify  it:  yes,  the  sister  of 
Louis  was  in  his  power,  and  the  passion  which 
he  entertained  for  that  unfortunate  being,  seemed 
to  have  acquired  a  force  commensurate  with  the 
strength  of  the  darker  and  bitterer  feelings  which 
stirred  his  nature. 

The  reiections  of  the  Bishop  were  disturbed 
by  a  gentle  tapping  at  the  door,  and  Bumb^re, 
desirous  of  shewing  every  respect  to  his  dis- 
tinguished guest,  appeared  in  person :  he  bore  a 
trencher  of  boiled  peas,  and  a  silver  cup  spark- 
ling to  the  brim  with  the  purest  cold  water ;  a 
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small  quantity  of  honey,  too,  in  a  jar,  he  pro- 
duced as  a  relish ;  and  these,  with  more  cere- 
mony than  the  occasion  seemed  to  demand,  mine 
host,  who  did  not  dare  to  speak,  placed  upon  the 
table  before  the  Prelate. 

''  Thanks,  my  son!"  said  Robert;  ''  noir 
order  my  henchman  hither,  for  I  have  need  of 
his  presence." 

Forester  in  a  few  minutes  entered  the  room ; 
he  was  unusually  thoughtful ;  and  in  spite  of  his 
endeavours  to  check  his  feelings,  it  was  evident 
that  he  was  much  agitated. 

''  What  aileth  thee,  sirrah  1"  said  Robert ; 
"  and  wherefore  dost  thou  look  so  alarmed  ?" 

'*  I  trembled,"*  answered  Forester,  as  he  pro- 
duced a  bundle  from  beneath  his  mantle ;  *'  I 
trembled  for  your  holiness,  least  I  should  be 
discovered ;  but  here  I  have  them  wrapped  in 
this  cloth — a  &t  capon,  and  a  flask  of  our  strong 
Falemian." 

'*  Ha !  ha  I  I  knew  thou  couldst  do  it  without 
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detection — thou  art  such  a  clever  knave.  But 
where  shall  we  hide  these  accursed  peas,  for 
Bumb^re  must  imagine  that  I  have  eaten  them  ? 
here,  sirrah !  open  the  side  of  thy  doublet  :'*  and 
Robert  emptied  the  trencher  of  boiled  peas  into 
Forester's  capacious  pocket. 

When  the  Servitor  presented  the  flask  of 
Falernian  to  his  master,  his  hand  trembled;  yet 
he  had  not  mixed  poison  in  the  beverage.  The 
Bishop  drank  the  wine,  and  then  with  a  deep 
sigh  of  satisfaction,  threw  himself  back  for  ease 
in  his  chair. 

**  Now,  Englishman,  in  a  half  an  hour  we 
must  resume  our  journey.  We  sleep  at  the 
next  post-house,  which  is  but  a  league,  as  thou 
dost  know,  from  the  cottage  where  she  is  lodged. 
Thou  reraemberest  my  orders — she  is  to  follow 
in  our  train,  concealed  in  that  little  close  chariot ; 
and  let  it  be  fully  understood  that  she  is  a  nun  who, 
having  fled  from  her  convent  in  Hungary,  has 
been  detected  by  us  here ;  and  we  are  now  con- 
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ducting  her  back  to  suffer  the  penalty  due  to  her 
misdemeanour." 

Forester  bowed,  but  remained  silent 

"  This  night/'  continued  Robert,  "  while  my 
followers  are  asleep,  thou  and  I,  in  the  small 
chariot,  must  proceed  to  the  cottage :  yea,  neither 
saint  nor  fiend  shall  prevent  me —  this  very 
night — • 

Robert  had  spoken  the  last  words  with  di£- 
culty;  a  stupor  came  over  him;  he  muttered 
indistinctly,  and  then,  drooping  his  head,  sank 
into  a  profound  sleep.  The  Servitor's  eyes 
sparkled  as  he  beheld  his  master's  situation, 
and  he  glanced  cautiously  around  the  room,  like 
a  man  about  to  take  some  hazardous  step.  Yes, 
fate  hung  upon  the  moment,  for  Forester  had  at 
length  come  to  the  determination  of  violating  his 
oath  of  fidelity,  and  quitting  the  service  of  the 
Bishop  of  Waradin ! 

In  truth,  we  have  seen,  at  various  times,  a  great 
struggle  maintained  in  the  Englishman's  breast, 


THE  H08TBLRIB,  235 

between  the  good  and  the  evil  principle;  the 
love  of  gold,  in  the  first  instance,  had  warped 
him  from  the  path  of  rectitude ;  and  subsequently 
he  had  been  bound  to  the  iniquitous  Robert  by 
a  chain  of  stem  necessity :  but  his  remorse  had 
become  unendurable ;  it  was  stronger  than  the 
passion  of  avarice,  stronger  even  than  fear.  His 
countryman,  Walter  Courtenay,  was  to  suffer  an 
unjust  death,  while  it  had  been  in  his  power  to 
have  proved  his  innocence ;  and  this  reflection 
added  to  the  pangs  which  already  harrowed  up 
his  soul.  Not,  however,  until  he  had  advanced 
several  miles  on  the  road  which  they  were  now 
travelling,  had  he  determined,  in  his  vacillating 
mind,  to  burst  the  fetters  of  his  thraldom,  to  save 
Amalia,  and  also,  if  it  were  possible,  the  English 
Captain.  He  would  have  hastened  back  to 
Avignon,  but  feared  that  Amalia  might  fall  into 
the  hands  of  the  licentious  Robert  ere  succour 
could  arrive.  To  mix  a  strong  narcotic  with 
Robert's  wine,  and  thereby  detain  him  a  few 


236  THE  HOSTBLBIB. 

hours  asleep  at  the  inn,  was  of  easy  execution  ; 
he  might  then  hurry  tatfae  solitary  cottage,  and 
if  he  could  succeed  in  freeing  Amalia,  and 
reaching  Avignon  before  the  morning,  the  life  of 
Courtenay  would  not  be  sacrificed. 

The  first  part  of  Forester's  undertaking  had 
been  accomplished;  and  now  creeping  softly 
forth  from  Robert's  room,  he  declared  that  no 
one  was  to  approach  the  Bishop  for  three  hours, 
since  his  lordship  felt  very  fatigued,  and  found 
it  impossible  to  proceed  on  his  journey  before  be 
had  indulged  in  a  little  slumber.  "  Meantime/ 
added  Forester,  "  I  am  ordered  to  prick  on 
my  mule  to  yonder  convent  which  stands  in 
the  valley,  bearing  despatches  from  his  holi- 
ness to  the  reverend  prior;  so,  my  masters, 
enjoy  yourselves,  and  right  merrily  pass  the 
wine-cup.** 

The  fate  of  a  high-bcmn  lady,  and  the  life  of  a 
gallant  soldier  depended  upon  the  success  of  oar 
erring  but  repentant  friend.    Remorse,  and  a 
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sense  of  duty,  had  urged  him  into  the  right  path, 
although  at  an  hour  when  his  services  might  be 
of  little  avail;  yet  Heaven  forgive  him,  and 
prosper  his  last  action  ! 
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CHAPTER  XXVI. 

UNCERTAINTY. 

Shtll  she  escape  in  time  to  «▼« 

Her  lover  doomed  to  die! 
Impatience  to  that  moment  gave 

A  whole  eternity. 

Old  Sang, 

Four  dreadful  days  had  been  passed  by  Amalia 
in  the  solitary  cottage.  The  Hungarian  troopers 
had  been  proof  against  her  tears  and  entreaties ; 
in  vain  she  promised  them  a  reward  higher  than 
that  which  their  master  could  give ;  for  they  felt 
persuaded  that  if  they  delivered  her  up,  instead 
of  receiving  a  larger  sum  of  gold,  both  Prince 
Louis  and  thie  Queen  would  be  the  first  to  doom 
them  to  the  gibbet.  Base  men  are  in  general 
the  most  cowardly ;  and  guilt  oftentimes  appre- 
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hends  detection  and  punishment,  when  there 
exists  no  ground  for  alarm. 

The  old  woman  who  occupied  the  cottage,  felt 
no  compassion  for  her  charge ;  she  believed,  or 
pretended  to  believe  the  story  of  the  run-away 
nun ;  in  short,  so  long  as  gold-pieces  were  thrust 
into  the  crone's  pocket,  she  was  ready  to  close 
her  eyes  to  the  truth,  and  connive  at  any 
atrocity. 

It  was  deep  in  the  night :  Aroalia  had  not 
ascended  to  the  little  dormitory ;  but  the  woman, 
after  vainly  soliciting  her  to  re^re,  mounted  the 
rude  ladder  to  her  own  bed,  persuading  herself 
that  since  egress  was  denied  from  the  front  room, 
where  the  two  Hungarians  kept  watch,  her  weak 
and  delicate  prisoner  could  not  by  any  possibi- 
lity effect  an  escape.  Amalia  was  looking  through 
the  narrow  aperture  which  resembled  a  loop<* 
hole  more  than  a  window ;  it  was  profoundly 
silent ;  the  moonlight  slept  on  the  rocks,  and  the 
gigantic  pines  around ;  each  leaf  was  still ;  each 
wild-flower,  from  the  tall  lily  to  the  lowly  hare- 
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bell,  drooped  its  head  surcharged  with  sparkling 
dews ;  and  the  tiny  streamlet  glanced  and  qui- 
vered amid  the  green  moss,  like  a  thread  of 
silver,  or  a  string  of  diamonds.  The  sceneij 
around,  so  harsh,  gloomy,  and  desolate  by  day, 
had  assumed  in  the  deep  cahn  and  tender  light, 
a  softened  beauty,  resembling  the  countenance 
of  an  assassin  asleep,  when  dreams  of  innocent 
childhood  delight  his  fancy,  and  benignity  and 
love  for  a  moment  brighten  over  his  haggard 
features. 

Amalia  thought  of  her  desolate  situation,  snd 
of  the  dreadful  fate  which  awaited  her ;  and  if 
a  ray  of  hope  for  an  instant  glimmered  in  upon 
her  heart,  it  was  only  to  be  quenched  again  in 
the  darkness  of  despondency.  Through  the  horn 
window  near  the  door  of  the  room,  she  could  see 
her  two  remorseless  keepers ;  one  of  the  men 
lay  extended  on  a  mat  before  a  small  fire,  &st 
asleep,  for,  it  would  seem,  they  kept  guard  by 
turns.  The  other  sat  on  a  bench,  with  a  half- 
emptied  flagon  of  wine  before  him;    a  lamp 
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buraed  on  the  table,  and  its  dull  light  fell  ob- 
liquely on  his  swarthy  whiskered  face^  and  wild 
attire ;  he  appeared  himself  in  a  state  not  far 
removed  from  somnolencyi  yet  manfully  strug- 
gling with  the  approaches  of  the  drowsy  God  : 
at  one  time  he  glanced  at  the  bolts  of  the  door ; 
at  another  hummed  a  low  tune,  drawing  his 
sword  from  the  scabbard  to  examine  its  edge, 
and  then  he  applied  himself  to  hi^  drinking*cup. 
Amalia  regarded  him  attentively  for  several 
minutes;  the  man  was  evidently  losing  his 
consciousness  of  surrounding  objects,  and  at  last, 
to  all  appearance,  he  was  buried  in  slumber  as 
profound  as  that  enjoyed  by  his  companion  before 
the  fire. 

The  moment  had  arrived — could  not  the  girl 
creep  through  their  room  and  escape  ?  she  endea- 
voured to  open  her  own  door^  but,  at  once  anni- 
hilating her  hopes,  she  found  it  locked  on  the 
outside.  Still  Amalia  continued  to  watch  the 
troopers,    and  now  she  imagined  she  heard  a 
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low  knocking  from  withont  the  cottage ;  it  wis 
repeated,  and  the  dreaming  Hungarian  suddenly 
started  into  an  erect  posture ;  with  his  drawn 
sword  he  approached  the  door,  and  demanded 
who  was  there :  whatever  reply  the  party  made, 
it  was  evident  he  was  a  friend,  for  the  bolts 
were  withdrawn,  and  the  benighted  visitor 
entered  the  hut 

Forester,  for  it  was  he,  appeared  to  be  on 
very  friendly  terms  with  the  Hungariaa  soldier  ; 
he  nodded,  and  shook  him  by  the  hand,  pointing 
significantly  at  the  wine-flagon,  and  at  the 
trooper  on  the  mat.  These  pantomimic  actions 
being  concluded,  he  begged  the  sentinel  to  re- 
sume his  post  at  the  door,  while  he  sought  the 
lady  Amalia,  to  whom  his  master  had  com- 
manded him  to  deliver  a  message  of  some 
importance. 

Forester  bent  his  knee  as  he  approached 
Amalia;  the  latter  was  aware  of  his  peculiar 
position  with  regard  to  the  Bishop  of  Waradin, 
and  felt  grateful  for  the  kind  offices  he  had  done 
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her  on  previous  occasions:  bat  the  habitual 
melancholy  of  the  poor  fellow  had  now  given 
place  to  intense  trepidation  and  eagerness. 
Amalia  augured  the  worst  from  his  manner,  and 
questioned  him  relative  to  the  movements  of  his 
diabolical  master. 

**  He  is  my  master  no  more !"  Forester  whis- 
pered  in  her  ear ;  "  I  ask  you  not  to  forgive  me ; 
my  crime  is  beyond  the  reach  of  pardon  ;  but  let 
me  make  a  slight  atonement  for  past  offences — 
lady,  I  am  come  to  save  you !" 

Amalia  cast  on  the  speaker  a  bewildered  and 
incredulous  look. 

''  God  bless  you !  the  Saints  reward  you !  can 
it  be  possible  1" 

'*  Exclaim  not — obey  me  for  one  hour,  and 
then  I  am  your  slave,  and  your  prisoner  for 


ever." 


Forester,,  in  whispered  words,  gave  Amalia 
a  few  directions  which  required  her  immediate 
attention,  and  he  did  not  conceal  from  her  the 
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fearful  fact,  that  if  they  foiled  to  reach  AvignoQ 
by  the  momiDg  light,  Courtenay  would  be  in 
another  world. 

The  girl's  dismay  and  agony  at  the  informa- 
tion which  Forester's  last  words  conveyed,  al- 
most overpowered  her  reason,  for  hitherto  she 
had  known  little  respecting  CouiCenay's  £ate. 

"  Oh  !  that  thou  hadst  not  come  hither !  that 
thou  hadst  returned  immediately  to  Avignon, 
and  saved  him,  and  left  me  to  whatever  might 
have  been  my  destiny !" 

"  Honoured  lady,  forgive  me,  but  my  aim 
was  to  save  you  both.*' 

"  But  how  can  we  escape  from  this  horrible 
spot?  have  the  Hungarian  soldiersrelented?  let  us 
not  waste  a  moment,  but  instantly  rush  away  !** 

"  Hold  !  for  the  sake  of  Heaven !  yonder  men 
are  not  to  be  gained  over,  and  they  will  nev» 
permit  us  to  depart.  Time  indeed  presses,  but 
caution  is  necessary.  Remain  here ;  I  will  leave 
your  door  unbolted ;  and  as  soon  as  I  give  a  loir 
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t,  then  steal  out,  and  with  God's  assist- 
ance we  will  flee  to  Avignon !" 

Amalia  listened  to  Forester's  advice,  and  with 
a  palpitating  heart  continued  in  the  room. 

The  Servitor  sallied  forth,  having  completely 
gained  his  self-possession ;  he  seated  himself 
carelessly  near  the  trooper,  and  began  to  jest 
with  him,  and  drink  from  his  flagon,  intimating 
that  it  was  his  intention  to  remain  in  the  cottage 
until  the  morning. 

"  Beshrew  me,  but  thy  comrade  yonder  hath 
either  been  hunting  the  wild  boar  in  these  forests, 
or  thy  Rhenish  hath  a  most  pleasant  somniferous 
quality— ha!  ha!» 

Forester  laughed,  but  his  mirth  was  a  mockery 
of  the  remorse,  the  sorrow,  the  fear,  which  shock 
his  secret  soul. 

"  Why  friend,*  said  the  trooper,  ''  a  little 
sleep,  methinks,  is  excusable,  after  a  man  has 
been  watching  all  day,  and  half  the  night,  in 
this  infernal  silent  hole.  I'll  sing  a  dozen  aves, 
and  offer  as  many  candles  to  our  lady  Mary,  when 
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the  good  biihop  comes  to  velieye  us  of  this  right 
stupid  and  irksome  tiak  :*  and  the  soldier 
stretched  his  arms  and  yawned. 

"  Don't  expect  our  master  yet  for  at  least  a 
week :  but,  good  Fonoski,  thou  dost  seem  al- 
most as  greatly  in  need  of  the  luxury  of  sleep  as 
our  neighbour.  I  am  as  lively  and  wide  awake 
as  a  bee  when  the  sun  is  oat ;  so  hmk'ee,  com- 
rade, if  thou*rt  inclined  fi>r  a  nap,  I  don't  caie  if 
I  hold  for  an  hour  or  two  thy  halberd,  and  mount 
guard — ^there  !** 

The  man  looked  full  in  Forester's  hce,  but 
saw  nothing  in  those  large  eyes,  calculated  to 
excite  a  suspicion  of  any  sinister  motive  odl  the 
part  of  him  who  thus  promptly  volunteered  his 
services. 

"  Marry,  friend  Forester,  I  think  thou  cooldst 
after  all,  with  this  sword  and  halberd,  contrive 
to  keep  a  woman  in  durance;  at  all  events, 
should  the  bird  attempt  to  fly  from  her  cage, 
thou  canst  prick  us  up.  I  thank  thee  for  thine 
offer,  and  will  join  my  comrade  for  a  few  minutes 
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by  the  fire,  for  I  am  as  drowsy  as  a  snake  in 
winter." 

Forester's  heart  seemed  as  though  it  would 
burst  his  bosom,  and  it  was  with  inexpressible 
delight  that,  in  a  short  time,  he  heard  the  first 
sonorous  intimations  of  somnolency  from  the  last 
trooper.  He  cautiously  took  the  lamp,  and  in 
order  to  ascertain  that  no  deception  was  prac- 
tised, passed  the  light  several  times  before  the 
fieu^es  of  the  men ;  but  no  winking,  or  movement 
of  the  muscles  declared  their  slumber  to  be  coun- 
terfeited. His  hand  was  now  upon  the  iron 
bolts  of  the  front  door ;  they  grated  as  he  drew 
them  back — ^he  suspended  his  task  in  breathless 
agitation,  looking  over  his  shoulder,  and  expecting 
every  moment  to  see  the  troopers  spring  up. 
Me  renewed  his  efforts — ^the  last  fastening  was 
overcome,  and  the  door  stood  open  ! 

Forester  gave  the  signal  he  had  proposed,  and, 
the  next  instant,  Amalia*s  fragile  figure  was  seen 
emerging  from  the  inner  room.  Well  might 
she  tremble,  for  she  had  to  pass  close  beside  her 
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slumbering  enemies;  her  dress  even  toached 
them  as  she  moved  by ;  but  that  step  was  as 
light  as  the  step  of  the  queen  in  the  iaiiy  tale, 
who  could  walk  on  the  "  unbending  heads'*  of 
flowers ;  yet  she  shivered  with  terror,  and  could 
almost  hear  her  own  heart-throbs.  The  room 
was  passed — ^the  doorway  was  gained^  and,  with 
Forester,  she  now  rushed  out  into  the  quiet 
moonlight ! 

Fear  mingling  with  joy,  seemed  to  give  Ama- 
lia  wings,  as  she  hurried  after  her  silent  guide; 
their  fate  still  hung  on  a  breath,  on  a  sleeper's 
dream,  for  if  the  Hungarians  awoke,  and  found 
them  missing,  their  first  act,  there  could  be  little 
doubt,  would  be  to  follow  them.  The  fugitives 
reached  a  glade  in  the  wood,  where  they  found 
Forester's  mule  tied  to  a  tree.  He  threw  his 
mantle  over  the  saddle,  which  being  &shiooed 
according  to  the  style  of  the  country,  was  adapted 
to  a  male  or  a  female  rider.  On  trotted  the 
faithful  animal,  and  Forester  ran  by  its  side. 
He  hoped  to  baffle  their  enemies  by  pursuing  a 


UNCERTAINTY.  249 

road  to  Avignon  seldom  traversed ;  and  he  be- 
seeched  Amalia  to  be  of  good  cheer,  assuring 
her  that  they  should  reach  the  city  before  the 
rooming,  and  consequently  be  in  time  to  save 
Courtenay  from  the  death  which  had  been  so 
erringly  adjudged  him. 
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CHAPTER  XXVII. 

THE  DISCOVERT. 

To  hone !  to  hone  !  our  prey  it  fled ! 

Spur,  spur  o'er  Bother  Downs ! 
I'll  give  the  man  who  hrmgs  hia  head, 

A  thousand  silver  crowns. 

Stop  not  for  river,  st<Hie,  or  brake ; 

Success  must  crown  your  pains, 
For  if  ye  iail  the  wretch  to  take. 

Ye  hang  younelves  in  chains. 

Old  Ballad. 

An  hour  might  have  elapsed,  when  one  of  the 
Hungarian  troopers  who  bad  been  enjoying  their 
dreams  by  the  fire,  cast  off  his  heavy  sleep,  and, 
raising  himself  on  his  elbow,  gazed  around  tbe 
hut.  It  was  the  man  who  had  indulged  himself 
the  greatest  length  of  time,  and  being  ignorant 
of  Forester's  late  arrival,  he  was  not  a  little  sur* 
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prised  at  finding  his  fellow  sentinel  stretched  on 
the  mat  beside  him. 

"  Ponoski  I'*  he  criedi  shaking  his  companion, 
but  the  latter,  half  awakened,  growled  and  swore 
at  being  so  roughly  disturbed,  and  then  laid  his 
head  again  on  his  arm,  with  an  intention  to  re- 
sume his  slumber. 

"  Man,  art  thou  mad  ?  rouse  thyself!  we  must 
sleep  only  by  turns — St.  Stephen,  and  the  devil ! 
is  this  the  way  to  guard  our  master's  prize  ?" 

"  Now  pest  on  thee,  for  a  fool !  dost  think  Tm 
such  a  sorry  knave  as  to  desert  my  post  without 
a  substitute— a  man  to  mount  guard  in  my  place  ? 
pshaw !  don't  disturb  me,  friend.'' 

"  Substitute]  mount  guard  in  thy  phice  ?  who 
might  do  such  an  oflSce  for  thee,  I  am  puzzled 
to  know :  thou  art  still  in  the  land  of  dreams, 
comrade." 

"  Now  look'ee,  I  have  given  my  halberd  to 
Forester,  and  my  lordship's  pretty  donzella  being 
under  lock  and  key,  where's  the  danger,  if  both 
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of  US  take  a  nap  together  on  these  kmg  and  dole- 
ful nights  1^ 

The  first  trooper,  under  an  apprehensioo  that 
some  treachery  had  been  practised  by  his  com* 
panion,  sprang  upon  his  feet 

"  Forester  !  ho !  Forester !"  but  no  answer 
was  returned  to  his  loud  and  eager  calL  He 
glanced  at  the  inner  door,  and  by  the  dull  lig^t 
of  the  oil  lamp,  perceived  at  once  that  the  bolts 
had  been  withdrawn. 

"  Ten  thousand  furies !"  shouted  the  man 
rushing  into  the  room,  the  scene  so  recently  of 
Amalia's  trepidation  and  anguish.  Ponoskii  the 
duped  sentinel,  immediately  followed  him. 

"  Of  a  surety,  this  is  marvellously  strange ;" 
exclaimed  the  latter. 

"  Strange!  here's  treachery,  hellish  treadieij! 
either  Forester  or  thou  art  a  &lse  knave." 

"  Comrade,"  said  Ponoski,  "  thou  ait  too  hot  ; 
thy  speech  is  scarcely  civil.' 

«  What  I  have  aflSrmed,  I  repeat    Thou  hast 
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leagued  with  this  Forester,  whom  I  ever  suspected 
of  being  a  rogue,  to  aUow  the  girl  to  escape.  I 
shall  lose  my  reward !  I  shall  forfeit  my  life  ! — 
Perfidious  scoundrel,  deny  what  I  accuse  thee  of, 
if  thou  canst  !*' 

The  speaker,  in  a  paroxysm  of  rage,  collared 
his  companion,  and  the  men,  venting  curses  on 
each  other,  grappled  fiercely  together.  They 
drew  their  daggers,  and  blood  would  have  been 
shed,  had  not  the  old  woman,  hearing  the  noise 
of  the  struggle,  descended  quickly  from  the  little 
dormitory  above. 

"  What  ails  you,  gentlemen  ?  what  ails  you  1 
blows  ?  daggers  1 — ye  have  been  drinking  too 
much  wine — ^put  up  your  weapons,  I  beseech 
you,  and  cease  this  brawling.  Saints  in  Hea- 
ven !  ye  will  murder  each  other.'* 

The  soldier,  whom  his  fellow  had  wrongfully 
accused,  now  thrust  his  opponent  violently  from 
him.  "  Dame  !**  he  cried,  "  the  lady  is  above, 
I  warrant,  after  all.'' 
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"  Above,  maater  1  no*  I  left  her  in  this  room, 
guarded  and  watched  by  you.  If  any  thing  has 
happened  amiss,  ye'U  have  to  answer  for  it- 
mercy  on  my  soul !  where  can  she  be  ?"  and 
the  old  woman  ran  about  the  hut,  peering  into 
comers,  and  examining  whether  the  bom  win- 
dows had  been  forced.  A  sudden  ezdamatian 
btought  the  troopers  to  her  side. 

**  Look  ye  here,  my  masters !  do  ye  knov 
this  ]  the  front  door  is  open.  No  woman  could 
have  removed  these  heavy  iron  bars,  that  Vm 
confident.  She  is  gone — ^fled — ^feols !  ye  have 
allowed  some  one  to  carry  her  away." 

**  We  know  she  is  gone,  mother  ;*  said  Po- 
noski ;  "  but  Forester  is  the  villain  who  has 
cozened  and  betrayed  us  all.  Comrade,  to 
convince  thee  that  I  am  innocent  of  having  plotted 
with  the  scoundrel,  lil  e'en  forgive  thee  thy 
slanderous  words,  and  the  wrong  thou  hast  done 
me.  Marry,  have  I  not  a  reward  to  receive, 
and  a  head  to  lose,  as  well  as  thjrself !  how  then 
should  I  coimive  at  the  lady's  escape !  but  we 
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waste  time  and  breath— every  moment  is  pre* 
cious ;  let  us  instantly  pursue  the  runaways." 

"  In  what  direction  shall  we  ride  ?  what  road 
can  they  have  taken  V*  exclaimed  the  second 
titwper  all  alacrity. 

"  The  road  to  Avignon,  Fll  stake  my  life 
on't ;  but  Forester's  mule  is  swift  of  foot — haste 
thee*  friend,  haste  along !" 

The  men  hurried  out  of  the  cottage,  and 
bringing  forth  their  horses  from  the  rude  shed  of 
pine-branches  which  had  been  erected  by  the 
side  of  the  domicile,  they  mounted  without  delay ; 
in  a  brief  time  they  emerged  from  the  more  tan- 
gled part  of  the  forest,  and  were  galloping,  with 

the  utmost  speed,  towards  Avignon. 

..     *  *  *  * 

We  have  said  that  Forester,  anticipating  a 
discovery  and  pursuit^  chose  a  road  little  known 
to  the  general  way-farer.  Not  only  the  Hun- 
garian troopers,  but  the  immediate  followers  of 
Robert  who,  no  doubt,  ere  this,  was  acquainted 
with  the  infidelity  of  his  Servitor,  were  the  objects 
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of  his  tenor.  Yet  suffering  not  his  apprehensions 
to  paralyze  his  energies,  he  made  all  the  expe- 
dition possible,  andy  through  the  roagh  and 
intricate  paths,  goaded  on  the  mule  which  bore 
Amalia. 

The  moon  was  setting,  and  a  deeper  shade 
was  fidling  over  the  solitary  and  wild  scenes 
which  surrounded  them:  nothing,  however, 
occurred  as  yet  to  check  their  course,  or  over- 
throw their  hopes ;  but  haying  proceeded  at  a 
rapid  rate  for  some  fifteen  miles,  the  mule  began 
to  show  symptoms  of  flagging,  while  Amalia, 
overcome  by  excitement,  as  much  as  fatigue, 
bent  over  her  saddle,  leaning  for  support  on  the 
animal's  neck.  Forester,  likewise,  although  a 
strongly-knit,  and  bony  man,  felt  of  necessity 
the  approach  of  weariness,  for  it  must  be  remem- 
bered, he  travelled  on  foot;  yet  he  regarded 
little  what  he  himself  might  suffer;  bethought 
only  of  her  who  was  beneath  his  protection,  and 
of  the  doom  which  awaited  the  Englidiman. 

But  the  mule  now  halted,  and  Forester  knew 
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the  disposition  of  the  sagacious  creature  too  well 
to  compel  him,  by  hard  flogging,  to  proceed 
against  his  inclination.  In  order  therefore  to 
a£rord  him  a  little  relief  and  rest,  he  removed 
Amalia  from  his  back,  and  conducted  him  to  a 
brook  that  bubbled  near ;  at  the  same  time,  he 
drew  from  bis  pouch  a  flask  containing  wine,  of 
which  Amalia  did  not  hesitate  to  drink.  The 
docile  mule,  after  bathing  his  fetlocks  in  the 
stream,  and  cropping  for  a  few  minutes  the 
green  herbage,  appeared  so  much  refreshed,  that 
Forester  resolved  without  further  delay  to  prose- 
cute their  journey.  Accordingly  the  fugitives  were 
again  hurrying  along  the  silent  and  sequestered 
path.  Many  an  anxious  look  did  Amalia  cast 
towards  the  eastern  horizon,  in  the  expectation 
of  perceiving  the  first  blush  of  morning ;  and 
many  a  question  did  she  put  to  Forester  res- 
pecting the  distance  they  might  then  be  from 
Avignon.  With  every  weary  mile  they  passed, 
the  dread  of  being  overtaken  by  their  enemies 
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affected  them  less,  and  hope  grew  stronger  in 
their  bosoms. 

"  God  be  praised !"  cried  Forester ;  "  we  have 
reached  the  Rhone  at  last — our  journey  is  more 
than  half  completed." 

"  But  see!  the  east  reddens;  oh!  let  us  on 
faster,  faster ! — every  minute  seems  an  hour — 
every  mile  a  league.  Forester,  we  may  arrive 
at  the  city  yet  too  late !" 

As  these  words  fell  from  Amalia's  lips,  they 
approached  the  gorge  or  entrance  of  a  nairow 
valley,  through  which  the  path  wound.  Forester 
suddenly  started,  for  his  quick  ear  detected  the 
sound  of  coming  feet,  and  the  murmur  of  voices. 
He  seized  the  reins  of  the  mule,  but  before  he 
could  communicate  his  apprehensions  to  Amalia, 
or  draw  the  animal  on  one  side  of  the  road,  they 
were  surrounded  by  a  number  of  men.  Whether 
they  were  the  Hungarian  troopers,  who,  in 
company  with  some  peasants  of  the  district, 
might  have  overtaken  them ;  or  whether  they 
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formed  a  part  of  Robert's  advancing  cavalcade, 
no  time  was  allowed  the  unfortunate  travellers 
to  ascertain :  the  foremost  man,  with  an  iron  pike, 
dashed  Forester  to  the  ground ;  and  the  others, 
without  ceremony,  dragged  Amalia  from  her 
mule. 
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CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

TBB  PRISONER. 

**  He  trembled  not  tlioiifh  Death  wee  neer. 
And  seemed  to  whiiper  in  hie  ear. 

Bold  wiirior !  come  with  me  ! 
Thy  iword,  thy  ihield  ihall  nought  aTtil« 
My  ihaft  ihall  pierce  thy  iron  mail. 
And  o'er  thy  head  the  wintry  gale 

Will  murmur  monnfoUy." 

In  conformity  with  the  order  of  Prinoe  Loais, 
the  English  Captain  had  been  removed  from  his 
dungeon  beneath  the  Palace,  to  a  room  of  ampler 
dimensions,  and  of  less  gloomy  appearance. 
From  the  grated  window  he  could  behold  tbe 
Rhone,  the  city  of  Avignon,  and,  beyond  these, 
the  gpreen  hills  of  Languedoc  Courtenay  had 
passed  a  tranquil  night,  nor  had  his  eyes  been 
imvisited  by  slumber.    Now  that  his  doom  was 
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decided,  he  was  no  longer  racked  by  anxiety,  but 
Ids  spirit  enjoyed  a  sad  yet  stem  composure. 
It  is  the  coward  who  shrinks  and  agonizes  as 
death  (kaws  near ;  who  grows  frantic ;  on  whose 
forehead  stands  the  cold  sweat,  and  who  cries 
for  one  day  more  ere  he  be  torn  from  all  which 
nature  clings  to.  A  man  may  possess  natural 
affections ;  he  may  contemplate  a  future  world 
with  its  untold  dreadful  mysteries,  yet,  like  the 
hero  of  this  story,  banish  fruitless  lamentation, 
and  calmly  await  the  stroke  of  fate. 

Courtenay  was  walking  thoughtfully  to  and 
fro  before  the  grate  of  his  prison.  That  morning 
he  had  paid  a  more  than  usual  attention  to  his 
dress.  It  may  be  a  foible  to  regard  personal 
appearance  on  the  brink  of  the  grave,  but  the 
lowest  criminal  will  express  a  desire  to  pass  out 
of  the  world  in  decent  apparel.  Courtenay's 
hose  and  velvet  doublet  were  worn  tight  to  his 
person,  displaying  a  figure  of  perfect  symmetry ; 
around  his  waist  was  wound  a  rich  crimson 
scarf;  his  neck  was  bare,  where  soon  the  fatal 
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axe  would  do  iU  voik ;  and  his  head,  with  its 
short  jetty  curls,  remained  uncovered. 

The  sun  was  up ;  the  dew  was  sparkling  on 
the  grass,  and  the  countless  flowers  which 
breathed  their  fragrance  near  his  prison ;  and 
he  could  plainly  hear  the  mellow  and  joyful  notes 
of  the  winged  inhabitants  of  the  air,  as  &r  above 
in  Heaven  s  deep  and  tender  blue,  they  poured 
forth  their  matins  to  Him  who  renovates  earth 
(or  their  subsistence,  and  illumines  the  sky 
which  is  their  palace. 

He  glanced  over«  nature  as  wide  and  far  as 
his  vision  would  permit;  and  he  seemed  to  be 
taking  a  last  survey  of  its  beauties.  He  gazed 
on  that  sun  with  his  brow  of  splendour,  never 
tiring  in  his  course,  walking  the  heavens,  their 
monarch  and  their  Grod.  He  beheld  the  green 
hills  laughing  in  the  freshness  and  beauty  of 
spring ;  the  woody  vallies,  with  the  bright 
streams  that  wandered  through  their  bosoms^ 
recalling  to  his  heart  days  of  childhood  and  inno- 
cence— and  to  all  he  must  say,  farewell !  Other 
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eyes  will  gaze  on  those  scenes,  and  admire  their 
loyeliness,  when  his  are  closed  for  ever. 

The  prisoner  turned  from  the  grate ;  a  differ- 
ent train  of  thought  occupied  his  mind :  smiles 
illumined  his  countenance,  but  soon  they  gave 
place  to  an  expression  of  poignant  sorrow. 

He  felt  the  ignominy  of  his  doom.  Rather 
would  he  have  perished  by  flood  or  fire ;  rather 
would  he  have  been  torn  to  pieces  by  wild  beasts, 
than  be  exhibited  a  gaztng-stock  to  the  crowd, 
the  mark  of  derision,  his  name  attainted,  and 
his  memory  blackened.  Then  he  thought  of 
Amalia,  and  the  conviction  that  she  was  ruined, 
or  probably  existed  no  more,  filled  his  heart  with 
an  anguish  that  crushed  and  overpowered  his 
every  stoical  resolution.  He  sank  on  a  bench 
in  the  comer  of  his  cell,  and  buried  his  face  in 
his  mantle.  A  softness  came  over  him,  but  the 
very  drops  that  agony  wrung  from  his  eyes 
warned  him  of  the  dangerous  weakness  to  which 
he  was  yielding.  Men  must  not  behold  him 
thus.    He  manned  himself,  and  soon  evinced 
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his    former    self-possession,   and   heroic   com- 
posure. 

The  door  of  the  prison  opened,  and  a  man, 
arrayed  in  a  cloak  of  more  than  ordinary  dimen- 
sions, slowly  advanced ;  his  form  was  erect,  and 
his  step  stately :  he  was  a  soldier,  and  dof- 
fing his  helmet  which  was  surmounted  by  a 
Roman  eagle,  Courtenay  recognised  the  veteran 
Camillo.    ' 

"  Honoured  Captain!  be  not  surprised  at  my 
intrusion;  I  come  not  like  the  Gaul  of  old,  who 
entered  the  dungeon  of  Marius,  bearing  the 
assassin's  dagger ;  my  purpose  is  not  to  take 
away,  but — ^to  save  thy  life." 

"  Prithee,  good  Camillo,'*  said  Courtenay, 
"  how  may  this  be  possible !  hast  thou  the 
means  even  thus  late  of  proving  my  innocence?** 

^*  I  believe  thee  a  guiltless,  and  an  injured 
man  ;*  answered  the  Roman ;  "  I  believe — ^my 
power  goes  no  farther,  for  lacking  the  evidence 
that  might  warrant  and  support  my  opinioo. 
Prince  Louis  will  not  be  convinced  by 
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Wishing  to  do  thee  a  good  office,  I  prevailed 
upon  the  gaolers  to  permit  me  to  pass  into  thy 
prison ;  I  informed  them  that  I  desired  to  take 
leave  of  him  by  whose  side  I  had  fought  in  the 
great  battle  of  Aquila.'' 

*  I  am  sensible  of  thy  kindness/*  said  Cour- 
tenay;  "  thou  art  come,  then,  Camillo,  to  say 
farewell  to  an  old  companion  in  arms.*' 

"  No  !  by  the  soul  of  Trajan,  no ! — "  and 
the  Roman  dropped  his  voice,  drawing  himself 
up  by  Courtenay*s  side—''  Listen  to  me  !  I  am 
nearly  thy  height — just  thy  figure — doff  then  thy 
garments,  and  exchange  them  for  mine ;  more- 
over this  cloak  will  assist  the  deception:  the 
thing  may  be  done  in  the  counting  of  a  rosary 
bead ;  close  this  visor,  grasp  this  battle-axe,  and 
by  the  gods  !  thou  mayst  stalk  out  through  the 
guards  unchallenged,  and  unnoticed.  Thou 
knowest  the  rest — the  world  is  before  thee — 
fly !  fly !  for  life." 
There  was  silence — Courtenay  answered  not ; 

VOL  III.  N 
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the  means  of  avoiding  death  were  in  his  power : 
few,  perhaps,  would  have  resisted  such  a  tempt- 
ation ;  but  pride  and  knightly  honour,  stifled  in 
Courtenay's  breast  the  voice  of  nature.  He  was 
condemned  for  a  crime — ^shall  he  confess  himself 
guilty  by  flying  the  punishment  which  justice 
seemed  to  have  awarded  himl  Louis,  also, 
had  permitted  him  to  walk  in  his  prison  with- 
out fetters,  relying  upon  his  faith;  shall  he 
meanly,  basely  take  advantage  of  this  lenity  ? — 
never ! 

Courtenay  grasped  the  old  Roman  by  the 
hand — "  Thanks,  generous  Camillo,  who  woddst 
expose  thyself  to  danger  on  my  account  I  feel 
grateful  to  thee  for  thy  kind  offer,  yet  I  cannot 
avail  myself  of  it.  No,  situated  as  I  am,  were 
an  earthquake  to  level  my  prison  walls,  I  woald 
not  effect  my  escape ;  I  would  deliver  myself 
into  the  hands  of  Prince  Louis,  that  he  might 
place  me  in  a  new  dungeon.  To  gain  life  by 
means  of  a  breach  of  faith  and  honour,  were  in* 
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deed  to  render  myself  the  poltroon,  and  the  vil- 
lain my  accusers  believe  me." 

Camillo  was  surprised ;  he  had  imagined  that 
Coortenay  would  have  eagerly  embraced  his  pro- 
posal. In  vain  for  precedents  he  thought  of  the 
deeds  of  classic  heroes.  Again  he  addressed  the 
prisoner,    speaking   in    a    tone    of   increased 


"  Brave  Englishman,  I  admire  and  yet  I  con- 
demn  thy  notions  and  principles.  I  cannot  be- 
lieve that  under  all  the  circumstaaces,  it  would 
be  derogatory  to  thine  honour,  if  thou  wert  to 
escape  the  axe  of  the  executioner  in  the  manner  I 
advise.  Qh !  then  listen  to  my  prayer !  whether  thou 
art  innocent,  or  whether  thou  art  guilty,  still  my 
counsel  is^  live !  live !  Think  not  that  any  in- 
jury or  punishment  will  be  inflicted  on  me ;  I 
know  Prince  Louis's  heart ;  he  will  obtain  a  par- 
don for  me.  You  waver — ^you  will  fly— now, 
then,  now  !'* 

Camillo  divested  himself  of  his  cloak,  and 
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raised  his  helmet  in  his  hand,  as  though  he 
would  have  placed  it  on  Courtenav's  head,  but 
the  latter  turned  away : 

"  Tempt  me  not — ^I  will  not  quit  this  ceil : 
Camillo,  I  fear  not  to  die." 

"  Then  my  supplication  is  in  rain/*  said  the 
Roman^  perceiving  that  the  Englishman's  resolu- 
tion was  not  to  be  shaken ;  ''  and  in  spite  of  m? 
efforts  to  save  thee,  thou  wilt  perish.  I  can  but 
mourn  for  thee — I  can  but  remember  thee  in  mv 
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prayers — God  give  thee  strength  in  the  last  and 
trying  hour  !" 

Courtenay  embraced  the  honest  Roman,  whose 
eves  were  filled  with  tears.  He  felt  that  he  should 
not  quit  the  world  without  having  the  sympathy 
of  some,  or  leaving  kindly  remembrances  to  be 
cherished  in  a  few  bosoms ;  and  this  oonvictioD 
was  not  without  its  consolation. 

Camillo  had  departed,  and  about  an  hour  had 
elapsed,  when  some  of  the  officials  attached  to 
the  prison,  entered  the  cell ;  a  priest  was  in 
attendance,    and  with  the    usual    formalities, 
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they  acquainted  the  criminal  that  his  time  was 
come. 

"  I  am  prepared/'  said  Courtenay  in  a  calm 
voice; — "  lead  on !" 
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CHAPTER  XXIX. 

THE  PONTIFF. 

"  His  robes  of  state  were  laid  aside. 
His  lip  no  longer  curled  with  pride ; 
Smooth  WBS  his  front,  and  mild  his  air. 
The  man,  and  not  the  priest,  was  there ; 
He  talked  with  those  he  loved  the  while. 
As  others  talk,  and  sigh,  and  tmile/' 

MeantimEi  Pope  Clement  was  seated  in  one  of 
the  saloons  of  his  palace ;  sorrow  obscured  the 
wonted  sunshine  of  his  benignant  countenance. 
Near  him  on  couches  of  cloth  of  gold  and  silver 
tissue,  were  Queen  Joanna  and  Louis.  The 
happy  result  of  the  late  trial  did  not  that  hour 
elevate,  or  gladden  their  hearts ;  he  to  whom 
they  owed  so  much,  was  about  to  pass  the  fearful 
bridge  which  connects  time  with  eternity.  Jo- 
anna bent  her  head  in  silent  grief,  and  Louis, 
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with  an  anxious  eye,  gazed  on  the  thoughtful 
and  troubled  brow  of  the  Pontiff. 

"  Prince  and  Queen  of  Naples/'  said  Clement, 
"  we  are  happy  that  ye  have  been  pleased  to 
visit  our  residence  this  day ;  and  we  will  be  ever 
accessible  unto  you,  our  friends  and  children. 
Ye  have  recently  had  occasion  to  rejoice,  but 
now  a  cloud  overshadows  you ;  yet  remember  a 
sun  remains  behind  the  veil  of  gloom,  and  its 
light  will  again  beam  forth." 

"  August  father,  not  until  our  sister  be 
found." 

"  And  which,"  added  Queen  Joanna,  *'  may 
never  be." 

*'  Nay,  do  not  despair ;  would  it  were  in  our 
power  to  render  you  Consolation  on  this  point ! 
yet  we  will  not  give  credit  to  the  rumour  of 
which  ye  speak,  that  the  lady  has  been  barbar- 
ously assassinated ;  on  the  contrary,  we  believe 
that  when  he  who  instigated  his  soldiers  to  bear 
her  away,  shall  have  ceased  to  live,  the  Princess 
Amalia  will  be  restored  unto  you.'* 
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CHAPTER  XXX. 

THE    HOUR   OF   TRIAL. 

"  Brief  hM  bMo  the  warrior'i  lifiB, 
PtMed  in  glory »  love,  and  strife. 
Now  hit  morUl  mnda  are  nm^ 
Now  hit  high  career  is  done» 
On  hit  erron  do  not  dwell. 
But  his  good  deeds  only  tell ; 
Weep  for  him,  the  joong  and  braTV, 
Scatter  flowers  above  his  graTe." 

It  is  a  truth  universally  allowed,  and  daily  ex* 
emplified,  that  both  sexes,  as  well  as  all  ages 
and  conditions,  experience  pleasure  in  witness- 
ing tragic  scenes.  Among  the  humbler  orders  of 
the  community,  a  pugilistic  encounter ;  a  dread- 
fill  fire  destroying  property  and  lives;  and,  more 
than  all,  the  gibbeting  of  a  felon,  attract  a  crowd 
boyond  the  grandest  exhibition  of  nature  or  art 
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It  is  not  that  wanton  cruelty  is  inherent  in  the 
natures  of  the  uneducated  masses ;  but  ipen  in 
general  are  so  constituted^  that  they  love  scenes 
which  greatly  move  them,  even  if  it  be  to  terror ; 
and'which  strike  the  cords  of  sympathy,  although 
it  be  to  elicit  sighs  and  tears. 

At  sunrise,  the  gates  of  Avignon  had  been 
thrown  open,  and  people  of  all  descriptions 
crowded  forth :  mechanic  and  waterman,  barber 
and  publican,  jostled  each  other ;  the  child  ran 
by  the  side  of  its  mother,  and  even  old  age 
grasped  his  staff,  and  tottered  on.  Some  were 
mirthful,  others  sad ;  but  all  had  one  object  in 
view — they  went  to  witness  the  end  of  the  re- 
nowned English  Captain. 

It  was  the  wish  of  the  Avignese  authorities, 
that  Courtenay*s  execution  should  be  as  public 
as  possible,  in  order  that  his  punishment  might 
be  a  dreadful  warning  to  the  knights  and  nobles 
of  Provence,  and  elsewhere,  who,  incited  by 
passion,  might  contemplate  such  a  crime  as  the 
abduction  of  a  lady  of  royal  birth.  Accordingly, 
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a  f^caflbld  had  been  erected  about  a  half-a-mile 
from  the  city,  where  the  ground  being  level  and 
extensive,  admitted  the  assemblage  of  many 
thousands. 

Two  men,  whose  rosy  countenances  and  robust 
frames  bespoke  them  countrjrmen,  were  hurry- 
ing over  the  plain. 

"  So,  we  are  in  good  time ;  we  may  slacken 
our  pace  ;*'  exclaimed  the  stouter  personage, 
panting  hard,  and  holding  his  sides :  "  See !  the 
people  are  still  buzzing  out  of  the  city ;  what  a 
black  swarm  of  them  there  is  yonder !  as  I  live, 
Master  Rudel,  there  stands  the  scaffold !  Well, 
I  swore  I  would  never  again  leave  the  Black 
Saracen  to  the  care  of  my  wife ;  but  our  Lady 
forgive  me !  this  sight  flesh  and  blood  could  not 
resist — ha!  ha !  we  shall  have  a  rare  treat  on*t* 

The  fisherman,  neither  gay  nor  sad,  doffed  his 
bonnet,  and  wiped  his  brows. 

"Why,  sooth  to  say,  respected  friend,  the 
bustle  in  yonder  city  seemed  not  half  so  great 
yesterday,  when  an  illustrious  Prince  and  Queen 
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were  tried  and  declared  innocent  How  the 
people  like  to  gaze  on  any  thing  that's  ghastly ! 
but  this  Englishman,  as  I  heari  was  a  terrible 
fellow.  Master  Bumb^re." 

The  honest  Vintner's  thoughts  suddenly  flowed 
into  a  different  channel. 

"  Yes/'  he  exclaimed,  "  I  wiU  dismiss  my 
fears ;  I  will  believe  that  the  good  Bishop  will 
remit  me  the  money  from  Hungary. — So,  twelve 
witnesses— six  fat  capons  between  them,  and 
thirty  flasks  of  prime  Moselle — at  the  least,  'tis 
twenty  livres.* 

"  Out  on  thy  capons,  flasks  and  livres !" 
growled  Rudel ;  "  think  of  the  gallant  soldier, 
and  mourn  for  his  fate." 

"  I  mourn !  I  am  not  come  to  Avignon  to 
mourn.  Master  Rudel,  but  to  enjoy  the  jolly 
sight. — ^Ah !  who  should  have  suspected  that  sly 
rogue  Forester?  he  strove,  it  would  seem,  to 
poison  the  holy  man,  and  then  decamped  with 
all  his  money.  I  thought  the  good  Bishop 
would  never  have  shaken  off  his  slumber ;  but 
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when  he  did,  Saint  Stephen !  how  he  stonned ! 
yet|  by  the  foul  fiend,  I  care  little  whether  he 
overtook  and  seized  that  villain  Forester  or  not, 
so  he  remit  me  the  twenty  livres." 

*'  No  more  on't,  I  say ;"  muttered  the  fisher* 
man :  "  in  that  affair  lurks  some  mystery  which 
neither  thou  nor  even  I  can  fiithom.  Bdiold ! 
what  a  mass  of  beings  is  gathered  npon  the 
heath !  I  long  to  see  how  the  great  Captain, 
whose  valiant  hand  has  deprived  so  many  of 
life,  will  support  his  bravery  when  called  upon 
to  die  himself." 

"  Pshaw !  support  his  bravery !"  observed 
the  vintner ;  "  what  matters  that  ?  I  hope  there 
will  be  a  great  commotion  in  the  crowd,  and  a 
fine  bloody  scene ;  for  that's  what  I  love,  that's 
what  I  left  the  Black  Saracen  for.  Master 
Rudel." 

Thus  speakmg,  our  worthy  friends  reached 
the  spot  of  rendezvous,  and  mingling  with  the 
throng,  their  colloquy  was  of  necessity  suspended. 

An  execution  for  a  crime  of  so  uncommon  a 
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nature,  together  with  the  celebrity  of  the  criminal, 
might  well  excite  universal  interest  Not  only 
the  undistinguished  vulgar,  but  burghers  of  the 
more  opulent  class,  and  knights  on  their  steeds, 
were  there.  The  whole  multitude  formed  a  ring, 
and  was  prevented  from  pressing  forwards  by 
stakes  driven  at  intervals  in  the  ground,  and 
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secured  by  cords.  In  the  centre  of  the  circle, 
stood  the  scaffold  which  was  hung  with  black 
cloth,  and  guarded  at  each  point  by  yeomen  in 
red  liveries,  with  axes  and  halberds  in  their 
hands. 

There  was  a  hum  of  voices  like  the  murmur 
of  distant  waters,  for  thousands  were  communi- 
cating their  feelings  and  sentiments  to  each 
other.  The  strictest  order,  however,  prevailed ; 
for  the  crowd  was  overawed  by  the  presence 
of  a  large  body  of  Papal  troops.  Some  time 
had  elapsed,  and  impatience  was  beginning 
to  be  manifested  by  the  expectant  multitude, 
when  a  lugubrious  strain  of  music  was  heard ; 
it   came    from    the    fortified   palace    by   the 
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Rhone,  and  announced  that  the  criminal  was 
approaching. 

Moving  towards  the  scene  of  death,  between 
two  files  of  soldiers,  Courtenay  at  length  ap- 
peared. Every  eye  was  turned  towards  him. 
He  walked  witb-a  slow,  but  firm  step;  his  hands 
were  manacled,  and  his  head  and  throat  were 
bare.  The  guards  by  his  side  held  their  swords 
drawn,  and  a  priest,  with  a  black  cross  in  his 
hand,  preceded  him. 

As  Courtenay  advanced,  the  crowd  which 
blocked  up  the  entrance  of  the  barriers,  fell 
back ;  and  being  conducted  within,  he  stood  at 
the  foot  of  the  scaffold.  Though  pale,  his  counte* 
nance  betrayed  neither  agitation  nor  fear ;  but 
while  his  bearing  was  proud,  he  did  not  exhibit 
that  air  of  recklessness  and  defiance,  assumed  by 
some  criminals,  who  would  have  men  believe 
them  stoically  brave  at  the  trying  hour  of 
death. 

Two  officials  offered  to  assist  Courtenay  in 
mounting  the  steps  of  the  scafibld,  but  he  as- 
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cended  without  their  proffered  help.  He  stood  dis- 
played to  the  gaze  of  anxious  thousands ;  some 
sympathised  with  his  fate,  but  others  felt  a  secret 
pleasure  at  his  down&ll.  The  veil  of  eternity 
was  about  to  be  raised ;  awful  situation  for  a 
mortal  being!  dread  prospect  of  existence  beyond 
the  tomb !  the  flesh  will  shrink  at  the  fearful 
change,  however  undaunted  the  soul. 

There  was  the  block,  and  yonder,  leaning  upon 
his  axe,  stood  the  masked  headsman.  But  the 
priest  now  opened  his  book,  and  commenced 
reading,  in  a  solemn  voice,  the  service  for  the 
dead.  Courtenay  was  deeply  attentive;  he 
gazed  earnestly  on  the  churchman,  and  repeated 
the  prayers  after  him. 

This  mournful  ceremony  being  concluded,  the 
priest  approached  the  culprit,  and  inquired 
whether  he  would  yet  confess  his  crime ;  since 
if  he  were  truly  contrite,  the  church  would  grant 
him  absolution,  and  masses  should  be  said  for 
the  rest  of  his  soul.  Courtenay  returned  him 
thanks,  but  could  not  receive  absolution  on  the 
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condition  of  criminating  himself;  and  therefore 
if  the  father  had  no  other  terms  to  offer,  as  he 
had  lived,  so  he  must  die. 

"  Obstinate  traitor !  lost  heretic !"  exclaimed 
the  priest ;  *  since  thou  wilt  not  confess,  then,  I 
must  even  give  thee  over  to  the  perdition  thou 
dost  merit.  Nevertheless,  if  thou  desirest  to  sav 
aught  to  the  beings  of  this  world,  before  entering 
another,  thou  art  allowed,  for  a  few  minutes, 
liberty  to  speak.'* 

Light  flashed  to  Courtenay's  eye ;  he  would 
fain  bid  farewell  to  those  around,  but  doubted  his 
power  to  articulate.  His  features  were  un- 
ruffled indeed,  but  he  were  more  or  less  than 
human,  if  no  dreadful  feelings  worked  within. 
A  coldness  was  around  his  heart ;  his  nerves 
tingled,  and  he  choked  almost  to  gasping;  but 
with  that  effort  which,  in  extremity,  we  can 
sometimes  exert,  he  mastered  in  a  measure  his 
fearful  emotions ;  and  stepping  forwards  to  the 
edge  of  the  scaffold,  his  fine  symmetrical  figure 
reared  to  its  utmost  height,  he  spoke  in  a  dis- 
tinct voice. 
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"  Kuights,  and  men  of  Provence !  a  dying 
roan  addresses  you ;  he  is  condemned  as  guilty, 
but  that  the  imputed  crime  rests  not  upon  him, 
God  at  the  last  day  will  show.  I  forgive  my 
accusers :  my  sentence  appears  just  unto  them 
who  award  it,  therefore  I  do  not  consider  them 
my  murderers.  May  peace  and  prosperity  smile 
upon  this  land !  may  the  Prince  and  Queen,  in 
whose  service  I  have  fought,  speedily  regain 
their  lost  kingdom  ! — would  that  it  were  min« 
still  to  battle  in  their  cause ! — this  may  not  be ; 
when  the  chivalry  of  Europe  shall  be  pouring 
upon  Naples,  my  hand  will  be  nerveless,  my 
heart  cold,  and  for  wreaths  of  fame,  ignominy 
will  darken  over  my  grave.  But  though  the 
truth  may  never  appear ;  though  eternal  shame 
may  be  my  lot ;  again  I  declare  with  my  last, 
my  expiring  breath,  I  am  innocent  of  the  crime 
for  which  1  suffer.  And  now,  farewell  I  high 
and  low,  all  that  are  gathered  here !  may  God 
forgive  the  errors  of  a  brief,  but  tumultuous  life ! 
— beadsman,  I  am  ready  !'* 
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As  Courtenay  concluded,  several  in  that  wild 
crowd  seemed  melted  to  compassion ;  the  elder 
soldiers  observed  a  mournful  silence,  and  tears 
stole  down  the  cheeks  of  many  a  rough  burgher. 
Although  they  might  have  been  convinced  of 
the  justice  of  his  doom,  all  who  possessed  the 
hearts  of  men,  felt  pity  for  one  so  young,  and 
magnanimous. 

But  a  sudden  movement  was  now  observed 
among  the  multitude ;  a  cry  was  raised,  bebg 
caught  up  and  repeated  by  innumerable  voices, 
and  before  Courtenay  had  approached  the  block, 
a  man  on  a  powerful  charger  had  forced  his  way 
through  the  mass  of  spectators;  in  his  hand 
he  carried  a  small  white  baimer,  while  the 
cognizance  which  he  wore,  and  his  peculiar 
costume,  denoted  him  to  be  an  officer  of  the 
Pope.  He  now  rode  through  the  barriers  which 
encircled  the  scaffold,  and  elevating  the  white 
flag,  cried  aloud : 

"  Suspend  the  execution !— it  is  the  will  of  the 
Sovereign  Pontiff— suspend  the  execution  !'* 


ass 


CHAPTER  XXXL 

THE  LAST  SCENE. 

Ma!.    I  would  the  friends  we  min  were  aife  trriTed. 
She,      Some  mut  go  off,  end  yet  by  these  I  see, 
A  day  like  this  is  cheaply  bought. 

MaebeOu 

The  interruption  given  to  the  proceedings  of  death 
created  the  utmost  confusion  and  excitement ; 
each  person  was  eager  to  ascertain  what  the 
Papal  oiBcer  had  to  divulge ;  but  all  he  knew,  or 
had  authority  to  state  was,  that  the  marshals, 
without  delay,  were  to  conduct  the  prisoner  to 
the  judgment-hall  in  the  Pontiff's  palace.  In 
conformity  with  the  order,  Courtenay  descended 
from  the  scaffold,  and,  accompanied  by  the  offi* 
cials,  proceeded  to  the  mansion  of  Clemenc 
Courtenay  entered  the  gothic  doorway  of  the 
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balf-castellated  and  magnificent  building;  but 
when  he  reached  the  great  hall,  a  scene  he  had 
little  anticipated,  opened  on  his  view :  in  his 
accustomed  chair,  sat  the  spiritual  niler  of  the 
Christian  world.  Queen  Joanna  and  Louis 
stood  near  him,  the  latter  supporting  a  lady  pale, 
agitated,  and  fainting ;  and  that  lady,  need  we 
add  1  was  Amalia.  Shrinking,  and  bowed  down 
by  the  consciousness  of  guilt,  his  garments  torn, 
his  body  lacerated  and  bleeding,  Forester  ap- 
peared in  the  back  ground  :  Petrarch,  Boccaccio, 
and  the  Constable  of  Naples,  together  with 
several  Cardinals  in  their  red  hats,  and  scarlet 
simars,  were  also  present 

The  tale  had  been  told  by  the  delinquent 
Servitor;  and  the  importance  of  the  occasion, 
and  the  agony  of  his  mind,  instead  of  overwhelm- 
ing  him,  had  given  his  tongue  an  eloquence  it 
never  before  possessed.  His  delay  with  Amalia, 
the  reader  is  aware,  had  been  occasioned  by  an 
attack  made  upon  them  by  some  anned  men; 
but  these  rujBSans  were  neither  the  Hungarian 
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troopers,  nor  did  they  belong  to  the  train  of  the 
Bishop  of  Waradin ;  they  were  merely  maraud** 
ers  of  the  district;  and  having  despoiled  their 
victims  of  all  they  possessed,  they  hurried  off: 
some  hours,  however,  elapsed,  ere.  Forester  re- 
covered from  the  stunning  effects  of  the  blows 
which  he  had  received. 

On  reaching  Avignon,  Amalia  was  in  a  state 
of  utter  exhaustion ;  Forester  would  have  rushed 
on  at  once  to  the  place  of  execution,  but  he  well 
knew  that,  unaccompanied  by  an  order  from  the 
civil  or  ecclesiastical  authorities,  no  word  which 
he,  an  obscure  and  mean  person,  might  have  ut- 
tered, would  have  had  the  effect  of  staying  the 
course  of  the  law.  He  had  consequently  no  alter- 
native but  to  proceed  to  the  Pontifical  palace  ; 
and  his  presence  there  in  company  with  Amalia, 
will  account  for  what  has  transpired. 

Courtenay,  in  a  few  minutes,  was  made 
acquainted  with  the  truths  that  others  knew ;  but 
as  far  as  concerned  his  own  fate,  no  sudden  joy 
lit   his   features,    no    exultation    was  on  his 
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bro V ;  the  guilty  man  only  poure  forth  his  thanks, 
or  faints  in  raptures,  when  his  life  is  unexpect- 
edly spared.  He  stood  in  a  thoughtful  attitude, 
his  eyes  bent  on  the  ground;  and  as  the  sun- 
beams which  fell  through  the  lofty  painted  win- 
dow, streamed  on  his  bare-head,  and  bronzed  noble 
countenance,  all  seemed  to  regard  him  with  inte- 
rest  and  admiration.  Clement,  for  the  first  time, 
beheld  the  renowned  Englishman ;  but  strange 
emotions  appeared  to  agitate  him,  and  forgetful 
of  his  dignity,  he  half  started  up  from  his  gilded 
chair. 

"  Holy  St  Peter !»  he  murmured  audibly ; 
•*  whom  do  we  behold  1 — ^yes,  it  is  he !" 

Queen  Joanna,  hearing  the  Pontiff's  excla- 
mation, inquired  whether  Courtenay  was  known 
to  him  ;  but  Clement's  manner  suddenly  changed 
from  astonishment  to  real  or  feigned  indifference. 

'*  It  matters  not,  daughter,"  he  said ;  "  it 
matters  not ;  we  ween,  however,  that  the  sol- 
dier right  well  knoweth  ourselves." 

While  this  was  passing,  Louis  had  advanced 
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to  Courtenay ;  and  the  varied  emotions  which 
struggled  in  his  breast,  almost  choking  his  utter- 
ance, he  exclaimed: 

'*  Noble  Englishman !  what  injuries  hast  thou 
receiyed!  a  deed  committed  by  the  darkest 
hypocrite,  and  foulest  villain  that  earth  contains, 
I  have  been  foremost  in  lajring  to  thy  charge. 
Canst  thou,  brave  companion-in-arms,  canst 
thou  forgive  me  ?*' 

"  Prince  Louis,*'  answered  Courtenay,  *'  thou 
hast  done  nothing  which  calls  for  my  pardon ; 
since  I,  as  well  as  others,  know  that  thou  hast 
acted  only  as  honour  and  justice  dictated.  Let 
us  rather  thank  Almighty  God  that  the  mystery 
is  at  length  solved.* 

Louis,  who  could  contain  his  bursting  feelings 
no  longer,  wrung  Courtenay's  hand,  and  in  sight 
of  that  august  company,  the  two  embraced  like 
brothers. 

One  sentiment  only  existed  in  the  bosoms  of 
aU  present,  with  respect  to  the  hypocritical,  and 
infiunous  Robert ;  but  since  the  wretched  man, 

VOL.  III.  o 
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and  all  his  creatures,  were  by  that  time  far 
advanced  on  their  road  to  Hungary,  pursuit 
would  have  been  unavailing ;  satis&cticHi  and 
vengeance,  therefore,  were  to  be  obtained  at  some 
future  time.  But  Forester,  the  guilty  Foiester 
was  present,  and  condign  punishment  might,  at 
least,  be  inflicted  oa  him.  With  head  bowed  on 
his  breast,  and  eyes  that  feared  to  meet  the  gaze 
of  his  judges,  he  now  stepped  forwards,  and  £b11 
at  the  feet  of  Louis.  For  the  iniquitous  part 
which  he  had  performed,  in  so  kmg  abetting  his 
late  master  in  his  crimes,  and  above  all,  for  not 
divulging  at  an  earlier  period,  Robert's  last  dia- 
bolical action,  he  declared  himself  ready— even 
desirous  to  render  an  atonement. 

^  Let  me  suffer,"  he  cried,  "  the  death  which 
had  been  designed  for  the  brave  English  Captain! 
I  merit  not,  I  expect  not  mercy.* 

Louis  gazed  with  feelings  of  compassion  on 
the  poor  fellow  tremblings  and  cowering  before 
him. 

"  Forester,"  he  saidi  '*  guilty  indeed  we  know 
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thee  to  have  been,  but  thou  wert  warped  to  crime 
by  the  spells  of  a  demon.  Thou  hast  broken  thy 
bondage,  and  saved  my  sister  from  a  dreadful 
fate.  Let  it  not  be  ours  to  spurn  or  condemn 
the  penitent :  I  think,  then,  that  no  one  in  this 
hall  will  oppose,  or  disapprove  of  my  judgment, 
when  I  say — ^rise !  we  forgive  thee !" 

And  now  there  was  a  group  of  the  illustrious, 
the  brave,  the  beautiful ;  even  the  old  and  dig* 
nified  Cardinals  seemed  to  share  the  general 
satisfaction  and  joy.  Louis,  in  a  friendly  man- 
ner, leant  upon  the  shoulder  of  Courtenay,  and 
in  the  centre  of  the  party,  stood  Queen  Joanna, 
half  supporting,  and  half  embracing  the  trembling 
Amalia.  But  the  Pontiff,  as  spiritual  father,  and 
vicegerent  of  God,  took  upon  himself  the  task  of 
returning  thanks  to  Heaven,  and  expatiating  on 
the  mysterious  dispensations  of  Providence — 
dispensations  that  educe  good  from  evil,  and 
render  truth  and  virtue  triumphant  at  last. 

"  And  gentle  members  of  my  Christian  fold," 
he  said,   "  we  would  fain  now  settle  a  question 

o2 
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which  has  given  not  a  little  disquiet,  if  we  be 
rightly  informed,  to  the  Queen  of  Naples  and 
her  lord.  We  will  at  once  explain  cnirselves. 
We  have  heard  it  spoken  that  this  soldier,  who 
has  just  been  saved  from  death,  this  Engltsii 
Captain,  whom  ye  call  Walter  Courtenay, 
loveth  our  daughter,  even  the  lady  Anialia.'* 

The  silent  air,  the  averted  countenanoer,  and  the 
burning  blushes  of  the  maiden,  were  beautifolly 
contrasted  with  the  eagerness  of  Coortenay's 
manner,  and  the  light  which  sprang  to  his  eje. 

'^  Howbeit,  the  descendant  of  a  king,"  pursued 
the  gallant  Clement,  "  may  never  wed  a  p^- 
sonage  who  is  not  of  royal  lineage ;  therefixe, 
Walter  Courtenay,  since  thy  shield  beareth  not 
the  appropriate  arms,  thou  must  resign  thy 
pretensions  to  the  hand  of  this  illustrious  iady." 

Louis  and  Joanna  here  prayed  Clement,  that 
the  custom  of  nations  might  for  once  be  departed 
from,  stating  that  they>  folly  and  freely  gave 
consent,  that  the  injured  and  magnanimous 
Englishman  should  be  united  to  their  sister 
Amalia. 
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Clement  beckoned  Courtenay  to  approach: 
"  Why  dost  thou  shun  our  eye?"  he  said;  "  we 
perceive  that  thou  dost  recognize  Uiy  ancient 
guardian  and  lawful  master,  whom  many  years 
since  thou  didst  desert ; — ^we  knew  thee  in  a 
moment." 

Courtenay  bent  his  knee,  beseeching  the  Pon* 
tiff  to  forgive  him  the  errors  of  former  years. 
Long  since  he  would  have  discovered  hinu^lf  to 
him,  but  feared  the  just  anger  of  the  Father  of 
Christendom.  He  also  prayed  the  Pope,  if  it 
were  .possible,  to  cast  some  light  upon  his 
parentage,  however  obscure  and  plebeian  it 
might  be. 

"  We  did  hope ;"  answered  Clement,  "  that 
neither  Italian,  Proven9al,  nor  foreigner  esteemed 
us  harsh  in  our  rule,  or  unforgiving  in  our  tem- 
per :  God  wot  that  we  would  rather  extend  our 
hand  in  love  to  all,  than  fulminate  anathemas 
from  the  chair  of  St.  Peter.  Touching  thy  last 
request  we  readily  accede  to  it  The  vow 
which  we    took  on   receiving    thee   into  our 
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charge,  when  Prior  of  St  Baudille,  binds  08 
no  longer.  For  the  satisfaction  of  all  preaoit, 
we  will  repeat  the  little  drcomstance  ;  and  then 
judge,  soldier  of  England,  whether  bom  as  thoa 
art,  thou  mayst  dare  aspire  to  the  band  of  a  roval 
maiden." 

All  hung  in  breathless  attention  on  the  words 
of  Pope  Clement,  who  continued  after  a  moment's 
pause. 

**  One  night,  an  English  Bishop,  who  had 
been  travelling  in  the  south  of  France,  wis 
brought  to  our  Priory  in  a  dying  state.  When 
shriving  him,  he  begged  of  me  as  a  last  favour,  to 
receive  under  my  care  an  orphan  child  that  was  in 
his  train,  of  the  tender  age  of  three  years.  Hav- 
ing been  appointed  his  guardian  by  his  late 
lather,  who  perished  underpeculiar  circumstances, 
leaving,  as  was  commonly  supposed,  no  issue, 
the  Bishop  had  fled  with  him  from  the  popular 
tumulu  which  then  convulsed  England^  and 
from  the  persecutions  levelled  at  the  deceased's 
family  by  the  party  then  in  pow».    I  agreed 
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fiuthfuUy  to  comply  with  the  dying  man's  request. 
He  bound  me,  also,  by  a  promise  not  to  reveal 
unto  the  child  his  origin,  until  he  should  have 
arrived  at  the  age  of  manhood;  sbce  if  he  knew 
his  parentage,  it  was  more  than  probable  he 
would  refuse  to  enter  the  church,  the  Bishop's 
ardent  desire  having  been  to  rear  him  as  a  man 
of  God. 

**  The  child  grew,  but  wild  and  untamable 
as  the  chamois  of  the  Alps ;  and  well  I  deemed 
that  the  warrior's  lance  was  more  suited  to  his 
temperament,  than  the  prelate's  crosier.  My 
conjecture  was  verified,  for  scarcely  had  he 
attained  his  fifteenth  year,  when  the  fiery  youth 
spumed  my  control,  fled  from  St.  BaudiUe,  and 
was  heard  of  no  more. 

"  Twelve  years  have  passed  away,  and  now, 
for  the  first  time  since  he  deserted  me,  I  behold 
my  ancient  charge.  The  term  of  my  vow  has 
expired.  Walter  Courtenay,  retain  that  name  if  it 
pleases  thee,  but  it  is  not  thine — ^thy  mother  was 
Alice,  daughter  of  the  lord  of  Lincoln ;  and  thy 
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father  was  a  prince  of  the  roynl  blood  of  England 
— Thomas  Plantagenet,  Earl  of  Lancaster. 


Reader,  we  will  not  say  farewell,  without 
informing  thee  of  the  "destinies  which  awaited 
some  of  the  individuals  whose  characters  we 
have  attempted  to  portray  in  these  pages. 

Robert,  Bishop  of  Waradin,  for  some  time 
braved  the  storm,  which  in  consequence  of 
his  infamous  actions  burst  upon  him ;  but  at 
length  he  lost  even  the  good  graces  of  the  King 
of  Hungary.  He  rapidly  sank  in  the  religious 
world,  became  a  mendicant  friar,  and  finally 
closed  his  career  in  a  house  of  Charity,  con- 
temned and  detested  by  all. 

The  repentant  Forester,  having  been  appoint- 
ed to  an  office  of  respectability  and  trust  in  the 
establishment  of  Walter  Plantagenet,  or  as  we 
may  still  call  him,  Courtenay,  married  Julie, 
the  daughter  of  mine  host  of  the  Black  Saracen ; 
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and  in  spite  of  the  parsimony  of  Bumb^re,  be 
received  with  ber  a  bandsome  dowery. 

Charles  Artus,  the  fellow  conspirator,  and 
black  betrayer  of  the  ambitious  Duke  of  Durazzo, 
did  not  long  live  to  enjoy  the  reward  of 
his  perfidy ;  during  an  excursion  made  with  a 
party  of  friends  to  the  summit  of  one  of  the 
Apennine  mountains  north  of  Benevento,  either 
through  intoxication,  or  some  accident,  he  missed 
bis  footing,  and  falling  over  a  precipice,  was 

dashed  to  pieces. 

In  the  cemetery  attached  to  the  Celestine  Con- 
vent of  Aversa,  there  was  a  simple  monument 
of  white  marble,  with  a  tablet  displaying  the 
arms  of  a  royal  house.  Arrayed  in  the  weeds 
of  mourning,  which  she  seemed  resolved  never 
to  divest  herself  of,  a  female  might  frequently 
have  been  seen  bending  there.  Sometimes, 
also,  she  would  lead  to  the  spot  a  young  child, 
and  bidding  him  kneel  on  the  turf,  would  tell 
him  that  a  Father  who  had  died  ere  he  was 
capable  of  feeling  his  loss,  slept  beneath :  and 
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the  boy  would  join  his  hands,  and  as  the  mother's 
tears  fell  on  his  sunny  curls,  she  would  teach 
him  to  lisp  a  prayer.  That  young  noother,  we 
scarcely  need  say,  was  Maria  at  the  tomb  of 
Durazzo. 

Queen  Joanna  and  Prince  Louis,  without 
having  occasion  to  petition  England  or  France 
for  aid,  again  ascended  the  throne  of  Naples ; 
for  the  usurper,  partly  intimidated  by  the  thunders 
launched  from  the  Papal  chair,  and  partly  sum- 
moned to  quell  insurrections  in  his  own  idngdom 
of  Hungary,  quitted  the  smiling  plains  of 
Campania  the  Happy.  The  few  garrisons,  and 
mercenary  troops  which  he  left  behind  him, 
were  unable  to  withstand  the  valour  of  Louis 
and  his  chivalric  nobility.  The  court  of  the 
Prince  and  Queen  of  Naples,  was  more  brilliant 
than  that  of  any  other  state  on  the  south  of  the 
Alps ;  and  during  the  years  they  swayed  the 
sceptre,  they  commanded  the  respect  and  esteem 
of  their  subjects;  but  adetailof  subsequent  events, 
does  not  fall  within  the  design  of  our  narrative. 
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All  the  rapture  which  blesses  mortals,  who,  after 
having  loved  long  and  absorbingly,  are  united 
at  last,  was  experienced  by  Amalia  and  Walter 
Courtenay.  The  remembrance  of  their  trials, 
and  the  sorrows  they  had  endured,  excited  no 
painful  feelings,  but,  as  sunshine  is  brighter  and 
warmer  for  the  clouds  that  have  passed  away, 
only  enhanced  the  happiness  of  their  lot  Though 
the  attainder,  by  which  his  royal  father  had  lost 
his  life  and  estates,  had  long  been  '  reversed,' 
Courtenay  did  not  quit  Italy,  a  country  endeared 
to  him  by  associations  stronger  even  than  those 
connected  with  the  land  of  bis  birth.  In  the 
vicinity  of  Portici,  commanding  a  view  of  Naples 
and  its  magnificent  Bay,  he  fixed  his  residence ; 
and  with  a  delight  which  seemed  to  increase  the 
more  the  recreation  was  indulged  in,  he  and 
Amalia  would  wander  among  the  enchanting 
scenes,  beautiful  and  glorious  in  themselves, 
as  well  as  hallowed  by  classic  story.  And  there^ 
also,  Queen  Joanna  and  Louis»  when  affairs  of 
state  permitted,  would  join  them ;  and  the  asso- 
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ciated  friends,  in  lettered  ease,  and  the  sweet 
interchange  of  the  offices  of  courtesy  and  love, 
experienced  as  much  satis&ction  and  happiness 
as  man,  in  this  chequered  scene,  is  permitted  to 
know. 


THE  END. 
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